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PREFACE. 
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On  presenting  to  the  publio  this  Dictionabt  ot  Poetioal  Quotations;  the  onl^ 
COMPLETE  work  of  the  kind  in  tilie  English  langaage,  the  best  preface  will  be  its  histoiy. 

About  twenty  years  ago  the  plan  was  ori^nated  by  John  F.  Addington,  an  English- 
man,  then  residing  in  this  city;  but  he  deyoted  his  attention  almost  ezdusiYely  to  the 
old  British  Bards.  His  labours  were  valuable,  still  the  work  was  incomplete;  the 
modem  writers  of  poetry,  both  English  and  American,  with  a  few  exceptions  in  favoui 
of  the  former,  were  wholly  omitted.  Then  his  selections  were  not  always  in  accordance 
-with  Uie  present  standard  of  publio  taste.  The  old  dnunafic  poets  wrote  according  tc 
their  light,  which  was  often  reflected  through  a  foul  medium,  and  revealed  much  that  if 
now  considered,  and  justly,  too,  as  coarse  and  indelicate.  The  text  of  Mr.  Addington'i 
selections  required  reviaon;  still,  he  deserves  much  credit  for  his  perseverance  and 
jeaeaich,  and  the  study  he  devoted  ''  to  rescue  from  the  reckless  tooth  of  time  some  of 
the  finest  thoughts  and  most  vivid  images  of  the  ancient  fathers  of  English  poetry." 
His  selections  from  Shakspeaie  were  copious;  and  also  from  Byron,  the  only  modem  poei 
that  he  much  favoured. 

To  the  present  Editor  was  committed  the  task  of  revising  the  ori^nal  work,  and  adding 
tiiereto  selections  from  the  modem  British  and  American  poets.  This  required  the 
examination  of  a  multitude  of  volumes,  and  much  care  and  study,  in  order  to  exhibit,  « 
iur  as  possible,  the  oharacteristic  excellence  of  each  autilior.  A  difficult  and  delicate  tasi 
h  is  to  select  from  living  poets,— especially  when  there  are  so  many  I  The  index  showi 
am  array  of  over  four  hundred  authors;  thus,  at  a  glance,  may  be  seen  how  wide  hac 
been  tbe  field  of  research. 

Bendes  the  new  quotations  introduced  under  every  head,  quite  a  number  of  new  sub 
jects  have  been  added,  making  the  plan  complete,  and  furnishing  a  Manual  of  Poctica] 
Extracts,  alphabeHcally  arranged,  which  will  serve  to  interpret  eveiy  passion,  emotion, 
and  feeling  of  the  human  souL  Here,  also,  every  condition  and  pursuit  of  life  may  find 
its  motto  cnr  character,  and  the  beauties  of  Nature  and  Art  their  traest  description.  L: 
short,  the  book  is  a  precious  casket,  where  the  most  perfect  gems  of  Genius  the  Anglo 
Saxon  literature  has  preserved  for  the  last  three  hundred  years  are  garnered.  The  chro 
nolo^eal  order  of  the  quotations  is  preserved,  and  thus  the  curious  reader  may  trace  the 
progressnve  improvements  of  the  one  language,  forming  now  the  bond  of  union  between 
two  great  nations,  whose  children  of  song  are  here,  for  the  first  time,  united.  In  the 
American  portion,  the  striking  characteristics  of  the  poetry  are  devotion  to  nature, 
patriotism,  and  deep  religious  sentiment.  This  sentiment  it  is  which  makes  poetry  sc 
popular  in  our  countiy;  and  while  the  work  now  submitted  contains  such  treasures  of 
boly  and  beautiful  thoughts  as  no  other  collection  of  poetry  can  show,  the  Editor  and 
Publishers  flatter  themselves  its  merits  will  ensure  it  a  welcome  reception. 
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POETICAL  QUOTATIONS 


ABSENCE. 

Ijd  u  the  colyer  on  the  bared  boagh, 
Sita  moonung  fi>r  the  abaence  of  her  matOf 
And  in  her  tongs  sends  many  a  wish^  vow 
For  his  return  that  seems  to  linger  Ute ; 
So  I,  alone  now  lefl,  disc<»isolate, 
Moom  to  myself  the  absence  of  my  love ; 
And  wandering  here  and  there  all  desolate. 
Seek,  with  my  plaints,  to  match  that  mournful  dove. 

Edmund  Spemer* 
llioQgh  absent,  prasent  in  desires  they  be ; 
Our  wuls  much  further  than  our  eyes  can  seo. 

Michad  Drayton, 

Our  two  souls,  therefore,  which  are  one, 
Though  I  must  go,  endure  not  yet 
A  breach,  but  an  expansion; 
Like  gold  to  any  thinness  beat 
If  they  be  two,  they  are  two  so 
As  st^  twin  compasses  are  two; 
The  wul,  the  fixt  fix>t,  makes  no  show 
To  move,  but  doth,  if  th'  other  do. 
And  though  it  in  the  centre  sit, 
Yet  when  the  other  far  doth  roam, 
It  leans  and  hearkens  after  it. 
And  grows  erect,  as  that  comes  home. 
Such  wilt  thou  be  to  me,  who  must. 
Like  th*  other  foot,  obliquely  run : 
Thy  firmness  makes  my  circle  just, 
And  makes  me  end  where  I  begun. 

Dr.  John  Doitne. 

It  is  as  if  a  night  should  shade  noon«4ay, 
Or  that  the  sun  was  here,  but  forced  away ; 
And  we  vrere  left,  under  that  hemisphere. 
Where  we  most  feel  it  dark  for  half  a  year. 

Bon  Jontont 

Short  absence  hurt  him  more, 
And  made  his  wound  far  greater  than  before ; 
Absence  not  long  enough  to  root  out  quite 
All  love,  increases  love  at  second  sight 

Thmnoi  Ma^$  Henry  IL 


1  do  not  doubt  his  love,  but  I  could  wish 
His  presence  might  confirm  it :  when  I  see 
A  fire  well  fed,  shoot  up  its  wanton  flame, 
And  dart  itself  into  the  face  of  heaven ; 
I  grant  that  fire,  without  a  fresh  supply, 
May  for  a  while  be  still  a  fire ;  but  yet 
How  doth  its  lustre  languish,  and  itself 
Grow  dark,  if  it  too  long  want  the  embrace 
Of  its  loved  pyle !  how  straight  it  buried  lies 
In  its  own  ruins! 

Robort  Mead'o  Comfort  rf  Lovo  and  Friend^^ 

If  she  be  gone,  the  world,  in  my  esteem. 

Is  all  bare  walls ;  nothing  remains  in  it 

But  dust  and  feathers. 

John  CrotnCo  Amhttiouo  Stateoman, 

O  thou  that  dost  inhabit  in  my  breast, 
Leave  not  the  mansion  so  long  tenantless ; 
Lest,  growing  ruinous,  the  building  fall. 
And  leave  no  memory  of  what  it  was ! 
Repair  me  with  thy  presence,  Sylvia ; 
Thou  gentle  nymph,  cherish  thy  forlorn  swain. 

Shdkapear^o  Two  Gent  of  Verona. 

What!  keep  a  week  away?    Seven  days  and 

nights? 

Eight  score  eight  hours  ?  and  lovers*  absent  hours^ 

More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times  7 

O  weaiy  reckoning! 

Shako.  OtheUo, 

Without  your  sight  my  life  is  less  secure ; 
Those  wounds  you  gave,  your  eyes  can  only  cure , 
No  balm  in  absence  VTill  effectual  prove. 
Nature  provides  no  weapon  salve  for  love. 

Sir  Robort  Howard'o  Vestal  Virgm 

Thus  absence  dies,  and  dying  proves 

No  absence  can  subsist  with  loves 

That  do  partake  of  fiiir  perfection ; 

Since,  in  the  darkest  night,  they  may, 

By  love*s  quick  motion,  find  a  way 

To  see  each  other  in  reflection. 

Suikt^ 

(7) 
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ABSENCE. 


fSveiy  noinoiit 
I*m  fit>ni  thy  right,  the  heart  within  my  boiora 
Moans  like  a  tender  infant  in  ita  cradle, 
Whote  nurae  had  left  it 

Otto^*a  Vemet  PreBerv^d, 

Love  reckona  hooia  ibr  montha,  and  days  lor  yeara ; 
And  eyety  little  abaence  ia  an  age. 

Dfyden'9  AmphietrioiL 

All  flowers  will  droop  in  abaence  of  the  aun 

That  waked  their  awoetB. 

Jhydtn^B  AunmcAe. 

CondemnM  whole  yean  in  absence  to  deplore, 
And  image  charma  he  must  behold  no  more. 

Pop€'$klm$a, 

No  happier  taak  these  faded  eyes  paisae ; 
To  read  and  weep  is  all  tliey  now  can  do. 

Pope^B  EHoita, 

Of  all  affliction  taaght  a  lover  yet, 
*T  is  sore  the  hardest  science  to  forget ! 

Pope't  Eloita. 
Unequal  task !  a  passion  to  rerign. 
For  hearts  so  touched,  so  pierced,  so  lost  as  mine ! 
Ere  sach  a  soul  regains  its  peaceful  state. 
How  oflen  must  it  love,  how  often  hate. 
How  oflen  hope,  despair,  resent,  regret, 
Conceal,  disdain— do  all  things  but  forget! 

Pope'B  Eloiaa, 

Tliere  *s  not  an  hour 
Of  day  or  dreaming  night  but  I  am  with  thee : 
Inhere 's  not  a  wind  but  whispcra  of  thy  name. 
And  not  a  flower  that  sleeps  beneath  the  moon 
Rut  in  its  hues  or  fragrance  tcUs  a  tale 
Of  thee. 

pToetor*9  Mirandola, 

Mcthinks  I  see  thee  straying  on  the  beach, 
And  asking  of  the  surge  that  bathes  thy  &ot 
If  ever  it  has  woshM  our  distant  shore. 

Cowper^B  Ta^. 
Not  to  understand  a  treasurers  worth 
Till  time  has  stoPn  away  the  slighted  good, 
J  8  cause  of  half  the  poverty  we  fee!. 
And  makes  tiie  world  the  wilderness  it  is. 

Cotoper't  Taak, 

Her  fancy  fbllowM  him  through  foaming  waves 
To  distant  shores,  and  she  would  rit  and  weep 
At  what  a  sailor  suffers.     Fancy,  too, 
Delusive  most  where  warmest  wishes  are. 
Would  ofl  anticipate  his  glad  return. 
And  dream  of  transports  she  was  not  to  know. 

Cowper*9  TatL 

Wherever  I  roam,  whatever  realms  to  see, 
My  heart,  untravcPd,  fondly  turns  to  thee : 
Still  to  my  brother  turns,  with  ceaseless  pain. 
And  draflfs  at  each  remove  a  lengthening  chain. 

Oold$miih'9  Tmvdler. 


O  tell  him  I  have  sat  these  three  long  hoan^ 
Counting  the  weary  beatings  of  the  clock. 
Which  slowly  portion'd  out  the  promised  time 
lliat  brought  him  not  to  bless  me  with  his 

Jmnma  BaSUie^t  Rnfnmr 

Yes, 

The  limner's  art  may  trace  the  absent  feature. 

And  give  the  eye  of  distant  weeping  fkith 

To  view  the  form  of  its  idolatry ; 

But  oh!  the  scenes  'mid  whidi  they  met  and 

parted, 

The  thoughts — the  reoolleetions  sweet  and  hitter, 

Th'  EHysian  dreams  of  lovers,  when  they  loved. 

Who  shall  restore  them? 

Loss  lovely  are  the  fugitive  clouds  of  eve. 

And  not  more  vanishing. 

Jfotertn's  Bfifjwwi 

Bertram,  Bertram ! 
How  sweet  it  is  to  tell  the  Ijst'ning  night 
The  name  beloved.    It  is  a  spell  of  power 
To  wake  the  buried  slumberers  of  the  heart, 
Where  memory  lingers  o'er  the  grave  of  paosion 
Watching  its  tranced  sleep. 
Tlie  thoughts  of  other  days  are  rushing  on  me. 
Hie  loved, — ^the  lost, — the  distant,  and  the  dead. 
Are  with  me  now,  and  I  will  mingle  with  them 
Till  my  sense  fiuls,  and  my  raised  heart  is  wrapl 
In  secret  suspension  of  mortality. 

JUottcnVs  Bertram. 

Long  did  his  wife, 
Suckling  her  babe,  her  only  one,  look  out 
The  way  he  went  at  parting, — ^but  he  came  not ! 

Rqgert^s  luUy. 

There  as  she  sought  repose,  her  sorrowing  heart 
Rccall'd  her  absent  love  witli  bitter  sighs ; 
Regret  had  deeply  fix'd  the  poisoned  dart, 
Which  ever  rankling  in  her  bosom  lies : 
In  vain  she  seeks  to  close  her  weary  eyes, 
Those  eyes  still  swim  incessantly  in  tears, 
Hope  in  her  cheerless  bosom  fading  dies, 
Distracted  by  a  thousand  cruel  fears, 
While  banishM  from  his  love  for  ever  she  appeaa 

Mn.  Tigke'$  Ps^ 

As  slow  our  ship  her  fi>amy  track 
Against  the  wind  was  cleaving, 
Her  trembling  pennant  still  look*d  back 
To  that  dear  isle  'twas  leaving. 
So  loath  we  part  from  all  we  love, 
From  all  the  links  that  bind  us; 
So  turn  our  hearts,  where'er  we  rove. 
To  those  we've  left  behind  us. 

Oh !  oouldst  thou  but  know 
With  what  a  deep  devotedness  of  woe 
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I  wept  thy  abflencc,  o*er  and  o*er  again 
nnunking  oftliee,  still  thee,  till  thought  grew  pain* 
And  memory,  like  a  drop  that  night  and  day 
FaQs  cold  and  ceaseless,  wore  my  heart  away ! 

Moore**  LaUa  Rookk. 

A  hoat  at  midnight  sent  alone 

To  drift  upon  the  moonless  sea, 

A  lute,  whose  leading  chord  is  gone, 

A  womided  bird,  that  hath  bat  ono 

Imper&ct  wing  to  soar  upon. 

Are  like  what  I  am,  without  thee ! 

Moore**  Loves  of  th4  Angd$. 

Tis  scarcely 
Two  hours  since  ye  departed :  two  long  hours 
To  me,  hot  only  hours  upon  the  sun. 

BynnCt  Ccm. 

Wives,  in  their  husbands*  absence,  grow  subtler. 
And  daughters  sometimes  run  oFwith  theliutler. 

Byron*$  Don  Juan, 

Absent  many  a  year 
Far  o^er  the  sea,  his  sweetest  dreams  were  still 
Of  that  dear  voice  that  soothed  his  infancy. 

RtberiSm&ey. 

We  must  part  awhile: 
A  ftw  short  months — ^though  short,  they  must  be 

long 
Without  thy  dear  society ;  but  yet 
We  must  endure  it,  and  our  love  will  be 
Tbe  feoder  after  parting— it  will  grow 
latenser  in  our  absence,  and  again 
Bam  with  a  tender  glow  when  I  return. 

PereitaVt  Poem»* 

Whea  iram  land  and  home  receding. 
And  from  hearts  that  ache  to  bleeding, 
Think  of  those  behind,  who  love  thee, 
While  the  sun  is  bright  above  thee! 
Then,  as  down  the  ocean  glancing, 
With  the  waves  his  rays  are  dancing. 
Think  how  long  the  night  will  be 
To  the  eyes  that  weep  for  thee. 

Mtss  Oould'B  Poem$. 

Ckfl  thoQ  me  home  !  from  thee  apart 

Faintly  and  low  my  pulses  beat. 
Am  if  the  life-blood  of  my  heart 

Within  thine  own  heart  holds  its  seat, 
And  flowcth  only  where  thou  art : 

Ohl  call  me  home. 

Mn.  E,  0ake9  Smith. 


The  honours  of  the  turf  as  all  our  own. 
Go  then,  well  worthy  of  the  praise  ye  seek, 
And  show  the  shame  ye  might  conceal  at  home. 
In  foreign  eyes ! — be  grooms  and  win  the  plate. 
Where  once  your  nobler  fiUhers  won  a  crown. 

Cmoper's  Task 


ABSENTEES. 

We  yet  retain 
Some  amaH  pre-eminence ;  we  justly  boast 
At  least  superior  jockcyshlp,  and  claim 


ABSTINIiNCE. 

Against  diseases  here  the  strongest  fence 
Is  the  defonaive  virtue  abstinence. 

Robert  Herrick 

His  lifo  is  parallePd 

E^*n  with  the  stroke  and  line  of  his  great  justice  \ 

He  doth  with  holy  abstinence  subdue 

That  in  himself  which  he  spurs  on  his  pow*r 

To  qualify  in  others. 

Shaka.  Mea$,  for  Meag, 

Yet  in  ahstinenos  in  things  we  must  profess 
Which  nature  fram*d  for  need,  not  for  excess. 

Brownl'e  Pastorah 


ACCIDENT. 

If  we  tvnsider  accident. 
And  how  repugnant  unto  sense 
It  pays  desert  with  bad  event, 
We  shall  disparage  providence. 

Sir  William  DavenanVe  Cmd  Brother 

As  the  unthought-on  accident  is  guilty 

Of  what  we  wildly  do,  so  wo  profbss 

Ourselves  to  be  the  slaves  of  chance,  and  flics 

Of  every  wind  that  blows. 

Shake.  Winter  Tale 


ACCLAMATIONS. 

It  is  a  note 

Of  upstart  greatness  to  observe  and  watch 

For  those  poor  trifles,  which  the  noble  mind 

Neglects  and  scorns. 

JobneotCe  Sejanus 

His  speech  was  answered  with  a  general  noise 
Of  acclamation,  doubtless  signs  of  joys 
Which  soldiers  uttered  as  they  forward  went,  * 
Hie  sure  forerunner  of  a  fiur  event 

Sir  John  Beaumom 

When  all  thy  mountains  clap  their  haadb  in  joy, 
And  all  thy  caUracts  thunder—**  ThatVj  the  ooy  !* 

O.  W.  Holmm 
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ACCOMPLISHMENTS. 

She  ifl  of  the  best  blood,  yet  betten  it 
With  all  the  gncei  of  an  excellent  spirit: 
Mild  as  the  infant  rose,  and  innocent 
As  when  heaven  lent  her  ns.    Her  niind  as  well 
As  face,  is  yet  a  paradise  untainted 
With  blemishes,  or  the  spreading'  weeds  of  vice. 

Robert  BarmC$  Mirza. 

Her  even  carriage  is  as  fiur  from  coyness 
As  from  immodesty ; — ^in  play,  in  dancing, 
In  suffering  courtship,  in  requiting  kindness. 
In  use  of  places — hours — and  companions. 
Free  as  tfie  sun,  and  nothing  more  corrupted ; 
As  circumspect  as  Cynthia  in  her  vows. 
And  constant  as  the  centre  to  observe  them, 

George  Chapman, 

Accomplishments  were  native  to  her  mind, 
Like  precious  pearls  within  a  clasping  shell. 

And  winning  grace  her  every  act  refined. 
Like  sunshine  shedding  beauty  where  it  felL 

Mrs,  Halt, 


ACCUSATION. 

Give  me  good  prooft  of  what  yon  have  alleged : 
*Tis  not  enough  to  say — ^in  such  a  bosh 
There  lies  a  thief— in  such  a  cave  a  beast, — 
But  you  must  show  him  to  me  ere  I  slioot, 
Else  I  may  kill  one  of  my  straggling  sheep : 
I*m  ^d  of  no  man's  person  but  his  virtue. 

Crown^e  lit  part  of  Henry  VI. 

None  have  accused  thee ;  His  thy  conscience  cries, 

Hie  witness  in  the  soul  that  never  dies; 

Its  accusation,  like  the  moaning  wind. 

Of  wintry  midnight  moves  thy  startled  mind ; 

Oh !  may  it  melt  thy  hardened  heart,  and  bring 

From  out  thy  frozen  soul  the  life  of  spring. 

Mr9.HaU. 


ACTION. 

Away  theui— work  with  boldness  and  with  speed, 
On  greatest  actions  greatest  dangers  feed. 

MaHoe'e  Luat  of  Ihndnmu 

Whilst  timorous  knowledge  stands  oonsiderins;. 
Andacioos  ignorance  hath  done  the  deed. 
For  who  knows  most,  the  more  he  knows  to  doubt; 
T7ie  least  discourse  is  commonly  most  stout 

DoiiteL 

For  goon  and  iseO  must  in  our  actions  meet; 
Wicked  is  not  much  worse  than  indiscreet 

Dr.Dmiam. 


Good  actions  crown  themselves  with  lasUng  bays. 
Who  deserves  well  needs  not  another's  praise. 

HeaUCe  ClaresUlku 

Of  every  vMe  action,  the  intent 

Is  to  give  worth  reward, — vice  punishment 

Beavmont  and  Fletcher's  Captain, 

If  thou  doest  ill,  the  joy  fiides,  not  the  pains ; 
If  well,  the  pain  doth  &de,  the  joy  remains. 

George  Herbert 

The  body  sins  not,  *tis  the  will 

That  makes  the  action  good  or  ilL 

Herrick, 

He  that  pursues  an  act  that  is  attended 
With  doubtful  issues,  for  the  means,  had  need 
Of  policy  and  force  to  make  it  speed. 

T.  Nabb'e  UnJortunaU  Mother. 

Be  jui^  in  all  thy  actions,  and  if  join'd 
With  those  that  are  not,  never  change  thy  mind ; 
If  au^ht  obstruct  thy  course,  yet  stand  not  still, 
But  wind  about  till  thou  hast  toppM  the  hill. 

Denhanu 

Actions  rare  and  sudden,  do  commonly 
Proceed  from  fierce  necessity:  or  else 
From  some  oblique  design,  which  is  asham'd 
To  show  itself  in  the  public  road. 

Sir  WiUiam  Davenant, 
Our  unsteady  actions  cannot  be 
Managed  by  rules  of  strict  philosophy. 

Sir  Robert  HoiDord* 

Some  place  the  bliss  in  action,  some  in  ease. 
Those  call  it  pleasure,  and  contentment  these. 

Pope. 

Not  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow. 

Is  our  destined  end  or  sway; 
But  to  act,  th&c  each  tu-monow 

finds  us  Either  than  to-day. 

LortgfiBon^o  Poonu 


AOTIVlTf. 

Celerity  is  never  more  admired 

Than  by  the  negligent 

Shakt.  AnL  and  Cleo, 

If  it  were  done,  when  'tis  done,  then  'twere  well 

It  were  done  quickly. 

Shako.  Macbeth, 

Wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail  their  loss. 
But  cheerly  seek  how  to  redress  their  harm. 

Shako.  Henry  VL 

Oar  remedies  oft  in  ourselves  do  lie, 
Which  we  ascribe  to  heaven :  the  fitted  sky 
Gives  us  free  scope ;  only  doth  backward  pull 
Our  slow  designs,  when  we  ourselves  are  dulL 

Shako.  Mb 


ADVERSITY. 


< 


Take  the  instant  way ; 
For  honour  traTeUi  in  a  strait  so  narrow, 
Where  one  but  goes  abreast :  keep  then  the  path : 
For  emulation  hath  a  thousand  sons. 
That  one  by  one  pursue :  if  you  give  way, 
Or  edge  aside  from  the  direct  forthright, 
Like  to  an  cnterM  tide,  they  all  rush  by. 
And  leave  you  hindmost 

ShaJc$.  Trm.  and  Crest. 

Let*8  take  the  instant  by  the  forward  top ; 
For  we  are  old,  and  on  our  quickest  decrees, 
The  inaudible  and  noiseless  foot  of  time 
Steals,  ere  we  can  effect  them. 

Shaks,  AWt  weH 

Come, — I  have  leamM,  that  feariul  commenting 
Is  laden  servitor  to  dull  delay; 
Delay  leads  impotent  and  snaiLpacM  beggazy. 
Hien  fiery  expedition  be  my  wing, 
Jove*s  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  king! 
Go,  muster  men :  my  counsel  is  my  shield : 
We  must  be  brief^  when  traitors  brave  the  field. 

Shaks,  Richard  III. 

Time,  thou  anticipate  my  dread  exploits : 

The  flighty  purpose  never  is  overtook. 

Unless  the  deed  go  with  it :  from  this  moment, 

The  -^eiy  firstlings  of  my  heart  shall  be 

The  firstlings  of  my  hand.    And  even  now. 

To  crown  my  thoughts  with  acts,  be  it  thought 

and  done. 

ShakB.  Maebah. 

Doe  entiaoce  he  disdain'd,  and  in  contempt 

At  one  slight  bound  high  overleap'd  all  bound 

Of  hill  or  highest  waU,  and  sheer  within 

Lights  on  his  feet. 

MiUon't  Paradise  LotL 

How  slow  the  time 
To  the  warm  sool,  that,  in  the  very  instant 
It  forms,  would  execute  a  great  design ! 

ThomamU  CoriaktmaM, 

The  keen  spirit 
Seizes  the  prompt  occasion, — ^makes  the  thought 
Start  into  instant  action,  and  at  once 
Flans  and  performs,  resolves  and  executes! 

Hannah  M&r^a  DamtL 

My  days,  though  fbw,  have  passed  below 
In  much  of  joy  though  more  of  woe ; 
Vet  still,  in  hours  of  love  or  strife, 
I*ve  *scap'd  the  wesriness  of  life. 

Bifnn*$  Oiaeur, 

lives  of  great  men  alt  remind  us 
We  can  make  oub,  lives  sublime. 

And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 
Footsteps  Ob  the  sands  of  time. 

Longfellow  9  Poemt. 


Let  us  then  be  up  and  doing; 

With  a  heart  for  any  fate. 

Still  achieving,  still  pursuing. 

Learn  to  labour  and  to  wait 

LongfeOot 

Run  if  you  like,  but  try  to  keep  your  breath ; 
Work  like  a  man,  but  don't  be  worked  to  death. 

O.  W.  Holmei 


ADVERSITY. 

He  who  hath  never  warr*d  with  misery. 
Nor  ever  tuggM  with  fortune  and  distress. 
Hath  had  n'  occasion,  nor  no  field  to  try 
The  strength  and  forces  of  his  worthiness ; 
Those  parts  of  judgment  which  felicity 
Keeps  as  conceaPd,  affliction  must  express. 
And  only  men  show  their  abilities. 
And  what  they  are,  in  their  extremities. 

Danid  on  the  Earl  of  Southampt»n 

By  adversity  are  wrought 
The  greatest  works  of  admiration, 
And  all  the  fair  examples  of  renown, 
Out  of  distress  and  misery  are  grown. 

Daniel  on  the  Earl  of  Southamptoi 

Not  one  care  wanting  hour  my  life  had  tasted ; 
But  from  the  very  instant  of  my  birth. 
Incessant  woes  my  tired  heart  have  wasted. 
And  my  poor  thoughts  are  ignorant  of  mirth. 
Look  how  one  wave  another  still  pursueth. 
When  some  great  tempest  holds  their  troops  l 

chase; 
Or  as  one  hour  another  close  reneweth, 
Or  posting  day  supplies  another's  place, 
So  do  .the  billows  of  affliction  beat  me, 
And  hand  in  hand  the  storms  of  mischief  go ; 
Successive  cares  with  utter  ruin  threat  me, 
Grief  is  enchainM  with  grie^  and  woe  with  woe 

Samud  Brandon^$  Octaok 

Hirough  danger  safoty  comes — ^through  troubl 
rest  JohnMartton 

Perffames,  the  more  they're  chaPd  the  more  the; 

render 
llieir  pleasant  scents;  and  so  affliction 
Expresseth  virtue  fully,  whether  true 

Or  else  adulterate. 

John  Wdmim 

Like  a  ball  that  bounds 
According  to  the  fbrce  with  which  twas  thrown 
So  in  affliction's  violence,  he  that's  wise, 
The  more  he's  oast  down,  will  the  higher  nse. 

JVaM's  Mieroeoomm 
lliough  affliction,  at  the  first,  doth  v«z 
Most  Tirtuous  natures,  fhnn  the  sense  that  *tis 
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Unjustly  laid ;  yet  when  the  amazement,  whieh 
That  new  pain  brings,  is  worn  away,  they  then 
Embrace  oppression  straight,  with  such 
Obedient  cheerfulness,  as  if  it  came 
From  heaven,  not  man. 

Sir  WiUiam  Davenantt  Fair  Favourite. 

Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity ; 
Which,  like  the  toad,  ugly  and  venomous. 
Wears  yet  a  precious  jewel  in  his  head : 
And  this  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt, 
Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running 

brooks. 
Sermons  in  stones,  and  good  in  every  thing. 

Shaks.  A$  you  Uke  it. 

As  we  do  turn  our  backs 

From  our  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave ; 

So  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fortunes 

Slink  aU  away ;  leave  their  Mae  vows  with  him. 

Like  empty  purses  plckM :  and  this  poor  self, 

A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air, 

With  his  disease  of  aU-shunnM  poverty. 

Walks,  like  contempt,  alone. 

Skaks.  Tinum. 

Where  you  are  liberal  of  your  loves  and  coonsek, 
.  Be  sure  you  be  not  loose;  for  those  you  make 
friends, 
And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 
Hie  least  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again. 
But  where  they  mean  to  sink  ye. 

Shak$.  Henry  VIJI. 

n.en  was  I  a  tree. 
Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit ;  bat,  in  one 

night, 
A  storm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will, 
Sliook  down  my  meUow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves. 
And  left  me  bare  to  vreatfaer. 

Shake,  CymbeUne. 

Such  a  house  broke! 

So  noble  a  master  fiillen !  all  gone !  and  not 

One  friend,  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm, 

And  go  along  with  him.* 

Shake.  Titmon. 

But  myself 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confectionary. 
The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes  and  hearts  of 

men 
At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  employment ; 
'111  at  numberless  upon  me  stuck,  as  leaves 
]>o  on  the  oak,  have,  with  one  winter's  brush 
I'ell  from  tlicir  boughs,  and  lefl  me  open,  bare 
For  every  storm  that  blows ;     I,  to  bear  this, 
Tluit  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  burden. 

Shake.  TinunL 


They  answer  in  a  joint  and  corporate  voice, 
Tha|i  now  they  are  at  fall, — ^want  trcasure~>cannot 
Do  what  they  would ;  are  sorry  —  you  arc  honour* 

able  — 
But  yet  they  could  have  wish'd — they  knew  not-^ 
Something  had  been  amiss  —  a  noble  nature 
May  catch  a  wrench  —  would  all  were  all  well—* 

'tis  pity  — 
And  so,  intending  other  serious  matters, 
Afler  distasteful  look%  and  these  hard  fractionSi 
With  certain  half  caps,  and  cold  moving  nods, 
They  froze  me  into  silence. 

Shake.  TbMiL 

Sweep  on,  you  fkt  and  greasy  citizens ; 
'Tis  just  the  fashion :  wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  bankrupt  there  ? 

Shake.  Ae  you  Uke  if. 

Nay  then  farewell! 
I  have  touchM  the  highest  point  of  all  my  great- 
ness; 
And,  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 
I  haste  now  to  my  setting ;  I  shall  fall 
Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening. 
And  no  man  see  me  more 

Shake.  Henry  VIIl 

O  father  abbot. 
An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  state^ 
Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  anaong  ye ; 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity. 

Shake.  Henry  illi 

His  overthrow  heapM  happiness  upon  him , 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himself 
And  found  the  blessedness  of  being  littlo 
And,  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give  him,  he  died,  fearing  God. 

Shake  Eenry  VIIL 
*Tis  certain,  greatness,  once  &11bd  out  with  for- 

tune. 
Must  fidl  out  with  men  too :  what  tne  declinM  is, 
He  shall  as  soon  read  in  the  eyes  &f  others. 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall ;  for  men,  'ike  butterffies* 
Show  not  their  mealy  wings  but  to  tiie  summer. 

Sftake.  TroL  and  Cree, 

If  I  once  fall,  how  many  knees,  nqw  bending. 
Would  stamp  the  heel  of  hate  into  my  breast ! 

Sir  A.  HunVe  Julian, 

I  am  not  now  in  fortune's  power: 
He  that  is  down,  can  fall  no  lower. 

Butler'e  Hudibnte 

Now  let  us  tliank  th'  eternal  power ;  convinc*d 
ThaA  heaven  but  tries  our  virtue  by  affliction : 
That  ofl  the  cloud  which  wraps  the  present  hoar» 
Serves  but  to  brighten  all  our  future  days. 

Brownie  Barbanmeik 
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Dtnghter  of  Jove,  relentlen  power, 

Tbou  tamer  of  the  human  breast, 

Whoee  iron  scourge,  and  torturing  hour. 

The  bad  affright,  afflict  the  best! 

Bound  in  thy  adamantine  chain. 

The  proud  are  taught  to  taste  of  pain, 

And  purple  tyrants  vainly  groan, 

With  pangs  unfelt  before,  unpitied,  and  alone. 

Gray^i  Hymn  to  AdvertUy, 

Tlie  gods  in  bounty  work  up  storms  about  us, 
Utat  give  mankind  occasion  to  exert 
Their  hidden  strength,  and  throw  out  into  practioe 
Virtues  that  shun  the  day,  and  lie  concealed 
In  the  smooth  seasons  and  the  calms  of  life. 

Addmon^B  Cato, 

How  sudden  are  the  blows  of  fate !  what  change. 
What  revoiution,  in  the  state  of  glory ! 

Cibbar't  detar  m  EgypL 

I  will  bear  it 
With  aU  the  tender  sufferance  of  a  friend. 
Am  eahnly  as  the  wounded  patient  bears 
Tlie  artist*!  hand  that  ministers  his  cure. 

Otvxnf9  Orphan, 
Deserted  at  his  utmost  need. 
By  those  his  former  bounty  fed. 

J)rydifC9  Alexander^B  FeasL 

To  exult 
Ev*n  o*er  an  enemy  oppressed,  and  heap 
Affliction  on  the  afflicted,  is  the  mark, 
And  the  mean  triumph  of  a  dastard  soul. 

SmoOetTi  Regicide, 

Affliction  is  the  wholesome  soil  of  virtue : 
Where  patience,  honour,  sweet  humanity. 
Calm  fortitude,  take  root,  and  strongly  flourish. 

MaUet  and  Thomson's  Alfred. 
Who  has  not  known  ill  fortune,  never  knew 
Himself'  or  his  own  virtue. 

MaUa  and  Thomson's  Ai/red. 

Ye  good  distressM! 
Ye  noble  few !  who  here  unbending  stand 
Beneath  life*s  pressure,  yet  bear  up  awhile, 
And  what  your  bounded  view,  which  only  saw 
A  little  part,  dcem'd  evil,  is  no  more ; 
The  storms  of  wintry  time  will  quickly  pass, 
And  one  unbounded  spring  encircle  all. 

Thomson^s  Seasons. 
*  Affliction  is  the  good  man^s  shining  scene ; 
Prosperity  conceals  his  brightest  ray; 
AiB  night  to  stars,  woe  lustre  gives  toyman. 

Young*  s  Night  Thoughts, 

We  bleed,  we  tremble,  we  forget,  we  smile, 
Hie  mind  turns  fool,  before  the  cheek  is  dry. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 


All  evils  natural  are  moral  goods; 
All  discipline,  indulgence,  on  the  whole. 

Young's  Night  Thaugl 

When  a  great  mind  falls, 
The  noble  nature  of  man*s  gen*rous  heart 
Doth  bear  him  up  against  the  shame  of  ruin. 
With  gentle  censure,  using  but  his  faults 
As  modest  means  to  introduce  his  praise ; 
For  pity,  like  a  dewy  twilight,  comes 
To  close  th*  oppressive  splendour  of  his  day. 
And  they  who  but  admired  him  in  his  height 
liis  altered  state  lament,  and  love  him  &U'n. 

Joanna  BaiUie's  Ba 

For  as  when  merchants  break,  o'erthrown 
Like  ninepins,  they  strike  others  down. 

BuOer's  HuMt 

Tho*  lostoes  and  crosses 
Be  lessons  right  severe, 
There's  wit  there,  ye*ll  get  there, 
Ye*ll  find  nae  other  where. 

Bums'' s  Epistle  to  Da 

The  brave  unfortunate  arc  our  best  acquaintani 
They  show  us  virtue  may  be  much  distressM, 
And  give  us  their  example  how  to  suffer. 

Francis's  Eugm 

In  this  wild  world  the  fondest  and  the  best. 
Are  the  most  tried,  most  troubled,  and  distress 

Crai 

That  saddening  hour  when  bad  men  hotlier  pre 
But  these  did  slicltcr  him  beneath  their  roof| 
When  less  barbarians  would  have  cheer'd  him  L 
And  fellow  countrymen  have  stood  aloof — 
In  aught  that. tries  the  heart,  how  few  withsti 
the  proof!  Byron's  Ckilde  Har 

Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woe. 
Sadder  tlian  owl-songs  on  the  midnight  blast. 
Is  that  portentous  phrase,  **  /  told  you  so," 
Utter'd  by  friends,  those  prophets  of  the  past. 
Who,  'stead  of  saying  what  you  now  should  d 
Own  they  foresaw  that  you  would  fall  at  last. 
And  solace  your  slight  lapse  'gainst "  bonos  men 
With  a  long  memorandum  of  old  stories. 

Byron's  Don  Ju 
I  have  not  quailed  to  danger's  brow 
When  high  and  happy — ^need  I  now? 

Byron's  Giui 

One  thought  alone  he  could  not—- dared  not  mi 
**Oh  how  these  tidings  will  Medora  greet?' 
Then — only  then — ^his  clanking  hands  he  raia 
And  str9.in'd  with  rage  the  chain  on  which 
gaz'd.  Byron's  Con 

The  good  are  better  made  by  ill: — 
As  odours  orush'd  are  sweeter  still ! 

Rogers's  Jacqud 
S 
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Adrersity^fl  cold  fhntfl  will  BOon  be  o*er ; 
It  heralds  brighter  days : — the  joyous  Spring 
Is  cradled  on  the  Wintcr*8  icy  breast. 
And  yet  comes  flashed  in  beauty. 


ADVICE. 

Let  me  entreat  yon. 
For  to  unfold  the  anguish  of  your  heart : 
Mishaps  are  masterM  by  advice  discreet. 
And  counsel  mitigates  the  greatest  smart 

Spenser*8  Fairy  Queen. 

Know  vhen  to  speak ;  for  many  times  it  brings 
Danger,  to  give  the  best  advice  to  kings. 

Herriek, 

Direct  not  him,  whose  way  himself  will  choose ; 
'Tib  breath  thoa  lack*st,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou 
lose.  Shaka,  Richard  IL 

Let  him  be  so. 
For  counsel  still  is  foUy^s  deadly  foe. 

ShdlcB,  London  ProdigaL 

I  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel. 

Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitless 

As  water  in  a  sieve. 

Shdk».  Much  ado. 

Love  all,  trust  a  few, 

Do  wrong  to  none ;  be  able  for  thine  enemy 

Rather  in  power  than  use ;  and  keep  thy  friend 

Under  thine  own  lifo*s  key :  be  checked  for  silence. 

But  never  taz*d  for  speech. 

Shako.  AS^o  wdl. 

Beware 

Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel ;  but  being  in. 

Bear  it  that  the  opposer  may  beware  of  thee. 

Shako.  HamUi. 
Give  every  man  thine  ear  but  fow  thy  voice : 
Take  each  man*s  censure,  but  reserve  thy  judg. 
ment.  Shako.  Hamlet. 

Neither  a  borrower  nor  a  lender  be: 
For  loan  ofl  loses  both  itself  and  friend ; 
And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. 

Shako.  HamUL 

Love  thyself  last ;  cherish  those  hearts  that  hate 

thee; 
Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honesty. 
Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 
To  silence  envious  tongues. 

Shako.  Henry  VIIL 
Tliy  honourable  metal  may  be  wrought 
l-Vum  tJ«it  it  is  disposed :  therefore  'tis  meet 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes : 
V«)r  wh«  M  firm,  that  eannot  be  seduced  ? 

Shako.  JuUtto  Cetoar. 


Give  thy  thoughts  no  tongue, 
Nor  any  unproportioncd  thought  his  act 
Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  ir-ulgar. 
The  friends  thou  hast,  and  their  adoption  tricd« 
Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hooks  of  steel ; 
But  do  not  dull  thy  palm  with  cntcrtaiment 
Of  each  new  hatch'd  unfledged  comrade. 

Shako.  HandeL 

I  shall  t^e  eflect  of  this  good  lesson  keep 
As  watchman  to  my  heart 

Shako.  HamUL 

'Tis  all  men's  oiBce  to  speak  patience 
To  those  that  wring  under  the  load  of  sorrow ; 
But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  sufiicicncy, 
To  be  so  moral,  when  he  shall  endure 
The  like  himself    Therefore  give  me  no  counsel  t 
My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertisement 

Shako.  Much  ado^ 

Men 
Can  counsel  and  speak  comfort  to  that  grief 
Which  they  themselves  not  ft^el;  but,  tasting  it, 
Their  counsel  tums  to  passion,  which  before 
Would  give  preceptisd  medicine  to  rage. 
Fetter  strong  madness  in  a  silken  thread, 
Cliarm  ache  with  air,  and  ag3ny  with  words. 
A  wretched  soul,  bruised  with  adversity. 
We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  it  cry; 
But  were  we  burdened  with  like  weight  of  pain. 
As  much,  or  more,  we  should  ourselves  complain* 

Shako.  Much  ado. 
What  could  I  more  7 
I  wam'd  thee,  I  admonish'd  thee,  foretold 
The  danger,  and  the  lurking  enemy 
That  lay  in  wait ;  beyond  this  had  been  force. 
And  force  upon  free  will  hath  here  no  place. 

M'dtmCo  Paradioe  LooL 
Learn  to  dissemble  wrcHigs,  to  smile  at  ii^uries, 
And  suffer   crimes   thou  wont'st  the   power  to 

punish : 
Be  easy,  affable,  familiar,  friendly: 
Search,  and  know  all  mankind's  mysterious  ways ; 
But  trust  the  secret  of  thy  soul  to  none : 
Hiis  is  the  way. 

This  only,  to  be  safo  in  such  a  world  as  this  is 

Rowe*o  Ulyooeo* 
Saints, 
And  cool-soul'd  hermits,  mortify*d  with  core. 
And  bent  by  age  and  palsies,  whine  out  majijus, 
Which  their  brisk  youth  tad  blushed  at 

HiJto  Henry  V 
Aye  fi^e,  off  han',  yoor  story  tell 
When  wi'  a  bosom  crony; 
But  still  keep  something  1o  yoursel 
Ye  scarcely  tell  to  onv. 
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Conceal  yonnd  aa  weePa  je  can 
Frae  critical  dissection; 
But  keek  thro*  ev'rj  other  man, 
Wi*  sharpen^  ahy  inspection. 

Bum9*9  Epittie  to  a  Young  FrientL 
The  WDTst  men  often  give  the  best  advice. 

BaUey't  FttttM, 


ADIEU. 


Then  como*  the  parting-  hour,  and  what  arise 
When  lovers  part-^expressive  looks,  and  eyes 
Tender  and  tearful — ^many  a  fond  adieu. 
And  many  a  call  the  sorrow  to  renew. 

Crahht, 
We  part- 
Kit  this  shall  be  a  token  thou  hast  been 
A  firiend  to  him  who  plucked  these  lovely  flowers, 
And  sent  them  as  a*  tribute  to  a  friend. 
And  a  remembrance  of  the  few  kind  houlrs 
Which  lightened  on  the  darkness  of  my  path. 

On  the  door  yon  will  not  enter, 

I  have  gazed  too  long — adieu! 
Hope  withdraws  her  peradventur^— 

Death  is  near  me— and  not  you. 

Hiu  Barrett, 

(See  Farewell.) 


AFFECTION. 

What  war  so  cruel,  or  what  nege  so  sovot 
As  that  which  strong  affections  do  apply 
Against  the  fart  of  reason,  evermore 
To  bring  the  soul  into  captivity ! 

Spen»ei*$  Fairy  Quetn, 

A&etioii  is  the  savage  beast. 
Which  always  as  annoyeth: 
And  nerer  lets  as  live  in  rest, 
Blit  still  our  good  destroyeth. 
Afiction's  power  who  can  suppfess, 
And  master  when  it  sinneth. 
Of  worthy  praise  deserves  no  less, 
Ulan  he  that  kingdoms  winneth. 

Brandon*§  Oeknia> 

Of  an  the  tyrants  that  the  world  affords, 
Our  own  afiections  are  the  fiercest  lords. 

Eari  qfSterUne'$  JuUm  C^uar. 

0  yott  much  partial  gods! 

Why  gave  ye  men  affection^i,  and  not  power 
To  goferu  them?  What  I  by  ftte  should  shun, 

1  Mat  affect  


Affections  injur'd 
By  tyranny,  or  rigour  of  compulsion. 
Like  tempest-threatened  trees,  unfirmly  rootod, 
Ne*er  spring  to  timely  growth, 

John  For^s  Broken  Heart 

O !  there  is  one  affection  which  no  stain 
Of  earth  can  ever  darken ; — ^when  two  find. 
The  softer  and  the  manlier,  that  a  chain 
Of  Idndred  taste  has  fastened  mind  to  mind , 
T  is  an  attraction  from  all  sense  refined ; 
The  good  can  only  know  it ;  *tis  not  blind, 
As  love  is  unto  baseness ;  its  desire 
Is  but  with  hands  entwined  to  lift  our  being  higher 

PercivoTe  Poem$ 

Ah !  could  you  look  into  my  heart. 

And  watch  your  image  there! 

You  would  own  the  sunny  loveliness 

Affection  makes  it  wear. 

Mre,  Osgood 

AGE. 

Tlie  carefiil  cold  hath  nipt  my  rugged  rind, 
And  in  my  face  deep  fUrrows  eld  hath  plight; 
My  head  besprent  with  hoary  firost  I  find. 
And  by  mine  eye  the  crow  his  claw  doth  wright : 
Delight  is  laid  abed,  and  pleasure  past ; 
No  sun  now  shines,  clouds  have  all  overcast 

Spertoer'B  Shepher^o  Calendar. 

These  dd  fellows  have 
Their  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary : 
Their  blood  is  cakM,  His  cold,  it  seldom  flows; 
*Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth. 
Is  fashionM  fixr  the  journey — dull  and  heavy. 

Shakg.  Timom 

0  let  us  have  Iiim ;  for  his  silver  hairs 
Win  purchase  us  a  good  opinion. 

And  buy  men's  voices  to  conmiend  our  deeds ; 
It  shall  be  said, — ^his  judgment  rui'd  our  hands ; 
Our  youths,  and  wildness  shall  no  wit  appear. 
But  all  be  buryM  in  his  gravity. 

ShakM.  Jtdiu9  dtoar. 

Youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears, 
Than  settled  age  his  sables  and  his  weeds, 
Importing  healUi,  and  graveness. 

Shako,  Hamlet 
Though  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  strong  and  lusty : 
For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood. 

Shako.  As  you  Uke  U 

1  know  thee  not,  old  man :  fall  to  thy  prayers . 
How  ill  white  hairs  becoms  a  5x31  and  jester  * 

Shako.  Henry  IV, 


AGE. 


O,  sir,  you  are  old ; 
Nature  in  you  stands  on  the  very  versre 
Of  her  confine ;  you  should  be  rul*d  and  led 
By  some  discredon,  that  diseenis  yoor  ftate 
Better  than  you  yonrs^ 

Shdk9,Lear. 

I  have  livM  long-  enough :  my  way  of  life 
Is  falPn  into  the  sere,  the  yellow  leaf: 
And  that  which  should  accompany  old  age, 
Ai  honour,  love,  obedience,  troops  of  friends, 
I  must  not  look  to  have ;  but  in  their  stead. 
Curses,  not  loud,  but  deep,  mouth-honour  breath, 
Which  the  poor  heart  would  lain  deny,  and  dare 
not  Shakt,  Macbeth, 

The  sixth  age  shUbi 
Into  the  lean  and  slipperM  pantaloon ; 
With  spectacles  on  nose,  and  pouoh  on  side ; 
ITis  youthful  hoM  well  sav^d,  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  siirunk  shank ;  and  his  big  manly  voice, 
Turning  again  towards  childish  treble,  pipes 
And  whistles  in  his  sound. 

ShdkM,  As  3fou  Ukt  it. 

Last  scene  of  all, 
Hiat  ends  this  strange  erentfVd  history, 
Is  second  childishness,  and  mere  obliTion ; 
Sans  teeth,  sans  eyes,  sans  taste,  sans  every  thing. 

Shdks.  Ai  you  like  it. 

Behold  where  age's  wretched  victim  lies, 
See  his  head  trembling,  and  his  half  clos'd  eyes. 
Frequent  for  breath  his  panting  bosom  heaves ; 
To  broken  sleep  his  remnant  sense  he  gives, 
And  only  by  his  pains,  awaking,  finds  he  lives. 

Prior'B  Solomon. 
These  are  the  effects  of  doting  age, 
Vain  doubts,  and  idle  cares,  and  over  caution. 

DryderC$  Sebastian, 
Thirst  of  power  and  of  riches  now  bear  sway, 
The  passion  and  infirmity  of  age. 

Fnwde'9  PhSalao. 

Age  sits  with  decent  grace  upon  his  visage, 
And  worthily  becomes  his  silver  locks ; 
He  wears  the  marks  of  many  years  well  spent, 
Of  virtue,  truth  well  tried,  and  wise  experience. 

Row€*9  Jane  Shore, 

Tliose  vv-lse  old  men,  those  plodding  grave  state 

pedants. 
Forget  the  course  of  youth ;  their  crooked  pro. 

dence, 
lo  baseness  verging  still,  forgets  to  take 
Icto  their  fine-spun  schemes  the  generous  heart. 
That  through  the  cobweb  system  bursting,  lays 
Their  labours  waste* 

ThomMon*9  Tanered  and  Sigiamunda, 


Of  no  distemper,  of  no  blast  he  died. 

But  fell  like  autumn  fruit  that  mellowed  long. 

Even  wondered  at  because  he  dropped  no  sooner ; 

Fate  seeihM  to  wind  him  up  ft»r  fourscore  yearsi| 

Yet  firshly  ran  he  on  ten  winters  more. 

Till,  like  a  clock  worn  out  with  eating  time. 

The  wheels  of  weary  life  at  last  stood  still. 

Le^s  (EdipuM 

Learn  to  live  well,  or  fairly  make  your  will ; 
YouVe  played,  and  lov'd,  and  ate,  and  drank  your 

fiU, 
Walk  sober  off  before  a  sprightlier  age 
Comes  tittering  on,  and  shoves  you  iS'om  the  stage  t 
Leave  such  to  trifle  with  more  grace  and  ease, 
Whom  folly  pleases,  and  wliosc  follies  please. 

Pope. 

This  heart,  by  age  and  grief  congealed. 
Is  no  more  sensible  of  love's  endearments. 
Than  are  our  barren  rocks  to  morn's  sweet  dew, 
That  calmly  trickles  down  their  rugged  checks. 

JlftZZer's  MahomeL 

His  mien  is  lofly,  his  demeanour  great. 
Nor  sprightly  folly  wantons  in  his  air, 
Nor  dull  serenity  becahns  his  eyes. 
Such  had  I  trusted  once  as  soon  as  seen. 
But  cautious  age  suspects  the  flattering  form. 
And  only  credits  what  experience  tells. 

Dr.  JohnmCe  Irene. 

The  still  returning  tale,  and  lingering  jest. 
Perplex  the  fawning  niece,  and  pamper'd  guest. 
While  growing  hopes  scarce  avre  the  gath'ring 

sneer. 
And  scarce  a  legacy  can  bribe  to  hear. 

Dr.  Johnton'9  Vanity  if  Human  Wiahet. 

Though  old,  he  still  retained 
His  manly  sense,  and  energy  of  mind. 
Virtuous  and  wise  he  was,  but  not  severe ; 
He  still  remember*d  that  he  once  was  young : 
His  easy  presence  check'd  no  decent  joy. 
Him  even  the  dissolute  admirM ;  for  he 
A  graceful  looseness,  when  he  pleas'd,  put  on. 
And  laughing  could  instruct 

Armetrong'e  Art  ofpreoerving  HeaUh. 

Fresh  hopes  are  hourly  sown 
In  furrow'd  brows :  To  gentle  life's  descent, 
We  shut  our  eyes,  and  think  it  is  a  plain : 
We  take  fair  days  in  winter,  for  the  spring ; 
And  turn  our  blessings  into  bane. 

Young' e  Night  TTkoughto. 

O  my  coevals !  remnants  of  ourselves ! 
Poor  human  ruins  tottering  o'er  the  grave ! 
Shall  we,  shall  aged  men,  like  aged  trees, 
Strika  deeper  their  vile  root,  and  closer  cling. 


AGRICULTORE  -  ALARM  -  AMAZEMENT  -  AMBITION. 


17 


ftfll  more  enamour'd  of  this  wretched  soil ! 
Shall  our  pale,  wither'd  hands  be  etill  stretched  oat, 
Trsniblin^,  at  once  ^th  eagerness  and  age  7 
With  av'rice,  and  convulsions,  grasping  hard  7 
Grasping  at  air ;  for  what  has  earth  beside  7 
Man  wants  but  little ;  nor  that  little  long ; 
Bow  soon  must  he  resign  hb  very  dust. 
Which  fingal  nature  lent  him  for  an  hour ! 

Young's  Night  ThoughU, 
What  folly  can  be  ranker  7  like  oor  shadows, 
Our  wishes  lengthen  as  our  sun  declines. 

Young's  Night  ThwghU. 

Age  should  fly  ooncourse,  cover  in  retreat 
Defects  of  judgment,  and  the  will  subdue ; 
Walk  thoughtful  on  the  silent,  solemn  shore 
Of  that  vast  ocean  it  must  sail  so  soon. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 

Thus  aged  men,  fuD  loth  and  slow, 
Tlie  vanities  of  life  fixrego, 
And  count  their  youthful  fbUies  o*er. 
Till  memory  lends  her  light  no  more. 

ScotCs  Rckeby. 

Tet  time,  who  changes  all,  had  alter'd  him 
la  soul  and  a^iect  as  in  age :  years  steal 
Flie  frnn  the  mind  as  vigour  from  the  limb : 
And  life's  «achanted  cup  but  sparkles  near  the 
brim.  ByrmCs  CkUde  Harold, 

Tliere  age,  essaying  to  recall  the  past, 
After  long  striving  for  the  hues  of  youth. 
At  the  sad  labour  of  the  toilet,  and 
FUl  many  a  glance  at  the  too  faithful  mirror, 
Pkankt  fiirth  in  all  the  pride  of  ornament, 
Forgets  itself  and  trusting  to  the  falsehood 
Of  the  indulgent  beams,  which  show,  yet  hide, 
Believed  itself  forgotten,  and  was  fooled. 

Byron's  Doge  of  Venice, 

Why  grieve  that  time  has  brought  4b  soon 

The  sober  age  of  manhood  on  7 
As  idly  should  I  weep  at  noon 

To  see  the  Uush  of  morning  gone. 

Bryants  Poems* 

TVne,  time  wiU  sear  and  blanch  my  brow : 

WeD — I  shall  sit  with  aged  men, 
And  my  good  glass  will  tell  me  how 

A  gnsly  beard  becomes  me  then. 
And  ■houid  no  ibal  dishonour  lie 

Upon  my  head  when  I  am  g;re^» 
Love  yet  may  aearch  my  fiiding  eye, 

And  mooth  the  path  of  my  decay. 

Bryatifs  Poemt, 
irm  thirty-five,  I'm  thirly.five! 

Nor  woold  I  make  it  leas, 
For  not  a  year  has  pass'd  away 

Uuurk*d  by  happiness. 

B 


And  who  would  drop  one  pleasant  link 

From  memory's  golden  chain  7 
Or  lose  a  sorrow,  losing  too 

The  love  that  soothed  the  pain? 
Oh!  still  may  heaven  withm  my  soul 

Keep  truth  and  love  alive, — 
Then  adgcl  graces  will  be  mine, 

Though  over  thirty-five. 


Mrs,  HaU. 


AGRICULTURE. 


In  ancient  ttme«»  the  sacred  plough  employed 
The  kings,  and  awful  fathers  of  mankind : 
And  some,  with  whom  compared  your  insect  tribes 
Are  but  the  beings  of  a  summer's  day. 
Have  held  the  scale  of  empire,  ruled  the  stGsro 
Of  mighty  war,  then,  with  unweaiy'd  faaad« 
Disdaining  little  delicacies,  seised 
The  plough,  and  greatly  independent  lived. 

Thomson's  Seanm, 


ALARM. 

What's  the  busineaB, 
Tliat  such  a  hideous  trumpet  calls  to  parley 
The  sleeper  of  the  house  7— speak,  speak. 

Shaks,  Macbeth 


AMAZEMENT 

Why  stand  yon  thus  amazed  7  methinks  your  eyes 
Are  fixed  in  meditaticm ;  and  all  here 
Seem  like  so  many  senseless  statues ; 
As  if  your  souls  had  soffer'd.  an  eclipse 
Betwixt  your  judgments  and  affections. 

Swelmm-^the  Woman  Hater 


AMBITION. 

O  sacred  hunger  of  ambitious  mindes. 
And  impotent  desire  of  men  to  raine ! 
Wliom  neither  dread  of  God,  that  devils  bindes. 
Nor  lawcs  of  men,  that  common  wealcs  containe, 
Nor  bands  of  nature,  that  wilde  beastes  rcstraine. 
Can  keep  from  outrage,  and  from  doing  vrrong. 
Where  they  may  hope  a  kingdome  to  obtaine 
No  fdith  so  firm,  no  trust  can  be  so  strong. 
No  love  so  lasting  then,  that  may  endurcn  long. 

Spenser's  Fairy  Queen, 

Some  thought  to  raise  themselves  to  high  degree 
By  riches  and  unrighteous  reward ; 
Some  by  close  should'ring ;  some  by  flattereo 
Others  through  friends;  others  for  base  ^^gard  • 
And  all.  by  wieog  waies,f^  «iiemsehres  prepared 


IS 


AMBITION. 


ThoM  that  were  up  themiclves,  kept  others  low  7 
Those  that  were  low  themselves,  held  others  hard, 
Ne  suffered  them  to  ryse  or  greater  grow : 
But  every  one  did  strive  his  fellow  down  to  throw. 

Spen$er'»  Fairy  Queen. 

Nature,  that  framed  us  of  four  elements, 
Warring  within  our  breasts  for  regimen. 
Doth  teach  ua  all  to  have  aspiring  minds : 
Our  souls,  whose  faculties  can  comprehend 
The  wondrous  architecture  of  the  world. 
And  measure  ev*rj  wand'ring  planet*s  course, 
Still  climbing  after  knowledge  infinite, 
And  always  moving  as  the  restless  spheres, 
Wills  us  to  wear  ourselves,  and  never  rest 
Until  we  reach  the  ripest  fruit  of  all. 
That  perfect  bliss  and  scrfe  felicity, 
The  sweet  fruition  of  a  heav*nly  crown. 

MarW$  Isf  part  of  l^merUttu  the  Great 

Who  soars  too  near  the  sun,  with  golden  wings. 
Melts  them ; — to  ruin  his  own  fortune  brings. 

Shake,  CromtoeU, 

ThrifUess  ambition !  that  will  ravin  up 

Thine  own  life's  means. 

Shak9.  Macbeth, 

Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition : 
By  that  sin  fell  the  angels ;  how  can  man  then. 
The  image  of  his  maker,  hope  to  win  by*t  ? 

Shake.  Henry  VIIL 

I  have  ventured. 
Like  little  wanton  boys  that  swim  on  bladders. 
This  many  summers  in  a  sea  of  glory : 
But  far  beyond  my  ^epth :  my  high-blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me ;  and  now  has  left  me. 
Weary,  and  old  with  service,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  stream,  that  must  for  ever  hide  me. 

Shake.  Henry  VIIL 

Vdin  pomp,  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye ; 
I  feel  my  heart  new  openM :  O,  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  princes^  favours ! 
There  is,  betwixt  that  smile  we  would  aspire  to, 
That  sweet  aspect  of  princes,  and  their  ruin, 
More  pangs  and  fears  tlian  wars  or  women  have ; 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Xcvcr  to  hope  again. 

Shake.  Henry  VIIL 

'Tis  a  common  proof, 
That  luwlmess  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
N^'^iiorcto  the  climber  upwards  turns  his  fiiee : 
Mm  wticn  he  once  attains  the  upmost  round, 
I  f 0  taen  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back, 
I  iooks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees 
bf  which  he  did  ascend. 

Shakt.  JuUue  Ceuar. 


Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fates : 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars,       . 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  undcrlingSi 

SJiake.  JuUue  Caear 

Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper  should 

So  get  the  start  of  the  majestic  world, 

And  bear  the  palm  alone. 

Shake.  Jtdiue  Caear, 

He  hath  brought  many  captives  to  Rome, 
Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 
Did  tliis  in  Cflesar  seem  ambitious  7 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Oesar  hath  wept: 
Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stufi*. 

Shake.  Juliue  Caear, 

Examples,  gross  as  earth,  exhort  me : 

Witness,  tliis  army,  of  such  mass,  and  charge. 

Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince ; 

Whose  spirit,  with  divine  ambition  puffM, 

Makes  moutiis  at  the  invisible  event ; 

Exposing  what  is  mortal,  and  unsure. 

To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger  dare. 

Even  for  an  egg<«heIL 

Shake.  HamltL 

I  have  no  spur 
To  prick  the  sides  of  my  intent,  but  only 
Vaulting  ambition,  which  o*erleaps  itself 
And  falls  on  the  other  side. 

Shake.  Maehetk 

Thai  is  a  step, 

On  which  I  must  fall  down,  or  else  o*crleap. 

For  in  my  way  it  lies. 

Shake.  Macbeth, 

Yet  do  I  fear  thy  nature; 

It  is  too  full  o*  the  milk  of  human  kindness 

To  catch  the  nearest  way ;  thou  would'st  be  great ; 

Art  not  without  ambition ;  but  without 

The  illness  should  attend  it :  what  thou  would*st 

highly, 

That  would'st  thou  holily :  would*st  not  play  false, 

And  yet  would'st  wrongly  win. 

Shake.  Macbeth, 

Follow  I  must,  I  cannot  go  before. 

While  Gloster  bears  this  base  and  humble  mind. 

Were  I  a  man,  a  duke,  and  next  of  blood, 

I  would  remove  these  tedious  stumbling  blocks. 

And  smooth  my  way  upon  their  headless  necks. 

Shake.  Henry  VL 
Away  with  scrupulous  wit !  n6w  arms  must  rule. 
And  fearless  minds  climb  soonest  unto  crowns 

Shake.  Henry  VL 

Ambition  hath  but  two  steps :  the  lowest. 
Blood;  the  highest,  envy. 
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Ambition  hath  one  heel  nailM  in  hell, 
llioiigh  she  stretch  her  fingeni  to  touch  the  hea- 
vens. Lilly's  Midas, 

Ye  gods !  what  havoo  does  ambition  make 

Among  your  works ! 

Addimm*9  Colo, 

How  dost  thou  wear,  and  weary  out  thy  days, 
fiestless  ambition,  never  at  an  end? 

Damt3?9  PkaUas, 

Of  all  the  passions  which  possess  the  soul. 

None  so  disturbs  vain  mortals*  minds, 

As  vain  ambition,  which  so  blinds 

The  light  of  them,  that  nothing  can  control^ 

Nor  curb  their  thoughts  who  will  aspire ; 

This  raging,  vehement  desire, 

Of  sovereignty  no  satislkction  finds^ 

Bat  in  the  breasts  of  men  doth  ever  roll 

The  restless  stone  of  Sisyph*  to  torment  them. 

And  as  his  heart,  who  stole  the  heav*nly  fire. 

The  vulture  gnaws,  so  doth   that  monster  rent 

them: 
Had  they  the  world,  the  world  would  not  content 

them.  £arl  qfSterUne'B  Darius, 

Farewell  for  ever:  so  have  I  disccm*d 
An  exhalation  that  would  be  a  star 
Fall,  when  the  sun  forsook  it,  in  a  sink. 

ChapmatCs  fid  part  of  Byron's  Conspiracy, 

Man  was  markM 
A  friend,  in  his  creation,  to  himself 
And  may,  with^  ambition,  conceive 
The  greatest  blessings,  and  the  brightest  honours 
Appointed  for  him,  if  he  can  achieve  them 
The  right  and  noble  way. 

PhiUp  Massinger's  QuardiarL 

Oar  natm«8  are  like  oil ;  compound  us  with  any 

thing 
Tet  still  we  strive  to  swim  upon  the  top. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Loyal  Subject 

Be  not  with  honour^s  gilded  baits  bcguiPd, 
Nor  think  ambition  wise,  because  'tis  brave ; 
For  though  we  like  it,  as  a  forward  child, 
Tis  so  unsound,  her  cradle  is  her  grave. 

iS^tr  W.  DavenanCs  GandiberL 

Ambition's  monstrous  stomach  does  increase 
By  eating,  and  it  fears  to  starve,  unless 
It  still  may  feed,  and  all  it  sees  devour : 
Ambition  is  not  tir*d  with  toil  nor  cloy*d  with 
power. 

Sir  W,  Davenanfs  Playhouse  to  let. 

Ambition  is  the  mind's  Immodesty. 

Sir  W.  DavenanCs  GondiberL 
Anbition  is  a  spirit  in  the  world, 
ThU  causes  all  I  he  ebbs  and  flows  of  nations. 


Keeps  mankind  sweet  by  action :  without  that, 
The  world  would  be  a  filthy  settled  mud. 

Crown's  Ambitious  Statmman, 

Ambition's  eyes 
Look  often  higher  than  their  merit's  rise. 

Rowland  Watkyns, 

Ambition  is  like  love,  impatient 

Both  of  delays  and  rivals. 

Denham^s  Sophy, 

Ambition  is  a  lust  that's  never  quenched. 
Grows  more  enflamed,  and  madder  by  enjoyment 

Otway's  CaiuM  Marim, 

Ambition,  like  a  torrent,  ne'er  looks  back, 
It  is  a  swelling,  and  the  last  affection ' 
A  high  mind  can  put  offi    It  is  a  rebel 
Both  to  the  soul  and  reason,  and  enforces 
All  laws,  all  conscience ;  treads  upon  religion, 
And  offers  violence  to  nature's  selfl 

Ben  JanmnCs  CatUins, 

Here  we  may  reign  secure,  and  in  my  choice 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  heU. 

Milton's  Paradise  LosL 

His  trust  was  with  th'  Eternal  to  be  deem'd 

Equal  in  strength,  and  rather  than  be  less 

Car'd  not  to  be  at  all ;  with  that  care  lost 

Went  all  his  fear :  of  Grod,  or  hell,  or  worse, 

He  rcck'd  not 

Milton's  Paradise  LosL 

Lifted  up  so  high 

I  'sdain'd  subjection,  and  thought  one  step  higher 

Would  set  me  highest 

MiUmCs  Paradise  Lo§L 

Therefore  with  manlier  objects  wc  must  try 
His  constancy,  with  such  that  have  more  show 
Of  worth,  of  honour,  glory,  and  popular  praise. 
Rocks  whereon  greatest  men  have  oflest  wreck'd. 

MiUott's  Paradise  Regainsd, 

O  dire  ambition!  what  infernal  power 

Unchain'd  thee  from  thy  native  depth  of  hell. 

To  stalk  the  earth  with  thy  destructive  train. 

Murder  and  lust !  to  waste  domestic  peace 

And  every  heartfelt  joy. 

Brown's  Barbarossom 

O  false  ambition! 

Thou  lying  phantom !  whither  hast  thou  lured  me ! 

£>v'n  to  this  giddy  height ;  where  now  I  stand 

Forsaken,  comfortless ;  with  not  a  friend 

In  whom  my  soul  can  trust 

Brown's  Sarbarooom 

What 's  all  the  gaudy  glitter  of  a  crown ; 
What  bat  the  glaring  meteor  of  ambition. 
That  leads  the  wretch  benighted  in  his  errors. 
Points  to  the  gul^  and  shines  upon  destruction, 

Brooke's  Gustavus  Vmm 
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Oh !  that  Knne  TiUagor,  whoM  early  toil 
Lifli  the  penurious  monel  to  his  mouth. 
Had  daim'd  my  birth !  ambition  had  not  thea 
Thus  stepM  *twizt  me  and  heav*n. 

BroM$  0u9Unm$  Vata, 

Ambition  is  at  a  distance 
A  goodly  prospect,  tempting  to  the  view; 
The  height  delights  ys,  and  the  mountain  top 
Looks  boautiftil,  because  *t  is  nigh  to  hearen : 
But  we  ne*er  think  how  sandy  *s  the  foundation ; 
What  storms  will  batter,  and  what  tempests  shako 

Otwoj^s  Vtmee  Pre$ervetL 

Why  now  my  golden  dream  is  out — 
Ambition,  like  an  early  fiiend,  throws  back 
My  curtains  with  an  eager  hand,  overjoyed 
To  tell  me  what  I  dreamt  is  true — a  crown, 
ITiou  bright  reward  of  ever-daring  minds; 
Oh !  how  thy  awful  glory  fills  my  soul ! 
Nor  can  the  means  that  got  thee  dim  thy  lustre ; 
For,  not  men*s  love,  fbar  pays  thee  adoration, 
And  fimie  not  more  survives  from  good  than  evil 

deeds. 
Hi'  aspiring  youth,  that  fir*d  th'  Ephesian  dome, 
Outfives,  in  fiune,  the  pious  fool  that  raisM  it 

emir's  Richard  JIL 

Ambition  is  an  idol,  on  whose  wings 
Great  minds  are  carried  only  to  extreme ; 
To  be  sublimely  great,  or  to  be  nothing. 

SouthenCg  Loyal  Brother, 

TaaMrZaiM.— The  world!— 'twould  be  too  little 

foT  thy  pride! 
Thou  wouldst  scale  heaven-— 
Bajaxd, — I  would :  —  away !  my  soul 
Disdains  thy  conference. 

Rawest  Tmnerkme, 

Great  souls, 
By  nature  half  divine,  soar  to  the  stars. 
And  hold  a  near  acquaintance  with  the  gods. 

Rowe'o  Royal  Comort 

What  is  ambition  but  desire  of  greatness  7 
And  what  is  greatness  but  extent  of  power  7 
But  lust  of  power's  a  dropsy  of  the  mind. 
Whose  thirst  increases,  while  we  drink  to  quench  it, 
'Till  swoln  and  stietch'd  by  the  repeated  draught, 
We  burst  and  perish. 

HIggmCg  GoneroMi  Conqueror. 
Ambition  first  sprang  from  your  blest  abodes, 
Tlie  glorious  fault  of  angels  and  of  gods ; 
Thence  to  their  images  on  earth  it  flows. 
And  in  the  breasts  of  kings  and  heroes  glows. 
Most  sods,  'tis  true,  bot  peep  out  onoe  an  agOi 
Bkdl  soika  pris'nen  m  the  body's  eag<e; 
Ufan  lighti  of  life,  that  bum  a  length  of  yearn 
IlielofB  nnser.^  as  lamps  in  sepulehres; 


Like  eastern  kings,  a  la:^  state  they  keep, 
And,  ok)se  oonfin'd  to  their  own  palace,  sleep. 

Pope. 
The  gods,  to  curse  Pamela  with  her  pray'ra. 
Gave  the  gijt  coach  and  dappled  Flanders  mares, 
The  shining  robes,  rich  jewels,  bods  of  state. 
And  to  complete  her  bliss, — a  fix>l  for  mate. 
She  glares  in  balls,  front  boxes,  and  the  ring, 
A  vain,  unquiet,  glittering,  wretched  thing ! — 
Pride,  pomp,  and  state,  but  reach  her  outward 

part; 
She  sighs, — and  is  no  duchess  at  her  hearL 

Pqpe. 

Oh,  son^  of  earth !  attempt  ye  still  to  rise. 
By  mountains  piPd  on  mountains,  to  the  skies  7 
Heaven  still  with  laughter  the  vain  toil  surveys. 
And  buries  madmen  in  the  heaps  they  raise. 

Pope's  Eooay  on  MatL 

Unnumber'd  suppliants  crowd  preferment's  gate 
Athirst  for  wealth,  and  burning  to  be  great. 
Delusive  fortune  hears  the  incessant  call. 
They  mount,  they  shine,— evaporate  and  fall. 

Dr,  J6kMon*$  VanUy  of  Human  Witheo* 

This  sov'reign  passion,  scornful  of  restraint. 
Even  from  the  birth  affects  supreme  command, 
Swells  in  the  breast,  and  with  resistless  force, 
O'erbears  each  gentler  motion  of  the  mind. 

Dr,  JoknooiCo  Ireno 

Alas!  ambition  makes  mj  little  less: 
Embitt'ring  the  possess'd :  why  wish  for  more  7 
Wishing,  of  all  employments,  is  the  worst; 
Philosophy's  reverse,  and  health's  decay ! 

Young' $  Night  Thought*, 

Thy  bosom  bums  fiur  power ; 
What  station  charms  thee  7  I'll  install  thee  there ; 
"Hs  thine.    And  art  thou  greater  than  befi>re  7 
Then  thou  befi>re  wast  something  less  than  man. 
Has  thy  new  post  betray'd  thee  into  pride  7 
That  treach'rous  pride  betrays  thy  dignity. 
That  pride  defames  humanity,  and  calls 
The  being  mean,  wmch  staffs  or  strings  can  raisst 

Fouf^'f  Night  Thought 

Not  kings  alone. 
Each  rillager  has  his  ambition  too; 
No  sultan  prouder  than  his  fbtter'd  slave : 
Slaves  build  their  little  Babylons  of  straw. 
Echo  the  proud  Assyrian  in  their  hearts, 
And  cry — **  Behold  the  wonders  of  my  might !" 
And  why  7  because  immortal  as  their  lord ; 
And  souls  immortal  must  for  ever  heave 
At  something  great;  the  glitter  or  the  gold 
The  praise  of  mortals  or  the  praiw  of  Heaveii. 
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Fame  is  the  shade  of  inmiort&lity, 

And  in  itself  a  shadow.    Soon  as  caught, 

Contemn*d, — ^it  shrinks  to  nothin|^  in  the  grasp. 

Consult  th*  ambitious,  *tis  amhition^s  core : 

And  is  this  all?  ciy'd  CsMar  at  his  height, 

Disgusted 

TbitRg's  Night  Tkougktt. 

So  strong  the  asal  t'  immortalize  himself 
Beats  in  the  breast  of  man,  that  ev'n  a  few, 
Few  transient  years  won  from  the  abjrss  abhorrM 
Of  blank  oUivion  seem  a  glorious  prize. 
And  even  to  a  ck»wn. 

Dream  after  dream  ensuee. 
And  still  thej  dream  that  they  shall  still  succeed, 
And  still  are  disappointed* 

Cmper*9  Tost:. 

On  the  summit  see, 
Hie  seals  of  office  glitter  in  his  eyes; 
He  climbs,— -he  pants, — he  grasps  them.    At  his 

heels, 
dose  at  his  heels,  a  demagogue  ascends. 
And  with  a  dezt'rous  jerk  soon  twists  him  down. 
And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  them  in  his  turn. 

Cotqper's  Ta$k, 

Is  it  delusion  this? 
Or  wears  the  mind  of  man  within  itself 
A  conscious  feeling  of  its  destination  ? 
What  say  these  suddenly  imposed  thoughts, 
Which  mark  such  deepen'd  traces  in  the  brain 
On  vivid  real  persuasion,  as  do  make 
My  nerved  foot  tread  firmer  on  the  earth. 
And  my  dilating  form  tower  on  its  way? 

Joanna  BaUiie*$  EihwaUL 

I  am  as  one 
Who  doth  attempt  some  loAy  mountaii**H  height. 
And  having  gained  what  to  the  upcast  eye 
The  summit's  point  appear'd,  astonishM  sees 
Its  cloudy  top,  majestic  and  enlarged. 
Towering  aloft,  as  distant  as  before. 

Joanna  BaiUie'9  EthwdUL 

It  ever  is  the  marked  propensity 

Of  restless  and  aspiring  minds  to  look 

Into  the  stretch  of  dark  futurity. 

Joanna  BaiUWt  ElhwaUL 

To  th*  expanded  and  aspiring  soul. 
To  be  but  still  the  thing  it  long  has  been, 
Is  misery,  e*en  though  enthronM  it  were 
Under  the  cope  of  high  imperial  state. 

Joanna  BaUlU^B  EthxtUL 

The  cheat,  ambition,  eager  to  espouse 
Dominion,  courts  it  with  a  lying  show, 
And  shines  in  borrowed  pump  to  serve  a  turn ; 
Bbt  the  matnh  made,  the  farce  is  at  an  end ; 


And  all  the  hireling  equipage  of  virtues, 
Faith,  honour,  justice,  gratitude^  and  friendship, 
DisehargM  at  once. 

Jeffrey's  Edwkk 

You  have  deeply  ventured. 
But  all  must  do  so  who  would  greatly  win. 

Bynm*§  2}9ge  of  Venice. 

Ay^— father ! — I  have  had  those  earthly  visions 
And  noble  aspirations  in  my  youth. 
To  make  my  ovm  the  mind  of  other  men. 
The  enlightener  of  nations :  and  to  rise 
I  knew  not  whither — ^it  might  be  to  fall; 
But  fall,  even  as  the  mountain  cataract, 
Which  having  leapt  from  its  more  dazzling  heighti 
Even  in  the  foaming  strength  of  its  abyss. 
Lies  low  but  mighty  stilL — But  this  is  past. 
My  thoughts  mistook  themselves. 

He  who  ascends  to  mountain  tops,  shall  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  in  clouds  and  snow; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind. 
Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 
Though  high  above,  the  sun  of  glory  glow. 
And  fer  beneath,  the  earth  and  ocean  spread; 
Round  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 
Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head. 
And  thus  reward  the  toils  which  to  those  summits 
led.  Bynm*s  ChUde  Harold. 

But  quiet  to  quick  bosoms  is  a  hell, 
And  there  hath  been  thy  bane ;  there  is  a  fire 
And  motion  in  the  soul  which  wiU  not  dwell 
In  its  own  narrow  being,  but  aspire, 
Beyond  the  fitting  medium  of  desire ; 
And  but  once  kindled,  quenchless  evermore 
Preys  upon  high  adventure,  nor  can  tire 
Of  aught  but  rest ;  a  fever  at  the  core, 
Fatal  to  him  who  bears, — ^to  all  who  ever  bore. 
This  makes  the  madmen,  who  have  made  men  mod 
By  their  contagion,  conquerors  and  kings. 
Founders  of  sects  and  systems,  to  whom  add 
Sophists,  bards,  statesmen,  all  unquiet  things 
Which  stir  too  strongly  the  soul*s  secret  springs. 
And  are  themselves  the  fools  to  those  they  fool ; 
EInvied,  yet  not  enviable!  what  stings 
Are  theirs !  one  breast  laid  open  were  a  school 
Which  would  unteach  mankind,  the  lust  to  shine 
or  rule.  Bytxm's  Childe  Harold 

Their  breath  is  agitation,  and  their  life 
A  storm  whereon  they  ride  to  sink  at  last^ 
And  yet  so  nurs*d  and  bigoted  to  strife. 
That  should  their  days^  surviving  perils  pas^ 
Melt  to  calm  twilight,  they  feel  overcast 
With  sorrow  and  supineness,  and  so  die; 
Even  as  a  flame  unfed,  which  runs  to  wasM 
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With  its  own  flickering;  or  a  sword  laid  by, 
Which  eats  into  itself,  and  rasts  inglorioosly. 

ByniC9  ChUds  HmUL 

These  quenched  a  moment  her  ambitious  thirst — 
So  Arab  deserts  drink  in  summer's  rain 
In  vain ! — As  fall  the  dews  on  quenchless  sands. 
Blood  only  serves  to  wash  ambitious  hands. 

ByrmC9  Don  Juan, 

Before  I  knew  thee,  Mary, 
Ambition  was  my  an^l:  I  did  hear 
For  ever  its  witched  voices  in  mine  ear ; 

My  dajTs  were  visionary — 
My  nights  were  like  the  slumbers  of  the  mad : — 
And  every  dream  swept  o*er  me  glory  clad. 

WtUts*  Poems. 

What  is  ambition  7     T  b  a  glorious  cheat ! 
Angels  of  light  walk  not  so  dazzlingly 
Hie  sapphire  walls  of  Heaven^ 

The  flow 
Of  life-time  is  a  graduated  scale ; 
And  deeper  than  the  vanities  of  power, 
Or  the  vain  pomp  of  glory,  there  is  writ 
A  standard  measuring  its  worth  for  heaven. 

WtZKs. 


AMERICA. 

Poor  lost  America,  high  honours  missing. 
Knows  nought  of  smile  and  nod,  and  sweet  hand- 
kissing  ; 
Knows  nought  of  golden  promises  of  kings ; 
Knows  nought  of  coronets,  and  stars,  and  strings. 

Dr,  WdcaCM  Peter  Pindar. 

Still  one  great  clime,  in  full  and  free  defiance. 
Yet  rears  her  crest,  unconquer*d  and  sublime, 
Above  the  far  Atlantic !  she  has  taught 
Her  Esau  brethren  that  the  haughty  flag. 
The  floating  fence  of  Albion's  feeblor  crag. 
May  strike  to  those  whose  red  right  hands  have 

bought 
Rights   cheaply  eam'd  with  blood.     Still,  still, 

for  ever 
Better,  though  each  man's  life-blood  were  a  river. 
That  it  should  flow  and  overflow,  than  creep 
Through  thousand  lazy  channels  in  our  veins, 
Dam'd,  like  the  dull  canal,  with  locks  and  chains. 
And  moving,  as  a  sick  man  in  his  sleep. 
Three  paces  and  then  faltermg : — ^better  be 
Where  the  extinguish'd  Spartans  still  are  free, 
In  their  proud  charael  of  Thermopylae, 
"nian  stagnate  in  our  marsh^*-or  o'er  the  deep 
Fly,  and  one  current  to  the  ocean  add. 
One  ^iht  to  the  souls  our  fathers  had, 
One  fleeman  more  Ameriea,  to  thee ! 

Byrm's  Ois. 


America !  half-brother  of  the  World ! 
With  something  good  and  bad  of  every  land ; 
Greater  than  thee  have  lost  their  seat — 
Greater  scarce  none  can  stand. 

BmU^8  Festas. 

Land  of  the  West !  though  passing  brief 

The  record  of  thine  age. 
Thou  hast  a  name  that  darkens  all 

On  History's  wide  page! 
Let  all  the  blasts  of  fame  ring  out— 

Thine  shall  be  loudest  fiir: 
Let  others  boast  their*  satellites— 

Thou  hast  the  morning  star. 
Thou  hast  a  name  whose  characters 

Of  light  shall  ne'er  depart ; 
'Tis  stamped  upon  the  dullest  brain, 

And  warms  the  coldest  heart; 
A  war-cry  fit  fi»r  any  land. 

Where  Freedom's  to  be  won; 

Land  of  the  West !  it  stands  alone — 

It  is  thy  Washington. 

EUxa  Cook'i  Poem» 

Columbia,  child  of  Britain^ — noblest  child ; 

I  praise  the  growing  lustre  of  thy  youth. 
And  fain  would  see  thy  great  heart  reconciled 

To  love  the  mother  of  so  blest  a  birth : 
For  we  are  one  Columbia !  still  the  same 
In  lineage,  language,  laws,  and  ancient  fiune, 

The  natural  nobility  of  earth. 

7\tpper*$  Lync§k 

Thou  noblest  fldon  of  an  ancient  root. 

Bom  of  the  forest-king  I  spread  forth,  spread 
forth,— 
High  to  the  stars  thy  tender  leaflets  shoot, 
Deep  dig  tliy  fibres  round  the  ribs  of  earth ! 
From  sea  to  sea,  fi'om  south  to  icy  North, 
It  must  ere  long  be  thine,  through  good  or  ill, 
To  stretch  thy  sinewy  boughs:  Go, — wondrous 
child ! 
The  glories  of  thy  destiny  fulfil  ;— 
Remember  then  thy  mother  in  her  age. 
Shelter  her  in  the  tempest,  warring  wild : 

Stand  thou  with  us  when  all  the  nations  rage 
So  furiously  together ! — we  are  one : 

And,  through  all  time,  the  calm  historic  page 
Shall  tell  of  Britain  blest  in  thee  her  son. 

Ti/ipper^9  Poemt, 

Columbia,  Columbia,  to  glory  arise. 
The  queen  of  the  world  and  the  child  of  the  skies, 

TiiMthy  Dtoight, 

Here  the  free  spirit  of  mankind,  at  length. 
Throws  its  last  fetters  off;  and  who  shall  plaoa 

A  limit  to  the  giant's  unchained  strength  7 
Or  curb  his  swiflness  in  the  forward  race  7 

Bryant's 
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And  thou,  my  Coontiy,  tboa  shiJt  nevier  &11 

Bat  with  thy  children. 

BryanV$  Poenu. 

There  is  no  other  land  like  thee, 

No  dearer  shore; 
Hion  art  the  shelter  of  the  free, 
The  home,  the  port  of  liberty, 
Thaa  hast  been,  and  shalt  ever  be, 

Till  time  is  o'er. 

Eire  I  forget  to  think  upon 

My  land,  shall  mother  curse  the  son 

She  bore. 

PercivaTt  Poems. 

Land  of  the  forest  and  the  rock, 

Of  dark  blue  lake  and  mighty  river. 

Of  mountains  reared  on  high  to  mock 

Hie  storm's  career  and  lightning's  shock. 

My  own  green  Land  for  ever ! 

Oh !  never  may  a  son  of  thine. 

Where'er  his  wandering  feet  incline. 

Forget  the  sky  that  bent  above 

His  childhood  like  a  dream  of  love ! 

WhUtier. 

I  see  the  living  tide  roll  on. 

It  crowns  with  fiery  towers 
The  icy  capes  of  Labrador, 

The  Spaniard's  ''land  of  flowers!" 
It  streams  beyond  the  splintered  ridge 

That  parts  the  northern  showers, 

From  eastern  rock  to  sunset  wave, 

The  Continent  is  ours. 

O.  W.  Holme$, 

America!  the  sound  is  like  a  sword 
To  smite  th*  oppressor!  like  a  loving  word 
To  cheer  the  suffering  people,  while  they  pray 
That  God  would  hasten  on  the  promised  day, 
'When  earth  shall  be  like  heaven,  and  men  shall 

stand, 
like  brothers  round  an  aUar,  hand  in  hand. 

O!  ever  thus,  America,  be  strong, 

like  cataract's  thunder  pour  the  Freeman's  song, 
Till  struggling  Ehirope  joins  the  grand  refrain; 
And  startled  Asia  bursts  the  despot's  chain ; 
And  Afric's  manumitted  sons,  from  thee 
To  their  own  Father  Jand  shall  bear  the  song, 
—Worth  all  their  toils  and  tears— of  liberty ; 
For  these  good  deeds,  America,  be  strong ! 

Jkfr«.ira2e. 


ANCESTRY. 

fioast  not  these  titles  of  your  ancestors, 

B^ve  youths ;  they  're  their  possessions,  none  of 

yours; 
When  your  own  virtoee,  equal'd  have  their  names, 
Twill  be  but  fiur  to  lean  upon  their  fiunes ; 


For  they  are  strong  supporters ;  but,  tiU  then. 

The  greatest  are  but  growing  gentlemen. 

It  is  a  wretched  thing  to  trust  to  reeds , 

Which  all  men  do,  that  urge  not  their  own  deeds 

Up  to  their  ancestors ;  the  river's  side. 

By  which  you're  planted,  shows  your  firuit  shall 

bide; 

Hang  all  your  rooms  vrith  one  large  pedigree : 

'Tis  virtue  alone  is  true  nobility ; 

Which  virtue  from  your  father,  ripe,  will  fall ; 

Study  illustrious  him,  and  you  have  alL 

t/onson. 

I  have  no  urns,  no  dusty  monuments ; 
No  broken  images  of  ancestors. 
Wanting  an  ear,  or  nose ;  no  forged  tables 
Of  long  descents,  to  boast  false  honours  from. 

Jofistm's  CatiHn§ 

'T  is  poor  and  not  becoming  perfect  gentry. 
To  build  their  glories  at  their  fathers'  cost ; 
But  at  their  own  expense  of  blood  or  virtue. 
To  raise  them  living  monuments ;  our  birth 
Is  not  our  own  act ;  honour  upon  trust. 
Our  ill  deeds  forfeit ;  and  the  wealthy  sums, 
Purchas'd  by  others'  fiune  or  sweat,  will  be 
Our  stain,  for  we  inherit  nothing  truly 
But  what  our  actions  make  us  worthy  of. 

Chapman  and  Shirley*$  BalL 

It  is,  indeed,  a  blessing,  when  the  rtrtues 
Of  noble  races  are  hereditary: 
And  do  derive  themselves  fi-om  th*  imitation 
Of  virtuous  ancestors. 

NaWs  Cooent  Garden. 

He  that  to  ancient  wreaths  can  bring  no  more 
From  his  own  worth,  dies  bankrupt  on  the  score. 

John  ClevdawL 

They  that  on  glorious  ancestors  enlarge. 
Produce  their  debt,  instead  of  their  discharge. 

Young, 

He  stands  for  fame  on  his  forefathers'  feet, 

By  heraldry  proved  valiant  or  discreet ! 

Young, 

Whence  his  name 
And  lineage  long,  it  suits  me  not  to  say ; 
Suffice  it  that,  perchance  they  were  oT  fame, 
Aiid  had  been  glorious  in  another  day. 

Byron's  ChOde  HaroUL 

I  am  one. 

Who  finds  within  me  a  nobility 

That  spurns  the  idle  pratings  of  the  great. 

And  their  mean  boast  of  what  their  fathers  wer«j. 

While  they  themselves  sre  fools  effeminate. 

The  scorn  of  all  who  snow  the  worth  ol  rated 

And  virtue. 

PsretMl 
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ANGELS. 

Thus  they  in  heaven,  above  the  starry  sphere, 
rheir  happy  hours  tii  joy  and  hymninsr  spent 

MiUan*9  Paradise  Lott, 

Angels,  contented  .with  their  &me  in  heaven, 
Seek  not  the  praise  of  men. 

Jirtttofi*t  ParadiM  LotL 

Are  ye  for  ever  to  your  skies  departed  7 
Oh !  will  ye  visit  this  dim  world  no  more  7 

Ye  whose  bright  wings  a  solemn  splendour  darted 

Through  £den*s  fresh  and  flowery  shades  of 

yore  7  Jtfrs.  HemanM, 

White^wingM  angels  meet  the  child 

On  the  vestibule  of  life. 

Mrt,  E,  Oaket  SmiiK 

Times  of  joy  and  times  of  woe, 
Each  an  angel-presence  know. 

Jkfff.  E,  Oaka  Smith. 


ANGER. 

Full  many  mischiefii  fi>llow  cruel  wrath : 
Abhorred  bloodshed,  and  tumultuous  strife, 
Unmanly  murder,  and  unthrifty  scath. 
Bitter  despite,  with  rancour's  rusty  knife. 
And  fretting  griof^  the  enemy  of  life ; 
All  these,  »nd  many  evils  more,  haunt  ire. 
The  sweelling  spleen,  and  phrenzy  raging  rife, 
The  shaking  palsy,  and  saint  Francis  fire : 
Such  one  was  wrath,  the  last  of  this  ungodly  tire. 

Spen$er'»  Fairy  Queen. 

There  is  not  in  nature, 
A  thing  that  makes  a  man  so  dcferm*d,  so  beastly. 
As  dotb  intemperate  anger. 

Wdf$ter*9  Dutchem  ifMalJL 

Your  more  manly  soul  I  find 
I«i  capable  of  wrong,  and  like  a  flint 
Throws  ferth  a  fire  unto  the  striker's  eyes. 
You  bear  about  you  valour's  whetstone,  anger : 
Which  sets  an  edge  upon  the  sword,  and  makes  it 
Cut  with  a  spirit ;  you  conceive  fond  patience 
Is  an  injustice  to  ourselves ;  the  sufl*'ring 
C>ne  injury  invites  a  second,  that 
Calls  on  a  third,  till  wrongs  do  multiply 
And  reputation  bleed. 

Thomas  Randolph's  Muse's  Looking.Olass, 

My  rage  is  not  malicious ;  like  ^  spark 
Of  fire  by  steol  inforced  out  of  a  flint, 
f  b  is  no  sooner  kindled,  but  extinct 

GiffCs  Careless  Shepherdess. 


Madness  and  anger  diflTer  bat  in  this. 
This  is  short  madness,  that  long  anger  is. 

Charles  AleyiCs  Creseey, 

Where  there's 
Power  to  punish,  'tis  tyranny  to  rage ; 
Anger  is  no  attribute  of  justice ; 
'TIS  true  she's  painted  with  a  sword,  but  looks 
As  if  she  held  it  not;  though  war  be  in 
Her  hand,  yet  peace  dwells  in  her  fiice. 

Henry  KiUegrew's  Conspiracy, 

If  I  stay,  my  rage 
Will  hurry  me  to  mischieC  better  leave  her 
To  certain  ruin,  than  betiay  myself 
To  danger  of  it 

Clapthome^s  Hollander. 

TIm  winds, 
Imprison'd  in  the  caverns  of  the  earth. 
Break  out  in  hideous  earthquakes ;  pasmons  so 
Increase  by  opposition  of  all  scorns. 

Clapthome's  Hollander. 

Anger 
Is  blood,  pour'd  and  perplez'd  into  a  froth ; 
But  malice  is  the  wbdom  of  our  wrath. 

Sir  W.  Davenant's  Just  ItaUam 

In  mighty  souls,  passions,  not  soon  suppress'd, 
Like  wounded  whales,  do  struggle  till  they  die ; 
By  their  impatience  they  increase  the  smart, 
Provoke  their  pains,  and  vex  a  harmless  dart; 
Tossing  the  mighty  mass  till  they're  on  ground, 
Their  rage  more  fittal  than  the  little  wound. 

Sir  Francis  Fane's  Sacrifice, 

At  this  the  knight  grew  high  in  wrath, 
And  lifting  hands  and  eyes  up  both. 
Three  times  he  smote  on  stomach  stuut, 
From  whence  at  length  these  words  broke  out 

Butler's  Hudihus. 

Anger  is  like 
A  ffall  hot  horse,  who  being  allow'd  his  way, 
Self-mettle  tires  him. 

Shaks.  Henry  VIII 

Now,  by  (he  ground  that  I  am  banish'd  fixmi. 
Well  could  I  curse  away  a  winter's  night, 
Though  standing  naked  on  a  mountain  top, 
Where  bitmg  cold  would  never  let  grass  grow. 

Sliaks.  Henry  VL 

Give  him  no  brea&i,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  distractioa :  never  anger 
Made  good  guard  fer  itsel£ 

Shaka.  AnL  and  Clsok 

Anger's  my  meat;  I  sup  upon  myself 
And  io  shall  starve  with  feeding. 

Shaks.  CoriolamfM. 
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Bfuiu»4 — ^Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 

Musi  I  give  way,  and  room  to  your  rash  choler  T 

Shall  I  be  frighted  when  a  madman  stares  ? 

CoMtttSd — Ogods!  ye  gods!  most  I  endure  all  this? 

Bnttus, — ^All  this !  ay  more.    Fret  till  your  proud 

heart  break; 

Go  show  your  $lave  how  choleric  you  are, 

And  make  your  bondsman  tremble.  Must  I  budge  7 

Must  I  obserre  you?  must  I  stand  abd  crouch 

Under  your  testy  humour  ?    By  the  gods, 

You  sliall  digest  the  venom  of  your  spleen. 

Though  it  do  split  you :  for,  from  this  day  forth, 

1 11  use  you  far  my  mirth,  yea  for  my  kqghter, 

When  you  are  waspish. 

Shaki.  JuUuM  Camtr. 

I  am  bum'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath ; 
A  rage,  whose  heatliath  this  condition, 
Tliat  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood, 
Hie  blood,  and  dearest  valued  blood,  of  France. 

Shak$.  King  John, 

0  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth ! 
Tlien  with  a  passioa  would  I  shake  the  world. 

SluLk»,  King  John. 

A^nj  to  heaven,  respective  leni^. 
And  fire-eyed  fury  be  my  conduct  now. 

Shaka,  Ramw  and  JtiUtL 

This  strained  passion  doth  you  wrong,  my  lord : 
Sweet  earl,  divorce  not  wisdom  from  your  honour. 

Shak$.  Henry  IV. 

1  then,  all  smarting  with  my  wounds  being  cold, 
To  be  so  pesterM  with  a  popinjay. 
Oat  of  my  grief  and  my  impatience, 
Answer'd  neglectingly,  I  know  not  what 

Shaks.  Henry  IV. 

I  am  about  to  weep ;  but  thinking  that 

We  are  a  queen,  or  long  have  dream*d  so,  certain. 

The  daughter  of  a  king,  my  drops  of  tears 

I  turn  to  sparks  of  fire. 

Shaka.  Henry  VIII. 

What  sudden  anger's  this?  how  have  I  reap'd  it? 

He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruin 

Leap'd  from  his  eyes ;  so  looks  the  chafed  lion 

Upon  the  daring  huntsman  that  has  gall'd  him, 

llien  makes  him  nothing. 

Shaka.  Henry  VIIL 

It  were  for  me 
To  throw  my  sceptre  at  the  injurious  gods; 
To  tell  them  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs, 
Tttl  they  had  stolen  oar  jeweL 

Shaka.  AnL  ond  CUo. 

Tbfoae  hearts  that  alaii  at  once  into  a  blaze. 
And  open  all  their  rage,  like  summer  storms 
At  once  discharged  grow  cool  again  and  calm. 

0.  Johnaon*a  Medea, 


Thus  while  he  spake,  each  passion  dinun'd  his 

face. 
Thrice  changed  with  pale  ire,  envy,  and  despair; 
Which  marr'd  his  borrowM  visage,  and  betray'd 

Him  counter&iL 

MiUon*a  Paradise  LfM. 

TTie  elephant  is  never  won  with  anger ; 

Nor  must  that  man,  who  would  reclaim  a  lion. 

Take  him  by  the  teeth. 

Dryden^a  AUfor  Love. 

Hast  thou  compacted  for  a  lease  of  years 
With  hell,  that  thus  thou  ventur'st  to  provoke  me? 

Dryden^a  Duke  ef  Ouiae. 

When  anger  rushes,  unrestrain'd,  to  action. 
Like  a  hot  steed,  it  stumbles  in  its  way : 
The  man  of  thought  strikes  deepest,  and  strikes 
safest         Savag^a  Sir  Thomaa  Overbwry. 

My  indignation,  like  th'  imprison'd  fire. 

Pent  in  the  troubled  breast  of  glowing  .£tna, 

Burnt  deep  and  silent 

Thomaon^a  CorioUnma. 

'TIS  all  in  vain,  this  rage  that  tears  thy  bosom ; 

Like  a  poor  bird  that  flutters  in  its  cage, 

Thou  beat'st  thyself  to  death. 

Rowt^a  Jane  Share* 

Senseless,  and  defbrm'd. 
Convulsive  anger  storms  at  large ;  or  pale 
And  silent,  settles  into  full  revenge. 

ThomamCa  Seaaona. 

Then  flash'd  the  living  lightning  firom  her  eyes, 
And  screams  of  horror  rend  th'  affiighted  skies ; 
Not  louder  shrieks  to  pitying  heaven  are  cast, 
When  husbands,  or  when  lap-dogs,  breathe  their 

last; 
Or  when  rich  china  vessels,  fallen  fix>m  high. 
In  glitt'ring  dust  and  painted  fragments  lie ! 

Pope*a  Rape  of  the  Loeik. 

Not  youthful  kings  in  battle  seized  alive. 

Not  scornful  virgins  who  their  charms  survive, 

Not  ardent  lovers  robb'd  of  all  their  bliss, 

Not  ancient  ladies  when  refused  a  kiss. 

Not  tyrants  fierce  that  unrepenting  die, 

Not  Cynthia  when  her  mantua's  pinn'd  awiy, 

E'er  felt  such  rage. 

Pope's  Rape  of  the  LadU 

Curse  on  the  man  that  calls  Rameses  friend, 
And  keeps  his  temper  at  a  tale  like  this ; 
When  rage  and  rancour  are  the  proper  virtuesi 
And  loss  of  reason  b  tne  mark  of  men. 

Young's  Bumna 

For  pale  and  trembling  anger  rushes  in. 
With  Altering  qpeech,  and  eyes  that  wiUUy  star* 
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fierce  as  the  tiger,  madder  than  the  seaa, 
Desperate,  and  armM  with  more   than  human 
strenfrth. 

Arm9trong*i  Art  of  Pre§erviJtg  HeaUh, 

Next  anger  rash*d,  his  eyes  on  fire, 
In  lightnings  own*d  his  secret  stings, 
In  one  rude  clash  he  struck  the  Ijrre, 
And  swept  with  hurried  hand  the  strings. 

ColUnM'i  Ode  to  the  Passions. 

Out  upon  the  fool !  go  speak  thj  comforts 
To  spiri&B  tame  and  abject  as  thyself: 
They  make  me  mad. 

BaiUU'M  Ethtoald, 

His  eyebrow  dark,  and'  eye  of  fire, 
Showed  spirit  proud,  and  prcnnpt  to  ire ; 
Yet  lines  of  thought  upon  his  cheek 
Did  deep  design  and  counsel  speak. 

Scotts  Marmion, 

His  brow  was  bent, — his  eye  was  glazed — 
He  raised  his  arm  and  fiercely  raised: 
And  sternly  shook  his  hand  an  high. 
As  doubting  to  return  or  fly. 

ByrotCt  Giaour. 

I  search*d,  but  vainly  searched,  to  find 
The  .workings  of  a  wounded  mind; 
Ekich  feature  of  that  sullen  corse 
Betrayed  his  rage,  but  no  remorse. 

ByronCi  Giaour, 

And  her  brow  cleared,  but  not  her  troubled  eye : 
The  wind  was  down,  but  still  the  sea  ran  high. 

ByrorC»  Don  Juan, 

She  ceased,  and  tumM  upon  her  pillgw ;  pale 
She  lay,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  through  their  tears, 
Like  skies  that  rain  and  lighten;  as  a  veil. 
Waved  and  o'ershading  her  wan  check,  appears 
Her  streaming  hair,  the  black  curls  strive,  but  fail, 
To  hide  the  glossy  shoulder,  which  uprears 
ItB  snow  through  all;  her  aofl  lips  lie  apart. 
And  louder  than  her  breathing  beats  her  heart 

Byron's  Don  Juan, 

Loud  complaint,  however  angrily 

It  shakes  its  phrase,  is  little  to  be  feareil, 

And  less  distrusted. 

Byron'M  Doge  of  Verdee, 

Patience ! — ^Hence^-that  word  was  made 
For  brutes  of  burthen,  not  for  birds  of  prey; 
Preach  it  to  mortals  of  a  dust  like  thine,— 
I  am  not  of  thine  order 

Byron^t  Manfred, 

The  wildest  ills  that  darken  life, 
Are  rapture  to  the  bosom's  strife; 
Tlie  tempest,  in  its  blackest  fbrn^ 
Is  beant?  to  the  bosom's  stonn; 


The  ocean,  lash*d  to  fury  loud. 

Its  high  wave  mingling  with  the  clpud, 

Is  peaceful,  sweet  serenity, 

To  anger*s  dark  and  stormy  sea. 

J,  W.  Eaethume, 
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In  genial  spring,  beneath  the  quivering  shade. 
Where  cooling  vapours  breathe  along  tlie  mead. 
The  patient  fisher  takes  his  silent  stand. 
Intent,  his  angle  trembling  in  his  hand: 
With  looks  unmoved,  he  hopes  the  scaly  breed. 
And  eyes  the  dancing  cork,  and  bending  reed. 

Pope's  Windsor  ForetL 
I  in  these  flowery  meads  would  be ; 
These  crystal  streams  should  solace  me ; 
To  whose  harmonious,  bubbling  noise 
I  with  my  angle  would  rejoice. 

Isaac  WdUon, 

And  angle  on,  and  beg  to  have 

A  quiet  passage  to  a  welcome  grove. 

Isaac  Walton, 

Oh!  lone  and  lovely  haunts  are  thine, 

Sof^  soft  the  river  flows. 
Wearing  the  shadow  of  thy  line, 

The  gloom  of  alder  boughs. 

Mrs.  Hemant 
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Let  cavillers  deny 
That  brutes  have  reason ;  sure  *tis  something  more, 
'Tis  heaven  directs,  and  stratagems  inspires, 
Beyond  the  short  extent  of  human  thought. 

SomerviUe^s  Ckase. 

The  heart  is  hard  in  nature,  and  unfit 

For  human  fellowship,  as  being  void 

Of  sympathy,  and  therefore  dead  alike 

To  love  and  friendship  both,  that  is  not  pleased 

With  sight  of  animals  enjoying  life. 

Nor  feels  their  happiness  augment  his  owxl 

Cowper's  Task 

And  because  he  loves  me  so. 

Better  than  his  kind  will  do, 

Often  man  or  woman, — 

Give  I  back  more  love  again. 

Than  dogs  oAen  take  of  men, 

Learning  fi-om  my  human. 

JIftts  BarrsU 

You  each  gentle  animal 

In  confidence  may  bind. 
And  make  them  follow  at  joxsr  call. 

If  yoa  are  always  kind 

Bb9.Ihh 
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Borne  men  there  aie,  love  not  a  gapingr  pig ; 
Some  that  are  mad,  if  they  behold  a  caL 
Masterlesfl  pamon  sways  it  to  the  mood. 
Of  what  it  likes  or  loathes. 

Sbakt.  Merchant  qf  Femce. 

Sooner  the  olive  shall  provoke 

To  am*rous  clasps  this  sturdy  oak. 

And  doves  in  league  with  eagles  be. 

Ere  I  will  glance  a  smile  on  thee* 

Sooner  yon  duskish  mulberry 

In  her  old  white  shall  clothed  be, 

And  lizards  with  fierce  asps  combine. 

Ere  I  will  twist  my  soul  with  thine. 

JoknHaO. 

May  thorns  be  planted  in  the  marriage  bed. 
And  love  grow  aour'd  and  blacken  into  hate ! 

Bulwer'9  Lady  of  Lytnu. 


'Tis  found:  and,  O  his  hapfv  k>t! 
'TIS  bought,  locked  up,  and  lies  forgot 

Prirn't  Akrut 

He  had  a  routh  o*  auld  nick-nackets. 

Rusty  aim  caps,  and  jinglin  jackets ; 

Would  held  the  Loudons  three  in  tackets 

A  towmond  gude; 

And  parritch'pats,  and  auld  saut-backets. 

Afore  the  flude 

Uttfut. 

How  his  eyes  languish !  how  his  thougbvs  adore 
That  painted  coat,  which  Joseph  never  wore ! 
He  shovirs,  on  holidays,  a  sacred  pin, 
That  touch*d  the  ruff  that  touched  Queen  Bess's 
chin.  Yottng^tLooe  qf  Fatne^ 

Rare  are  the  buttons  of  a  Romanes  breeches. 
In  antiquarian  eyes  surpassing  riches: 
Rare  is  each  crack*d,  black,  rotten,  earthen  dish. 
That  held,  of  ancient  Rome,  the  flesh  and  fish. 

Dr,  WoIcWm  Peter  Pindar. 


ANTIQUARY. 

They  say  he  sits 
All  day  in  contemplation  of  a  statue 
With  ne'er  a  nose,  and  dotes  on  the  decays, 
With  greater  love  than  the  self-lov'd  Narcissus 
Did  on  his  beauty :  How  shall  I  approach  him  7 

Shakerly  Marmyon*»  Antiquary. 

I  must  rev^nce  and  prefer  the  precedent 
Times  befiure  these,  which  consum'd  their  wits  in 
Ezperimenta;  and  'twas  a  virtuous 
Emulation  amongst  (hem,  that  nothing 
Which  should  profit  posterity,  should  perish. 

Shakedy  Marmyon^B  Antiquary, 

They  are  the 

Registers,  the  chronicles  of  the  age 

They  were  made  in,  and  speak  the  truth  ofhistory, 

Better  than  a  hundred  of  your  printed 

Communications. 

Shakerly  Marmyon^t  Antiquary, 

A  copper  plate,  with  almanacs 
Ehgrav'd  uponH;  with  other  nacks 
Of  Booker's,  Lilly's,  Sarah  Jimmer's, 
And  blank  schemes  to  discover  nimmers; 
A  moon  dial,  with  Napier's  bones, 
And  sev'ral  constellation  stoues. 

BuiUr*»  Hudibnu, 

What  tod  did  honest  Curio  take, 
What  strict  inquiries  did  he  make, 
To  get  one  medal  wanting  yet, 
And  perfect  all  his  Roman  set! 


APPAREL. 

Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy. 
But  not  expressed  in  fancy;  rich,  not  gaudy; 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man. 

Shaks^HamleL 

The  fashion 
Wears  out  more  apparel  than  the  man. 

Shaka,  Much  ado  about  nothing* 

We  will  unto  your  father's, 
Ev*n  in  these  honest,  mean  habiliments : 
Our  purses  shall  be  proud,  our  garments  poor ; 
For  'tis  ihfi  mind  that  makes  the  body  rich : 
And  as  the  sun  breaks  through  the  darkest  clouds, 
So  honour  peereth  in  the  meanest  habit 
What !  is  the  jay  more  precious  than  the  lark. 
Because  his  feathers  are  more  beautiful  7 
Or  is  the  adder  better  than  the  eel. 
Because  his  painted  skin  contents  the  eye  ? 
O  no,  good  Kate ;  neither  art  thou  the  worse 
For  tlJs  poor  furniture,  and  mean  array. 

Shak9,  Taming  of  a  Shreio. 

Thy  gown  ?  why,  ay : — come,  tailor,  let  us  see  *l. 

0  mercy,  God !  what  masking  stuff  is  here  7 
What's  this  7  a  sleeve  7  't is  like  a  demi-cannon : 
What !  up  and  down,  carv'd  like  an  apple-tart  7 
Here  *s  snip  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  slish,  and  slash. 
Like  to  a  censer  in  a  barber's  shop :  — 

Why  what,a'devil's  name,  taibr,  call'st  then  this  7 

Shak$,  Taming  of  a  Shrem* 

My  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  denier, 

1  do  mistake  my  person  all  this  while" 
Upon  my  life,  she  finds  although  I  cannot, 
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MyBclf  to  be  a  maireUam  proper  man. 
I  *11  be  at  charf^  for  a  looklng-glaat ; 
And  entertain  a  score  or  two  of  tailors, 
To  study  fashions  to  adorn  mj  body. 
Since  I  am  crept  in  favonr  with  myselij 
I  will  maintain  it  with  some  little  cost 

Shak9.  Richard  IIL 

Bare  this  gRj  firesh  stut,  as  seems  to  me, 
Hangs  like  green  ivy  on  a  rotten  tree. 

Danid't  HymetC*  Trwmpk, 

I  am  the  same,  withodt  all  difference ;  when 

You  saw  mc  lost,  I  was  as  rich,  as  good ; 

Have  no  additions  since  of  name,  or  blood ; 

Only  because  I  wore  a  thread-bare  suit, 

I  was  not  worthy  of  a  poor  solute. 

A  few  good  clothes  put  on  with  small  ado^ 

Purchase  your  knowledge  and  your  kindred  toOb 

Heyuj90^9  Reyid 


Nor  yet  too  brightly  strive  to  blaze. 

By  stealing  all  the  rainbow  rays; 

Your  gaudy,  artificial  fly 

Will  only  take  the  yotmgcr  fry. 

Who  has  not  seen,  and  seeing  moiimM, 

And  nyourning  smiled,  and  smiling  scom*d, 

In  wild  ambition  flaming  down. 

Borne  comet  from  a  country  town? 

See,  sec* her  in  her  motley  hues; 

Funereal  blacks  and  brimstone  bluet, 

And  lurid  green,  and  bonfire  red. 

At  once  their  varied  radiance  shed; 

And  skin  deep  gold,  and  would  be  pearls^ 

And  oh!  those  heaps  of  corkscrew  curls, 

O.  W.  Hdmn. 

"From  little  matters  let  us  pass  to  less, 
And  lightly  touch  the  mjrsteries  of  drtu; 
The  outward  forms  the  inner  man  reveal. 
We  guess  tlie  pulp  before  we  eat  the  pecL 
One  single  precept  might  the  whole  rondoimo 
Be  sure  your  tailor  is  a  man  of  sense ; 
But  add  a  little  care,  or  decent  pride, 
And  always  err  upon  the  sober  side. 
Wear  *eenily  gloves ;  not  black,  nor  yet  too  light ; 
And  least  of  all  the  pair  that  once  was  white, 
[lave  a  good  hat ;  the  secret  of  your  looks 
Lies  with  the  beaver  in  Canadian  brooks. 
Virtue  may  fknirish  in  an  old  cnvat, 
But  man  and  nature  scorn  the  shocking  hat 
Be  sny  of  breastpins;  plain,  well-iraned,  white. 
With  small  pearl  buttons, — two  of  them  msigfat^— 
Is  always  genome,  while  your  gems  may  pass, 
'lliougn  real  diamonds,  for  ignoble  giaos. 

O.  W.Midmim.\ 


APPEARANCES. 

Appearances  deceive. 
And  thii  one  maxim  is  a  standing,  rule,-*- 
Men  are  not  what  they  seem. 

HisMnTs  Seanderbtg, 

Why  should  the  sacred  character  of  virtue 
Shine  on  a  villain's  countenance  ?    Ye  powers ! 
Why  fix*d  you  not  a  brand  on  treason's  front. 
That  we  might  know  t'  avoid  perfidious  mortals. 

Dennis**  Ifhigeida. 

Thy  plain  and  open  nature  sees  mankind 
But  in  appearances,  not  what  they  are. 

Frmode'B  PkOaUtM, 

Seema^  madam !  nay,  it  is ;  I  know  not  seems, 
'T  is  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother, 
Nor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black. 
Nor  windy  suspiration  of  forc*d  breath, 
No,  nor  the  fhiitful  river  in  the  eye. 
Nor  the  dejected  *havioar  of  the  visage. 
Together  with  all  forms,  modes,  shows  of  grie^ 
That  can  denote  me  truly ;  These,  indeed,  seem. 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play : 
But  I  have  that  within,  which  passeth  show ; 
These,  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe. 

Shaka.  HamUL 

Mislike  me  not  for  my  complexion,— 
The  shadowM  livery  of  the  bumishM  sun. 
To  whom  I  am  a  neighbour,  and  near  bred. 

Shaks,  Merchant  of  Femes. 

You  have  slanderM  nature  in  mj  &rm ; 
Which,  howsoever  rude  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fiiirer  mind 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

Shaks,  King  John, 

There  is  a  ftir  behaviour  in  thee,  captain ; 
And  though  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  ofl  close  in  pollution,  yet  of  thee 
I  will  believe,  thou  hast  a  mind  that  suits 
With  this  thy  fidr  and  outward  character. 

Shak9,  Twdfth  Night. 

He  has,  I  know  not  what. 
Of  greatness  in  his  looks,  and  of  high  fkte 
That  almost  awes  me. 

DrydeiCs  Marriage  a  la  Mode, 

That  gfoomy  outside,  like  a  rusty  chest. 
Contains  the  shining  treasure  of  a  soul 
Besolved  and  brave. 

DrydaCe  Don  Sebastiatu 

Appearances  to  save,  his  only  oave ; 
So  things  seem  right,  no  matter  what  they  an, 

ChurchiWa  Emiad, 
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thej  ibimM  a  very  nymph-Uke  looking  crew, 
Which  might  have  callM  Diana's  choros  ^^Cooaint^ 
Aa  &r  as  outward  show  may  correspond ; 
I  woqH  be  bail  ibr  anything  beyond. 

Byrm*«  Dm  Juan* 

Hie  deepest  ioe  that  ever  fhne 

Can  only  o*er  the  sur&ce  close ; 

The  living  stream  lies  quick  below. 

And  flows,  and  cannot  ceaje  to  flow. 

ByroHm 

One  slanting  up  his  face  did  wink 

The  aalt-rheum  to  the  eyelid^s  brink. 

As  if  to  think — or^-not  to  think  I 

Some  trod  out  stealthily  and  slow, 

As  U*  the  sun  would  faU  in  snow, 

If  they  walked  tOf  instead  offrom 

Mist  Barrett, 

*TtB  not  the  fairest  form  that  holds 

Q^ie  mildest,  purest  soul  within ; 

Tis  not  the  richest  plant  that  folds 

The  sweetest  breath  of  fragrance  in* 

Dawes* 

Within  the  oyster's  shell  uncouth 

The  purest  pearl  may  hide : — 

Trust  me  you'll  find  a  heart  of  truth 

Within  that  rough  outside. 

Mrs;  Oagsod, 

Alas !  I  am  but  woman,  fond  and  weak, 
Without  even  power  mj  proud,  puie  love  to  speak ; 
But  oh,  by  all  I  iul  in,  lore  net  me 
For  what  I  am,  but  what  I  wish  to  be. 

Mfs^Oegeod, 
Wdl,  one  may  Irail  her  silken  robe, 

And  bind  her  locks  with  pearls. 
And  one  may  wreathe  the  woodland  rose 

Among  her  floating  curls ; 
^d  one  may  tread  the  dewy  grass. 

And  one  the  marble  floor. 
Nor  halUhid  bosom  heave  the  less^ 

Nor  faroiderM  corset  more. 

O.  W,  Hdbnee, 


APPLAUSE. 

At  which  the  mdvorsal  host  up  sent 

A  shout  that  tore  hell's  concave,  and  beyond 

Frighted  the  reign  of  chaos  and  old  night 

MHUm^s  ParadiiB  LotL 

The  hollow  abyss 
Heard  At  and  wide,  and  all  the  host  of  hell 
With  dearning  shout  retum'd  them  loud  acclaim* 

MOtonU  PanuUm  Lmu 

He  nid,  sad  sm  the  soimd  of  waters  deep, 
HoasM  murmur  eehoed  to  hk  words  applause 
l%nmh  the  infiaite  host 


No  sooner  had  th'  Almighty  ceased,  but  all 

The  multitude  of  angels,  with  a  shout 

Loud  as  from  numbers  without  number,  sweet 

As  fix>m  blest  voices,  uttering  joy,  heaven  rung 

With  jubilee,  and  loud  hoeannahs  fiU*d 

Th'  eternal  regions. 

JtftZton'f  Paradise  LosL 

.  City,  country,  all. 

Is  in  gay  triumph  tempest  tossM, 

I  scarce  could  press  along.    The  trumpet's  voiee 

Is  lost  in  loud  ropeated  shouts,  that  raise 

Your  name  to  heaven. 

ThomsmCs  Agametmum, 

Then,  bursting  broad,  the  boundless  shout  to 

heaven. 
From  many  a  thousand  hearts  ecstatic  sprung. 

Thomson^s  Liberty. 

Then  give  a  general  shout,  and  send  scared  echo 
Even  to  the  frighted  ears  of  tyranny. 

Sir  A.  Hunts  Julian 


ARCHITECTURE. 

Windows  and  doors  in  nameless  sculpture  drest, 
With  order,  symmetry,  or  taste  unblcst ; 
Forms  like  some  bedlam  statuary^s  dream. 
The  ciaz'd  creation  of  misguided  whim. 

Bums'*  Brigs  of  Ayr. 


ARBOUR. 

And  in  the  thickest  covert  of  that  shade, 
Thero  was  a  pleasaunt  arbour,  not  by  art, 
But  of  the  trees'  owne  inclination  made. 
Which  knitting  their  rancke  braunchcs  part  to  part, 
With  wanton  yvie  twine  entrayl'd  athwart, 
And  eglantine  and  caprifole  among, 
Fashion'd  above  within  their  inmost  part. 
That  neither  Phoebus'  beams  could  through  them 

throng. 
Nor  Aeolus'  sharp  blast  could  wwke  them  any 

wrong.  Spensei^s  Fairy  Queen, 

The  hawthorn  bush,  with  seats  beneath  the  shade. 
For  talking  age,  and  whisp'ring  lovers  made ! 

Goldsmith's  Deserted  Viuage. 


ARGUMENT. 

Be  calm  in  arguing :  For  fierceness  make* 
Error  a  fiiidt,  and  truth  discourtesy. 
Why  ihould  I  feel  another  man's  mistakes 
More  tlia&  his  sickuMses  or  poverty  ? 
In  love  I «lioukl;  but  anger  is  not  love^ 
Nor  wisdom  neither;  therefera  fently  mova 
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Calmness  is  grenX  advanta^ :  He  that  lets 
Anofther  chafe,  may  warm  him  at  hii  fire, 
Mark  all  his  wand'rings,  and  enjoy  his  firsts^ 
As  cmmin^  fencers  suffer  heat  to  tire. 
Truth  dwells  not  m  the  doods :  The  bow  that's 

therSy 
Doth  often  aim  at,  never  hit  the  sphere. 

If  truth  be  with  thy  friend,  be  with  them  both : 
Share  in  the  conquest,  and  oonftss  a  troth. 

^    HtrhtfL 

But  all 's  not  true  that  supposition  saith. 
Nor  have  the  mightiest  arguments  most  faith. 

DrayUnu 

For  arguments,  like  children,  should  be  like 
The  subject  that  begets  them. 

Thoma9  Deeka*9  Saiinnuutix, 

He'd  undertake  to  prove,  by  force 
Of  argument,  a  man 's  no  horse. 
He'd  prove  a  buzzard  is  no  fowl. 
And  that  a  lord  may  be  an  owl, 
A  calf  an  alderman,  a  goose  a  justice, 
And  rooks  committee-men  and  trustees. 

BuOar'M  HudSbnB. 

It  is  in  vain 
(I  see)  to  argue  "gainst  the  grain. 
Or,  like  the  stars,  incline  men  to 
What  they're  averse  themselves  to  do; 
For  when  disputes  are  wearied  out, 
'TIS  interest  still  resolves  the  doubt. 

BuOet^M  Hudihnm, 

A  man  convinced  against  his  will 

Is  of  the  same  opinion  still. 

Buaei»$  HuiUtTM, 

For  obstinacy's  ne'er  so  stifE^ 
As  when  'tis  in  a  wrong  belief. 

BuiUr'9  Hudibras. 

Examples  I  could  cite  you  more; 
Bat  bo  contented  with  these  four; 
For  when  one's  proofi  are  aptly  chosen. 
Four  are  as  valid  as  four  dozen. 

Prior*»  AUna. 

In  argument- 
Similes  are  like  songs  m  love: 
They  much  describe ; — they  nothing  prove. 

Prior*9  Alma, 

In  Signing  too,  the  parson  owned  his  skill, 
For  even  tho'  vanquish'd,  he  could  argue  stilL 

GoUfift Ws  DuerUd  VWagt. 

But  eveilasting  dictates  crowd  his  tongue, 
Perversely  grave,  or  positivoly  wrong. 

Dt,  JahnmnCa  Vanity  qf  Human  Wishm, 


Like  doctors  thus,  when  much  dispute  has  past, 
We  find  our  tenets  just  the  same  at  last 

Pop^i  Moral  EtuyUk 
Who  shall  decide  when  doctors  disagree. 
And  soundest  casuists  doubt,  like  you  or  me. 

Pope's  Moral  Etoayi 


ARMS. 


Ill  ride  in  golden  armour  like  the  sun. 
And  in  my  helm  a  triple  plume  shall  spring, 
Spangled  with  diamonds  dancing  in  the  air, 
To  note  me  emperor  of  the  threefold  world. 

Marlo'o  IH  part  of  Tambaiane  tke  Great, 

Assurance  now  having  armed  all  their  hearts, 
With  proof 'gainst  fear,  not  danger;  they  prepare 
To  arm  themselves  completely  at  all  parts. 
Offensive  and  defensive ;  one  might  swear, 
They  did  such  motions  to  their  armour  give. 
That  iron  breathed,  and  that  steel  did  live. 

AUyn^o  King  Henry  VIL 

In  nature  it  is  foar  that  makes  us  arm ; 

And  fear  by  guilt  is  bred; 

The  guiltless  nothing  dread. 

Defence  not  seeking,  nor  designing  harm. 

Sir  W.  DavenanL 

Who  is  the  happy  warrior  7  who  is  he 

That  every  man  in  arms  should  wish  to  be  7 

— It  is  the  generous  spirit  who  hath  wrought 

Among  the  plans  of  real  life. 

^-'Tis  ho  whose  law  is  reason ;  who  «lepends 

Upon  that  law  as  on  his  best  of  friends. 

— Who  if  he  rise  to  stations  of  command, 

Riws  by  open  means. — 

»-Who  comprehends  his  trust,  and  to  the  same 

Keeps  &ithfui  with  a  singleness  of  aim. 

Wordoworikt 


ARMY. 


So  great  an  host 
As  with  their  weight  shall  make  the  mountains 

quake, 
Even  as  when  windy  exhalations. 
Fighting  for  passage,  tilt  within  the  earth. 

Mark 

From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of 

night, 
Hie  hum  of  either  army  stilly  sounds ; 
That  the  fiz'd  sentinels  almost  receive 
The  secret  whispers  of  each  other's  watch. 
Fire  answers  fire ;  and  through  their  paly  flnmns. 
Each  battle  toes  the  other's  umber'd  &ce. 
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fltoed  Uireatens  steed,  in  high  and  bcMutflil  neighs, 
Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear ;  and  from  the  tents, 
TTie  armourers,  accomplishing  the  knights. 
With  busy  hammers  closing  rivets  up, 
Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 

Shaks,  Henry  V. 

We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working  daj : 
Our  gayneas,  and  oar  gilt,  are  all  besmirched 
With  rainy  marching  in  the  painful  field. 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  host, 
(Good  argument  I  hope  we  will  not  fly,} 
And  time  has  worn  us  into  slovenry : 
Bat  by  the  mass,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim. 

ShakM.  Henry  F. 

"Why  do  you  stay  so  kng,  my  lords  of  France  7 
Yon  island  carrions,  desperate  of  their  bones, 
m  &vour'dly  become  the  morning  field : 
Hieir  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loose. 
And  our  air  shakes  them  passing  scornfully. 

Shaks,  Henry  V. 

Kg  Mars  seems  bankrupt  in  their  beggarM  host, 
And  faintly  through  a  rusty  beaver  peeps. 
Th«  horsemen  sit  like  fixed  candlesticks. 
With  torch-staves  in  their  hand;  and  their  poor 

jades 
Lob  down  their  heads,  drooping  the  hides  and  hips ; 
The  gum  down-roping  ftom  their  pale  dead  eyes ; 
And  in  their  pale  dull  months  the  gimmal  bit 
Lies  foul  with  chaw'd  grass,  still  and  motionless ; 
And  their  ezecutois,  the  knavish  crows. 
Fly  o*er  them  all  impatient  for  their  hour. 

8hak9,  Henry  V. 

Their  armours,  that  march*d  hence  so  silver-bright. 
Hither  return  all  gilt  v^ilh  Frenchmen's  blood ; 
There  stuck  no  plume  in  any  English  crest, 
lliat  is  removed  by  a  staff  of  France ; 
Our  colours  do  return  in  those  same  hands 
That  did  display  them  when  we  first  march  d 
forth; 

A  braver  choice  of  dauntless  spirits, 
Ulan  now  the  English  bottoms  have  wafl  o'er. 
Did  never  float  upon  the  swelling  tide. 
To  do  offence  and  scath  in  Christendom. 
Hie  interruption  of  their  churlish  drums 
Cuts  off  more  circomstance :  they  are  at  hand. 

Shakt.  King  John. 

AH  the  misettled  humours  of  the  land, 

Kash,  inconsiderate,  fiery  voluntaries. 

With  ladies*  faces,  and  fierce  dragons*  spleensi 

Have  sold  th^ir  fortunes  at  their  native  homes. 

Bearing  their  birthrights  proudly  on  their  backs^ 

T9  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  here. 

8hdk9.  King  John. 


And  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntsmen,  come 
Our  lusty  English,  aU  with  purpled  hands, 
Dy'd  in  the  dying  slaughter  of  their  foes. 

Shake.  King  Johm, 

Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal ; 
A  sort  of  vagabonds,  rascals,  and  run-aways. 
A  scum  of  Brctagnes,  and  base  lackey  peasants^ 

I 

Whom  their  o'ercloy'd  country  vomits  forth 
To  desperate  ventures,  and  assur'd  destruction. 

Shake,  Richard  IlL 

Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  land 
Have  we  march'd  on  without  impediment. 

Shake.  Richard  IIL 

Hu  marches  are  expedient  to  this  town. 
His  forces  strong,  his  soldiers  confident 

Shake.  King  John, 

Within  a  ken  our  army  lies ; 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  foar. 
Our  battle  is  more  full  of  names  than  yours, 
Our  men  more  perfect  in  the  use  of  arms. 
Our  armour  all  as  strong,  our  cause  the  best ; 
Then  reason  wills,  our  hearts  should  bo  as  good 

Shake.  Hemy  IV 

All  in  a  moment  through  the  gloom  were  seen 
Ten  thousand  banners  rise  into  the  air 
With  orient  colours  waving :  With  them  rose 
A  forest  huge  of  spears,  and  thronging  helms 
Appear'd,  and  serried  shields  in  thick  array 
Of  depth  immeasurable. 

MUton^e  Paradiet  Loti- 

Ten  thousand  ensigns  high  advanced. 
Standards  and  gonfalons  'twixt  van  and  rear 
Stream  in  the  air,  and  for  distinction  sene 
Of  hierarchies,  of  orders  aud  degrees ; 
Or  in  their  glittering  tissues  bear  emblazed 
Holy  memorials,  acta  of  zeal  and  love 
Recorded  eminent 

MiUotCe  Paradise  Lo9t» 

And  though  reduc'd  to  that  extreme. 

They  have  been  forc'd  to  sing  Te  Detan; 

Yet  with  religious  blasphemy, 

By  flattering  heaven  with  a  lie. 

And  for  their  beating  giving  thanks, 

Th*  have  rais'd  recruits,  and  fill'd  their  ranks 

Butlefe  Hudibntek 

Yet  hark  I  what  discords  now,  of  every  kind. 
Shouts,  laughs,  and  screams  aie  revelling  in  ths 

wind! 
The  neigh  of  cavalry ;  the  tinkling  throngs 
Of  laden  camels,  and  their  drivers'  songs  * 
Ringing  of  arms,  and  flapping  in  the  brcczs 
Of  streamers  ftom  ten  thousand  ranopics ; 
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War-mmic,  bursting  oat  from  time  to  time, 
With  gong  and  t7mbalon*f  tremendoos  chime ; 
Or,  in  the  paoso,  when  harsher  aoands  are  mute, 
llie  mellow  breathings  of  some  horn  or  flute 
That  far  off,  broken  bj  the  eagle  note 
Of  th*  Abyssinian  trumpet,  swell  and  float ! 

iSooreU  LdOa  Rookk 
The  army,  like  a  Hen  from  his  den, 
MarchM  forth  with  nerve  and  sinews  bent  to  slay, 
A  human  hydra  issuing  from  its  ftn 
To  breathe  destruction  on  its  winding  way. 
Whose  heads  were  heroes,  which,  cut  off  in  Tain, 
Immediately  in  others  grew  again. 

Byron'9  Don  Juan, 

They  left  the  ploughshare  in  the  mould. 

The  flocks  and  herds  without  a  fi>ld ; 

The  sickle  in  the  unshorn  grain. 

The  com  half  gamerM  on  the  plain. 

And  musterM  in  their  simple  dress, 

For  wrongs  to  seek  a  stem  redress ; 

To  right  those  wrongs,  come  weal,  come  woe, 

To  perish — or  o*ercome  the  foe. 

JscuK  MeLsOatL 

ART 

In  framing  artists,  art  hath  thus  decreed, 
To  make  some  good,  but  others  to  exceed. 

Shaks,  Perichi. 
What  thing  a  right  line  is,  the  learned  know ; 
But  how  avails  that  him,  who  in  the  right. 
Of  life  and  manners  doth  desire  to  grow  7 
What  are  all  these  human  arts  and  lights 
But  seas  of  error  ?  in  whose  depths  who  sound. 
Of  tmth  find  only  shadows,  and  no  ground. 
Then  if  our  arts  want  power  to  make  us  better. 
What  fixil  will  think  they  can  us  wiser  make. 
Life  is  the  wisdom,  art  is  but  the  letter. 
Or  shell,  which  men  oft  for  the  kemel  take ; 
In  moods  and  figures  moulding  up  deceit. 
To  make  each  science  rather  hard  than  great 

Lard  Brooke, 
Such  is  the  strength  of  art,  rough  things  to  shape. 
And  of  rade  commons  rich  enclosures  make. 

James  HowtU, 
For  though  I  must  confess  an  artist  cab 
i>>jnt'iTe  thing?  better  than  another  man, 
Tet  when  the  task  is  done,  he  finds  his  pains 
iSought  but  to  fill  his  belly  with  his  brains. 
Is  this  the  guerdon  due  to  liberal  arts, 
T*  admire  the  head  and  then  to  starve  the  parts  ? 
Timely  prevention  though  discreetly  used 
Before  the  fruits  of  knowledge  were  abused. 
Wlien  learning  has  incurrM  a  fearful  damp 
Tc  save  our  oil,  His  good  to  r^uench  the  lamp. 

Lady  AUmony. 


Tir*d  at  first  sight,  with  what  the  muse  ImpartSi 
In  fearless  youth  we  tempt  the  heights  of  arts, 
While  from  the  bounded  level  of  our  mind 
Short  views  we  take,  nor  see  the  length  behind ; 
But,  more  advanced,  behold  with  strange  surprise, 
New  distant  scenes  of  endless  science  rise. 

Pope. 

Art  became  the  shadow 
Of  the  dear  star-light  of  thy  haunting  eyes ! 
They  callM  me  vain,  some  mad — I  heeded  not, 
But  stni  toil'd  on,  hoped  on,  for  it  was  surest. 
If  not  to  win,  to  feel  more  worthy  thee. 

BtdtDer*e  Lady  ofLyone, 

Immortal  art !  wherever  the  rounded  sky 
Bends  o*er  the  cradle  where  thy  children  lie, 
llieir  home  is  earth,  their  herald  every  tongue. 

O.  W.  HfAmm. 

Art  is  wondrous  long ; 
Yet  to  the  wise  her  paths  are  ever  feir. 
And  patience  smiles,  tho'  genius  may  despair. 

O.  W,  Holmet. 


ARTIFICE. 

Shallow  artifice  begets  suspieieD, 
And  like  a  cobweb  veil  but  thinly  shades 
The  fiioe  of  thy  design :  alone  disguising 
What  should  have  ne'er  been  seen;  imperfect 

mischief! 
Thou,  like  the  adder,  venomovs  and  dea^ 
Hast  stung  the  traveller ;  and,  after,  hear*st 
Not  his  pursuing  voioe ;  e*en  when  thou  think*it 
To  hide,  the  rustling  leaves  and  bended  grass 
Confess  and  point  the  path  which  thou  hast  crept 

0  fkte  of  feols !  officious  in  contriving ; 
In  executing,  pu2zled,  lame,  and  lost 

LfOngTOBO, 

What  *s  the  bent  brow,  or  neck  in  fkought  reclin*d  7 

The  body's  wisdom  to  conceal  the  mind. 

A  man  of  sense  can  artifice  disdain. 

As  men  of  wealth  may  venture  to  go  plain ; 

And  be  this  truth  eternal  ne'er  forgot, 

Solenmity's  a  cover  for  a  sot 

1  find  the  feol  when  I  behold  the  screen ; 
For  'tis  th«;  wise  man's  interest  to  be  seen. 

Youth's  Love  of  Fame, 


ASTONISHMENT. 

Adam,  soon  as  he  heard 
The  fatal  trespass  done  by  Eve,  amaz'd 
Astonish'd  stood  and  blank,  while  horror  chill 
Ran  through  his  veins  and  all  his  joints  relazM; 
Froip  his  slack  hand  the  garland  wreath'd  for  Evc^ 
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Down  dropp*d,  and  aJl  the  fitded  roset  ihed : 
^eechloH  lie  stood  and  pale. 

MiUon*i  Pmrmdim  Lott 

With  wild  surprise, 
As  if  to  marUe  stmek  devoid  of  sense, 
A  stapid  moment  motionless  she  stood. 

Bat  who  can  paint  the  lover,  as  he  stood, 
Pierced  hy  severe  amazement,  hating  life. 
Speechless  and  fizM  in  all  the  death  of  woe ! 
So^  faint  rcsemhlanco !  on  the  marble  tomb. 
The  well  dissembled  mourner  stands, 
For  ever  silent  and  for  ever  sad. 

Thamton'9  Seasons, 

Hear  it  not,  ye  stars ! 
And  thou,  psle  moon !  turn  paler  at  the  soond. 

Youn^9  Night  Thaufhts. 


ATHEIST. 

When  prqndiee  and  strong'  aversions  work, 
AH  whose  opinions  wo  dislike  are  atheists. 
Now  *tis  a  term  of  art,  a  bug-bear  word. 
The  villain's  engine,  and  the  vulgar's  terror. 
The  man  who  thinks  and  judges  fi>r  himself 
Unswaj*d  by  aged  follies,  reverend  errors. 
Grown  holy  by  traditionary  dulness 
Of  school  aothority,  he  is  an  atlioist 
The  man  who,  hating  idle  noise,  preserves 
A  pore  relifioo  seated  in  his  soul, 
He  is  a  silent  dopib  dissembling  atholst ! 

8ewdt9  Sir  Walitr  RdUigh, 
Virtae  in  distress,  and  vice  in  triumph. 
Hake  atheists  of  mankind. 

Dryden*$  Cleomene». 


AUTHORa 

How  many  great  ones  may  rcmemberM  be. 
Which  in  their  days  most  fiunonsly  did  flourish. 
Of  whom  no  vrord  we  hear,  nor  sign  now  see. 
But  as  things  wip'd  out  with  a  sponge  do  perish. 
Because  they  living  cared  not  to  cherish 
No  gentle  wits,  through  pride  or  covetize 
Which  might  their  names  fi>r  ever  memorize ! 

fi|peiifer*«  llttms  cf  Time, 
het  autfutfs  write  tor  glory  or  reward, 
Thith  is  well  paid,  when  she  is  sung  and  heard. 

it  Corto,  Bi$kop  <f  Narwiek. 

He  that  writes, 
Or  makes  a  feast,  more  certainly  invites 
His  judges  than  his  friends ;  there 's  not  a  guest 
But  irifi  find  something  wanting,  or  ill  drest 

PrttoguB  to  Sir  A.  Hbwtatt$  SurpriMm, 
C 


Much  thou  hast  said,  which  I  know  when 

And  where  thou  storst  fhnn  other  men ; 

Whereby  't»  plain  thy  light  and  gifts, 

Are  all  but  plagiary  shifla. 

Butler''8  Hudihms 

Some  write,  confined  by  physic ;  some  by  debt ; 
Some,  fi>r  'tis  Sunday ;  some,  because  't  is  wet ; 
Another  writes  because  his  father  writ, 
And  proves  himself  a  bastard  by  hie  wit 

Young's  Epistle  to  Mr,  Peps 

Authors  are  jodg'd  by  strange  capricious  rules. 
The  great  ones  are  thought  mad,  the  small  ones 

fools; 
Yet  sure  the  best  arc  most  severely  &tcd, . 
For  fbols  are  only  laughM  at — wits  are  liatcd. 
Blockheads  with  reason  men  of  sense  abhor ; 
But  fool  'gainst  fool  is  barb'roua  civil  war. 
Why  on  all  authors  then  should  critics  fall  7 
Since  some  have  writ,  and  shown  no  wit  at  alL 

JPope. 

An  author !    Tis  a  venerable  name ! 

How  few  deserve  it,  and  what  numbers  claim ! 

Unblest  with  sense  above  their  peers  refin'd, 

Who  shall  stand  up,  dictators  to  mankind  7 

Nay,  who  dare  shine,  if  not  in  virtue's  cause  7 

That  solo  proprietor  of  just  applause. 

Young. 

Authors  alone,  with  more  than  savage  rage, 

Unnat'ral  war  with  brother  authors  wage 

Pope. 

None  but  an  author  knows  an  author's  cares. 
Or  fiincy's  fondness  for  the  child  she  bears. 

Cowper*s  Progress  of  Errm . 

By  custom  safe,  the  poet's  numbers  flow, 

Free  as  the  light  and  air  some  years  ago. 

No  statesman  e'er  will  find  it  worth  its  pains. 

To  tax  our  labours,  and  excise  our  brains. 

Burthens  like  these  will  eartlily  blessings  bear, 

No  tribute 's  laid  on  castles  in  the  air. 

CnutehUl 

Some  write  a  narrative  of  wars  and  feats, 
Of  heroes  little  known,  and  call  the  rant 
An  history.    Describe  the  man,  of  whom 
His  own  coevals  took  but  little  note, 
And  paint  his  person,  character  and  views, 
As  they  had  known  him  from  his  motlicr's  womb. 

Cowper's  7'aA, 

And  novels  (witness  every  month's  review) 
Belie  their  name*  and  o&r  nothing  new. 

Cowper's  Retiremem. 

One  hates  an  author  fliat's  oB  ««<Aor,  f^Uows 
In  foolscap  unilhrms  tum'd  up  with  ink. 
So  very  anxious,  clever,  fine,  and  jealous, 
One  donH  know  wilat  to  sbt  to  them,  or  thuik. 
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UnU^Bs  to  pufT  tliem  with  a  pair  of  bellowi ; 
or  coxcombry's  worst  coxcombs,  e*eii  the  pink 
Are  preferable  to  these  shreds  of  paper, 
These  UDquenchM  snuffings  of  the  midnigrht  taper. 

*T is  pleasant  sore  to  see  one*s  name  in  print; 
A  book  *s  a  book,  although  there  *s  nothing  in  *L 

ByrwL 

Bat  every  fool  describes  in  these  bright  days, 
His  wondrous  journey  to  some  foreign  court, 
And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  praise ; 
Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him  't  is  sport 

Bynm*t  Don  Juan. 
He  had  written  praises  of  a  regicide ; 
He  had  written  praises  of  all  kings  whatever ; 
Ho  had  written  for  republics  &r  and  wide. 
And  then  against  them  bitterer  than  ever. 

Byrfm^9  Vision  of  Judgment, 

Our  doctors  thus  with  stuff'd  sufficiency 

Of  all  omnigenous  omnisciency. 

Began  (as  who  would  not  begin 

That  had,  like  him,  so  much  witliin  7) 

To  let  it  out  in  books  of  all  sorts. 

Folios,  quartos,  large  and  small  sorts. 

Mtort, 

Some  steal  a  thought. 

And  clip  it  round  the  edge,  and  challenge  him 
Whose  'twas  to  swear  to  it  To  serve  things  thus 
Is  as  foul  witches  to  cut  up  old  moons 
Into  new  stars.    Some  never  rise  above 
A  pretty  fault,  like  fiiulty  dahlias ; 
And  of  whose  best  things  it  is  kindly  said, 
The  thought  is  fair ;  but  to  be  perfect,  wants 
A  little  heightening,  like  a  pretty  face 

With  a  low  forehead. 

BaOeffg  Featu; 

AUTHORITY. 

A  man  in  authority  is  but  as 

A  candle  in  the  wind,  sooner  wasted 

Or  blown  out  than  under  a  bnshd. 

Beawmonl  and  FUieker'i  Four  Plays  in  One, 

Not  from  grey  hairs  authority  doth  flow, 

Nor  from  bald  heads,  nor  from  a  wrinkled  brow ; 

Bat  our  past  lifb,  when  virtuously  spent, 

Must  to  our  age  tho«e  happy  fruits  present 

Denham, 

Anfnority  kept  up,  old  age  secures, 

Whose  dignity  as  long  as  life  endures. 

Denhanu 

Authority  bears  off  a  credent  bulk, 

TJiat  no  particular  scandal  once  can  touch. 

But  it  oonfbonds  the  breather. 

Shah.  Mm.  for  Mm, 


Authority,  though  it  err  like  others. 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itself^ 
That  skins  the  voice  o*  the  top. 

Shaki,  Mm.  for  Mm, 

Man,  proud  man, 

Drest  in  a  little  brief  authority, 

Most  ignorant  of  what  hc*s  most  assur*d. 

His  glassy  easence — like  an  angry  ape, 

Plays  such  fantastic  tricks  before  high  heaven 

As  make  the  angels  weep ! 

Shako.  Mm,  for  Mm 

My  soul  aches 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up, 
Neither  supreme,  how  soon  confusion 
May  enter  *twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 
The  one  by  the  other. 

Authority  is  a  disease  and  cure. 

Which  men  can  neither  want  nor  will  endure. 

BuOer'M  Hudibra$. 

Authority  intoxicates. 
And  makes  mere  sots  of  magistrates; 
Tlie  fumes  of  it  invade  the  brain. 
And  make  men  giddy,  proud,  and  vain; 
By  this  the  fool  commands  the  wise. 
The  noble  with  the  base  complies, 
The  sot  assumes  the  rule  of  wit. 
And  cowards  make  the  base  submit 

Buder'M  Hudibrao, 

Hie  monarch  mind,  the  mystery  of  commanding, 
The  birth-hour  gift,  the  art  Napoleon, 

Of  winning,  fettering,  moulding,  wielding,  binding 

Tho  hearts  of  mxllions  till  they  soem  as  one, 

Thou  hast  it 

HaUecL 


AUTUMN 

Then  came  the  antonme,  all  in  yellow  dad. 
As  though  he  joyed  in  his  plenteous  store. 
Laden  with  fruits  that  made  him  laugh,  full  glad 
That  he  had  banisliM  hunger,  which  to-fore 
Had  by  the  belly  oft  him  pinched  sore ; 
Upon  his  head  a  wreath  tliat  was  cnrold 
With  ears  of  come  of  every  sort,  ho  bore. 
And  in  his  hand  a  sickle  he  did  holde. 
To  reape  the  ripened  fruit  the  which  the  earth 
had  yold.  Sjpenser'M  Fmry  Queen, 

Whate*er  the  wanton  spring. 
When  she  doth  diaper  the  ground  with  beauties, 
Toils  for ;  comes  home  to  autumn ;  summer  sweats 
Either  in  pasturing  her  furlongs,  reaping 
llic  crop  of  bread,  ripening  the  fruits  for  food. 
Autumn's  garners  house  them«  autumn's  joUittef 
Feed  on  them :  I  alone  in  every  land 


AVARICE. 


Traffic  my  useful  mercKandise ;  gold  and  jewolB, 
Lordlj  poefieasionfl  are  for  my  commoditiM 
M()rt|[agM  and  sold ;  I  rit  chief  moderator 
Between  the  cheek-parch*d  aummor,  and  th*  ex- 
tremes 
Of  winter*!  tedious  frost;  nay,  in  myself 
I  do  contain  another  teeming  spring : 
Surety  of  health,  prosperity  of  life 
Belongs  to  autumn. 

Ford  and  Decker"*  Sun^9  Darling, 

Tlie  year  growing  ancient, 

Not  yet  on  summer's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 

Of  trembling  winter. 

Skika,  WinUr't  Tale, 

Hirice  happy  time, 
Best  portion  of  the  variouB  year,  in  which 
Nature  rejoiceth,  smiling  on  her  works, 
liorely,  to  ibll  perfection  wrought 

Pkmp$'$  Cider. 

Bot  see  the  fading  many-coIonrM  woods, 

Riade  deep*ning  over  shade,  the  country  round 

Imbrown ;  crowded  umbrage,  dusk,  and  dun. 

Of  evtrj  hue,  from  wan  declining  green 

To  sooty  dark. 

Tkom$on^$  Seaemie, 

The  pale  descending  year,  yet  pleasing  still, 
A  gentler  mood  inspires ;  for  now  the  leaf 
Incessant  rustles  from  the  moumfbl  grove ; 
Oft  startling  snich  as,  studious,  walk  below, 
And  slowly  circles  thro'  the  waving  air. 

Thommm't  Smmim, 

fled  IB  the  blasted  verdure  of  the  fields ; 
And,  shrunk  into  their  beds,  the  flowery  race 
Their  sunny  robes  resign.    Even  what  remainM 
Of  stronger  fruits  fiills  from  the  naked  tree ; 
And  woods,  fields,  gardens,  orchards,  all  around 
The  desolated  prospect  thrills  the  souL 

Again  the  year's  decline,  midst  storms  and  floods 
The  thundering  chase,  the  yellow  fading  woods, 
Invite  mj  song ;  that  fain  would  boldly  tell 
Of  upland  coverts,  and  the  echoing  dcU, 
By  turns  resounding  loud  at  eve  and  mom 
The  swineherd's  hallow  or  the  shepherd's  horn. 

BloamfiMt  Former  Boy. 

Oh,  Autumn  I  why  so  soon 

Depart  the  hues  that  make  thy  forest  glad ; 
Thy  gentle  wind  and  thy  fair  suimy  noon, 

And  leave  thee  vnld  and  sad ! 
Ah !  'twere  a  lot  too  blest 

For  ever  in  thy  colour'd  shades  to  stray ; 

Amid  the  kisrcs  of  the  soft  southwest 

To  rove  and  dream  for  aye. 

BrffamCM  Pssms. 


Those  fow  pale  Autunrn  flowers! 

How  beautiful  they  are ! 

Than  all  tiiat  went  before, 

Hian  all  the  Summer  store, 

How  lovelier  far! 

3frs.  Seuthof, 

That  lovolincss  ever  in  motion,  which  plays. 
Like  the  light  upon  Autumn's  soil,  shadowy  dajrs. 
Now  here  and  now  there,  giving  warmth  as  it  flics 
From  the  lips  to  the  cheeks,  from  the  cheek  to  the 
eyes !  Moore, 

Wild  is  the  music  of  autumnal  winds 

Amongst  the  &ded  woods. 

Werdewortk 


AVARICE. 

And  greedy  avarice  by  him  did  ride 

Upon  a  camell  loaden  all  with  gold; 

Two  iron  coffers  hang  on  either  side, 

With  precious  metall  full  as  they  might  hold 

And  in  his  lap  an  heap  of  coin  he  told ; 

l^or  of  his  wicked  pelf  his  god  he  made. 

And  unto  hell  himself  for  tnoney  sold ;       * 

Accursed  usury  was  all  his  trade. 

And  right  and  wrong  ylike  in  equall  balau<.s 

waido. 
His  life  was  nigh  xmto  death's  dore  yplaste ; 
And  thred-baro  coto  and  cobbled  shoes  he  ware. 
He  scarce  good  morsell  all  his  lifo  did  taste, 
But  both  firom  baeke  and  belly  stiU  did  spaj'e. 
To  fill  his  bags,  and  richesse  to  compare : 
Yet  child  ne  kinsman  living  had  he  none. 
To  leave  them  to ;  but  thorough  daUy  care 
To  get,  and  nightly  foare  to  lose  his  owne. 
He  led  a  wretched  life  unto  himselfo  unknowne^ 
Most  wretched  wight  whom  nothing  might  suffice, 
Whose  greedy  lust  did  lack  in  greatest  store. 
Whose  need  had  end,  but  no  end  covetise. 
Whose  wealth  was  want,  whose  plenty  made  him 

poor, 
Who  had  enough,  yet  wished  evermore. 

Spenter'e  Fainf  Queen, 

And  in  his  lap  a  masse  of  coyne  he  told 
And  turned  upside  downe,  to  feedo  his  eye 
And  covetous  desire  with  his  huge  treasury. 

^jwfissr's  Fairy  Qveen, 

See! 
The  difference  *twixt  the  covetous  and  the  prodigal . 
The  covetous  man  never  has  money, 
And  the  prodigal  will  have  none  shortly ! 

Jokneon'e  St^  f^iVdos. 

When  all  sins  are  old  in  us, 

And  go  upon  crutches,  covetoosness 

Does  but  then  lie  in  her  cradle. 

Decttf 
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Gross  nartnr'd  slaves,  who  ibroe  their  wretched 

•odIs 
To  crouch  to  profit ;  nay,  fbr  trash  and  wealth, 
Doat  on  some  crooked  or  misshapen  ibrm, 
llug^jring  wise  nature's  lame  deformity, 
Begetting  creatnros  ngly  as  themselves. 

John  Ford*8  Lave  Saer\fiee, 

When  I  was  blind,  my  son,  I  did  miscall 
My  sordid  vice  of  avarice,  true  thrift. 
Rut  now  forget  that  lesson,  I  prithee  do, 
That  cos*ning  vice,  although  it  seems  to  keep 
Our  wealth,  debars  us  from  possessing  it, 
And  maken  us  more  than  poor. 

Ma^0  Old  CoupU. 

Of  age's  avarice  I  cannot  see 

What  colour,  ground,  or  reason  there  should 

be; 
Is  it  not  folly,  when  the  way  we  ride 
Is  short,  for  a  long  voyage  to  provide  7 
To  avarice  some  title  yoath  may  own, 
lb  reap  in  autumn,  what  a  spring  had  sown ; 
And  with  the  providence  of  bees  or  ants, 
Preveht  with  summer's  plenty  winter's  wants. 
But  age  scarce  sows,  till  death  stands  by  to 

reap. 
And  to  a  stranger's  hand,  transfors  the  heap ; 
Afraid  to  be  so  once,  she's  always  poor. 
And  to  avbid  a  mischief,  makes  it  sure. 
Such  madness,  as  for  foar  of  death  to  die, 
Id  to  be  poor  for  foar  of  poverty. 

What  less  than  fool  is  man  to  prog  and  plot. 
And  lavish  out  the  cream  of  all  his  care. 
To  gain  poor  seeming  goods  which,  being  got, 
Make  firm  possession  but  a  thoroughfare ; 
Or,  if  they  stay,  they  ftirrow  thoughts  the  deeper; 
'Ajid  being  kept  with  care,  they  lose  their  careful 
keeper.  Qiiariet. 

In  all  the  world  .there  is  no  vice 
Le«ts  prone  t'  excess  than  avarice ; 
It  neither  cares  foor  food  nor  clothing : 
JNature's  content  with  little,  that  with  nothing. 

BtUler. 
L'Avare  not  using  half  hiv  storey 
8(iU  gmmbles  that  he  has  no  more; 
Strikes  not  the  present  tun,  for  fear 
The  vintage  should  be  bad  nejEt  year. 
And  eats  to-day  with  inward  sorrow, 
And  dread  of  foncy'd  want  to-morrow. 

Prioi^i  Abna, 

Out  the  ba«e  miser  starves  amidst  hip.  store, 
lUoods  on  his  geld,  and  griping  still  at  more» 
^to  sadly  pining,  and  believes  h^'s  poor* 

Dryden^B  Wife  if  Baik  | 


May  his  soul  be  plu^g'd 
In  ever  bnming  floods  of  liquid  gold. 
And  be  his  avarice  the  fiend  that  damns  him. 

Murphi^M  Ahnmm, 

To  cram  the  rich  was  prodigal  expense. 
And  who  would  take  the  poor  fVom  Providence  7 
Like  some  lone  chartreujc  stands  tlic  good  old  hall. 
Silence  without  and  fasts  within  the  wall ; 
No  raftcr'd  roofs  with  dance  and  tabor  sound. 
No  noon.tide  bell  invites  tlie  country  round : 
Tenants  with  sighs  tho  smokeless  towers  survey, 
And  turn  th'  unwilling  steeds  another  way ; 
Benighted  wanderers,  the  forest  o'er, 
Curs'd  the  savM  candle,  and  unopening  door ; 
While  the  gaunt  mastiff  growling  at  the  gate, 
Affiights  the  beggar  whom  ho  longs  to  eat 

Pape*»  Moral  Es9ay9 

'Tb  strange  the  miser  should  his  cares  employ 
To  gain  those  riches  he  can  ne'er  enjoy ; 
Is  it  less  strange  the  prodigal  should  waste 
His  wealth  to  purchase  what  he  ne'er  can  taste  7 

Pope's  Mora/  Ettayt, 

Riches,  like  insects,  when  eonoeal'd  they  lie. 
Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  season  fly ; 
Who  sees  pale  Mammon  pine  amidst  his  store 
Sees  but  a  backward  steward  for  the  poor; 
This  year  a  reservoir,  to  keep  and  spaic; 
The  next  a  fountain,  spouting  through  his  heir. 
In  lavish  streams  to  quench  a  country's  thirst, 
And  men  and  dogs  sliall  drink  him  till  tliey  burst. 

Pope's  Moral  Enays. 

Wealth  in  the  gross  is  death,  but  lifo  diflus'd ; 
As  poison  heals,  in  just  proportions  us'd ; 
In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  sink  it  lies, 
And  well  dispen'd,  is  incense  to  the  skies. 

Pope's  Moral  Eomy$ 

•"  I  give  and  I  devise,"  (Old  Euclio  8aid» 
And  sigh'd,)  ''my  lands  and  tenements  to  Ned." 
Your  money,  sir  7 — **  My  moncy»  sir,  what,  all  7 
Why,  if  I  must"  (then  wept),  "  I  give  it  Paul" 
The  manor,  sir  7 — ^  The  manor !  hold,"  he  cried, 
^Not  that — I  cannot  part  witli  that,"  and  died. 

Pope^s  Moral  Estayt. 

The  lust  of  gold  succeeds  the  lost  of  conquest : 
The  lust  of  gold,  unfoeling  and  remorseless ! 
The  last  corruption  of  degenerate  man. 

Dr,  J6knaofC$  Irene^ 

Some,  o^er-enamour'd  of  their  bogs,  run  mad. 
Groan  under  gold,  yet  weep  for  want  of  bread. 

Young' 9  Night  ThoughU. 

O  cursed  love  of  gold ;  when  for  thy  sake 
The  fool  tluDWB  up  his  interest  in  both  worlds, 
Fir«t  starv'd  in  this,  then  damn'd  in  that  to  oome. 

JBisir's  (rfisec. 
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Who^  lord  of  miniona,  tremblei  for  his  storey 
And  fean  to  give  a  laithinif  to  the  poor; 
PhMsIftims  tfaftt  penury  will  be  his  fkto. 
And,  Bcoiriin^f  looks  on  ehori^  with  hato. 

Dr.  WohfC9  PeUr  Pindan 

He  love  of  gold,  that  meanest  rage, 
And  latest  Iblly  of  man's  sinking  age. 
Which,  rarely  Tcnturing  in  the  van  of  lift. 
While  nobler  passions  wage  tlieir  heated  strife. 
Comes  skulking  last  with  selfishness  and  fear, 
And  dies  collecting  lumber  in  the  rear ! 

The  credukjus  hope  of  mntaal  minds  is  o*er, 
The  copious  nse  of  claret  is  ferbid  too, 
So  fer  a  good  old-gcntlemanly  Tice, 
I  think  I  most  take  np  with  avarice* 

Byron't  Dmt  Juan, 

Oh  gold !— why  call  we  misers  miserable? 

Tbein  is  the  pleasure  that  can  never  pall ; 

Tlieirs  is  the  best  bower-anchor,  the  chain  cable, 

Which  holds  fest  other  pleasures  great  and  small ; 

Te  who  but  see  the  saving  man  at  table, 

And  soom  his  temperate  board,  as  none  at  all. 

And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  sparing, 

Know  not  idiat  visions  spring  from  each  cheese^ 

paring. 

ByrmC9  Doa  Juan, 

Why  eall  the  miser  miserable  ?    As 

I  said  befetre,  the  frugal  Tife  is  his, 

Which  in  a  saint  or  cynic  ever  was 

The  theme  of  praise :  a  hermit  would  not  miss 

Canonisation  fer  the  selfeeme  cause. 

And  whcrefere  blame  gaunt  wealth's  austerities  7 

Because,  you  11  say,  naught  calls  for  such  a  trial  i — 

Hien  there  "s  more  merit  in  his  sel^deniaL 

Bymi*«  Dan  Juan. 

But  whether  all,  or  each,  or  none  of  these, 
May  be  the  hoarder's  principle  of  action, 
Tlie  fed  will  call  such  mania  a  disease : — 
What  is  his  own  ?    Go  look  at  each  transaction, 
Wars,  revels,  loves — do  these  bring  men  more  ease 
Than  the  mere  plodding  through  each  vulgar 

fraction ; 
Or  do  they  benefit  mankind  7    Lean  miser  I 
liet  spendthrifts'  heirs  inquire  of  yours,  who's 

wiser? 

ByrorCi  Don  Juan. 

Why  Mammon  sits  befere  a  million  hearths 
Where  God  is  bolted  out  from  every  house. 

BaUiey'9  FettuB. 
The  churi  who  holds  it  heresy  to  think. 
Who  loves  no  music  but  the  dollar's  clink, 
Vrho  laughs  to  scorn  the  wisdom  of  the  schools, 
AsmI  deems  the  first  of  poete  first  of  fools. 


Who  never  fennd  what  good  from  science  grew. 
Save  the  grand  truth,  that  one  and  one  make  two^ — 
Tis  he,  across  whose  brain  scarce  dares  to  creep 
Aught  but  thrift's  parent  pair — to  get,  to  keep ! 

Chariet  Sprague. 


AWKWARDNESS. 

What's  a  fine  person,  or  a  beauteous  face, 
Unless  deportment  gives  them  decent  grace  7 
Bless'd  with  all  other  requisites  to  please. 
Some  want  the  striking  elegance  of  ease, 
The  curious  eye  their  awkward  movement  tires. 
They  seem-  like  puppets  led  about  by  wires. 

CJmrcMWi  RoociaJL 

Awkward,  embarrass'd,  stiff,  without  the  skill 
Of  moving  gracefully,  or  stending  still. 
One  leg,  as  if  suspicious  of  his  brother. 
Desirous  seems  to  run  away  fi:om  t'other. 

CkurcJtiWo  Rooeiad. 

Not  all  the  pumice  of  the  poUsh'd  town 
Can  smooth  the  roughness  of  the  barnyard  clows  ; 
Rich,  honbur'd,  titled,  he  betrays  his  race 
B|y  this  one  mark — he's  awkward  in  his  fuce. 

O.  W.  Holnui 


BANISHMENT. 

We  banish  you  our  territories : 

Tou,  cousin  Hereford,  on  pain  of  death. 

Till  twice  five  summers  have  enrich'd  our  fields, 

Shall  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions. 

But  tread  the  stranger  paths  of  banishment 

Skakt.  Richard  11 

All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  visits, 
Are  to  a  wise  man  porte  and  happy  havens. 
Teach  thy  necessity  to  reason  thus : 
There  is  hu  virtue  like  necessity. 

ShakM,  Richard  11. 

Go  say,  I  sent  thee  forth  to  purchase  honour ; 
And  not  the  king  exiled  thee.    Or  suppose 
Devouring  pestilence  hangs  in  our  air. 
And  thou  art  flying  to  a  fresher  clime. 
Look  what  thy  soul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 
To  lie   that  way  thou  goest,  not  whence  tho«i 
comest.  Shakt.  Rickatd  II 

Flies  may  do  this,  when  I  from  this  must  fly; 
They  are  ttee  men,  but  I  am  banislied. 

Shako.  Romeo  and  Juhtt, 

I've  stoopt  my  neck  under  your  injuries, 
^\nd  sigh'd  my  English  breath  in  foreign  donon, 
Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banishment ; 
While  you  have  fed  upon  roy  signorios; 

4 


88 


BARGAIN -BATTLR 


Diflpark'd  my  parks,  and  fellM  mj  forait  woods; 
From  mine  own  windows  torn  my  bousehold-coat, 
IUlzM  out  my  impresi ;  leaving  me  no  sign. 
Bare  men*s  opinions,  and  my  \xnng  blood« 
To  show  tlie  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 

SkakB,  Richard  JL 

Banished? 
0  fnar,  the  damned  use  that  word  in  hell ; 
Howlingfl  attend  it :  how  hast  thou  the  heart, 
Being  a  divine,  a  ghostly  c<m&flsor,         * 
A  sin  absolver,  and  my  friend  profest, 
To  mangle  me  with  that  word — banishment? 

Shaks^  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

Banish  me? 

Banish  your  dotage:  banish  usury, 

That  makes  the  senate  ugly. 

Shak$,  T^nunu 


BARGAIN. 

Ill  giye  thrice  so  much  land. 
To  any  well  deserving  friend; 
But  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  me, 
1  *11  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 

Shakt,  Henry  IV. 
The  age  of  bargaining,  said  Burke, 
Has  come :  to-day  the  turbonM  Turk 
Is  England's  friend  and  ftst  ally. 

HaUeek't  Poenu. 

Lord  Stafford  mines  for  coal  and  salt, 
Hie  Duke  of  Norfolk  deals  in  malt. 

The  Douglas  in  red  herrings ; 
And  noble  name  and  cultur'd  land. 
Palace,  and  park,  and  vassal  band. 
Are  powerless  to  the  notes  of  hand 

Of  Rothschild  or  the  Barings. 

HaUeck'9  Alntaich  Cattle. 


BATTLE. 

Therewith  they  gan,  both  furiom  and  fell. 
To  thunder  blowcs,  and  fiercely  to  assails 
Cach  other,  bent  his  enemy  to  quell, 
'Hiat  with  their  force  they  perst  both  plate  and 

maile. 
And  made  wide  furrows  in  their  fleshes  fraile. 
That  it  would  pity  any  living  eie. 
T^arge  floods  of  blood  adowne  their  sides  did  rails, 
Itut  floods  of  blood  could  not  them  satisfie : 
Both  hongred  afler  death ;  both  chose  to  win  or  die. 

Speiuei'e  Fairy  Qiteen, 

l^en  to  the  rest  his  wrathful  hand  he  bends, 
•  )f  whom  he  makes  such  havocko  and  such  hew. 
Thai  swanns  of  damned  soules  to  hell  he  sends; 


The  rest,  that  scape  his  sword  and  death  eschew 
Fly  like  a  flocke  of  doves  before  a  falcon's  view. 

Spen9er*8  Fairy  Queea, 

All  sodainly  enflam'd  with  furious  fit, 
Like  a  fell  lionesse,  at  him  she  flew. 
And  on  Ms  hcad-piece  him  so  fiercely  smit. 
That  to  the  ground  him  quite  she  overthrew, 
DismayM  so  with  the  stroke  that  he  no  colours 
knew.  SpenMer'e  Fairy  Queen. 

The  eager  armies  meet  to  try  their  cause. 
Our  EngUsIi  lords  in  four  battalias 
Bring  on  their  forces,  but  so  furious  grows 
In  little  time  the  fight,  so  near  the  blows. 
That  soon  no  order  we  perceive  at  all. 
For,  like  one  body,  closely  move  they  alL 

May'e  Edvoard  lit 

In  single  opposition,  hand  to  hand. 

He  did  confound  the  best  part  of  an  hour 

In  changing  hardinient  with  great  Glendowcr : 

Tliree  times  they  breathed,  and  three  times  did 

they  drink, 
Upon  agreement,  of  swifl  Severn's  flood. 

Shake.  Henry  IV. 

Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  English  mother. 
Whose  sons  he  scatterM  on  the  bleeding  ground  : 
Many  a  widow's  husband  grovelling  lies, 
Coldly  embracing  the  discolour'd  earth : 
And  victory,  with  little  loss,  dotli  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  tlie  French. 

Shake.  King  John 

If  we  aro  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enough 
To  do  our  country  loss ;  and  if  to  live. 
The  fewer  men  the  greater  share  of  honour. 

Shake.  Henry  V. 

A  thousand  hearts  are  groat  witliln  my  bosom ; 
Advance  our  standards,  set  upon  our  foes; 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  saint  Gcorgo, 
Inspire  us  with  tlie  spleen  of  fiery  dragons ! 
Upon  them !     Victory  sits  on  our  helms. 

Sliake.  Richard  III. 

The  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wratli ; 
And  ready  mounted  arc  they  to  spit  forth 
Their  iron  indignation  'gainst  your  wall^. 

Shake.  King  John. 

My  sons — God  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them : 
But  this  I  know — they  have  demean'd  theraseh'cs 
Like  men  bom  to  renown,  by  life,  or  death. 
Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me ; 
And  tlirioe  cried —  Courage^ father^ fght  Hoed! 
And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  on  my  side. 
With  purple  fiiulchion,  painted  to  the  hilt. 
In  blood  of  those  that  had  encounter'd  him. 

Shake.  Henry  VL 


BATTLE. 


SO 


McthoQgiit,  he  bore  him  in  the  thickeRt  troop, 
As  doth  a  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat : 
Or  u  a  boar,  cncompaasM  round  with  dogs ; 
Who  having  pinchM  a  few,  and  made  them  cry, 
The  rat  atand  all  aloo(  and  bark  at  hinu 

ShaU  Htwry  VI, 

And  now  their  migrhticat  qucUM,  the  battle  swerved. 
With  many  an  inroad  ^r'd ;  deibrmcd  rout 
Enter'd  and  foul  disorder ;  all  the  ground 
With  ahlver*d  armour  strown,  and  on  a  heap 
Chariot  and  charioteer  lay  overtomM, 
And  fiery  foaming  steeds. 

Mikon*9  Paradise  Loit, 

Twizt  host  and  hoet  but  narrow  space  was  left, 
A  dreadM  interval,  and  front  to  front 
Presented  stood  in  terrible  array 
Of  hideous  length ;  before  the  cloudy  van 
On  the  rough  edge  of  battle  ere  it  joined, 
Satan,  with  vast  and  haughty  strides  advanc*d. 
Came  tow'ring,  armM  in  adamant  and  gold. 

MiUon't  Paradise  LoaL 

The  shout 
Of  battle  now  began,  and  rushing  sound 
Of  onset  ended  soon  each  milder  thought 

MHUnCe  Paradise  LotL 

Now  night  her  course  began,  and  over  heaven 

Inducing  darkness,  grateful  truce,  imposM 

Iler  silenoe  on  the  odious  din  of  war : 

Under  her^  cloudy  covert  hath  retir*d, 

Victor  and  vaaquish^d. 

MUUnCs  Paradise  LasL 

Each  at  the  head 
Levell'd  his  deadly  aim ;  their  &tal  hands 
No  second  stroke  intended* 

MUUnCs  Paradise  Lost, 

When  one,  that  bare  a  linki 
0*  th*  sudden  clapp*d  his  flaming  cudgel, 
like  linstock,  to  the  horse*s  touch-hole ; 
And  straight  another  with  his  flambeau, 
Gave  Ralpho  o*er  the  eyes  a  danm*d  blow. 

Butler's  Hudibras. 
Tis  not  tlie  least  disparagement 
To  be  defeated  by  th'  event, 
Nor  to  be  beaten  by  main  ferco. 
That  does  not  make  a  man  the  worse; 
Bat  to  torn  tail,  and  run  away. 
And  without  blows  give  up  the  day. 
Or  to  surrender  ere  th'  assault. 
That's  no  man's  fertune,  but  his  feult 

Butler's  Hudibras. 

FpQ  oft  the  rivals  met,  and  neither  spar'd 
Hb  utmost  force,  and  each  fergot  to  ward. 
The  head  of  this  was  to  the  saddle  bent, 
T^  other  baekward  to  the  crupper  sent 

Jhjfden^s  PaUtmon  mid  Areiie. 


Ilark^-the  death-denooncing  trumpet  sounds 

The  fatal  charge,  and  shouts  proclaim  the 

Destruction  rushes  dreadful  to  the  field, 

And  bathes  itself  in  blood :  havoc  let  loose 

Now  undistinguish'd,  rages  all  around ; 

While  ruin,  seated  on  her  dreary  throne. 

Sees  the  plain  strewed  with  subjects  truly  hers, 

Breathless  and  cold. 

Havard^s  Scanderbeg, 

Even  like  an  arrow  on  the  wind  he  rode 
His  winged  courser,  and  with  noble  daring 
Swept  with  his  chivalrous  escort  past  our  front. 
Even  at  the  stormy  edge  of  chafing  battle. 

Sir  A.  HurWs  Julian, 

Here  might  you  see 
Barons  and  peasants  on  th'  embattled  field. 
Slain  or  half  dead,  in  one  huge  ghastly  heap, 
Promiscuously  amass' d.     Witli  dismal  groans. 
And  ejaculation,  in  the  pangs  of  death. 
Some  call  for  aid,  neglected ;  some  o'erturn'd 
In  the  fierce  shock,  lie  gasping,  and  expire. 
Trampled  by  fiery  coursers :  Horror  thus. 
And  wild  uproar,  and  desolation,  rcign'd 
Unrespited. 

PhiUps's  Cider. 

When  Greeks  join'd  Greeks,  then  was  the  tug  of 

war; 
The  labour'd  battle  sweat,  and  conquest  bled. 

Lee's  Alexander, 

Behold  in  awfU  march  and  dread  array. 

The  long  extended  squadrons  shape  their  way ! 

Death,  in  approaching,  terrible,  imparts 

An  anxious  horror  to  tlie  bravest  hearts; 

Yet  do  their  beating  breasts  demand  the  strife, 

And  thirst  of  glory  quells  the  love  of  life. 

Addison's  Campa^ 

A  thousand  glorious  actions  tliat  might  claim 
Triumphant  laurels,  and  immortal  fame, 
Confus'd  in  clouds  of  glorious  actions  lie, 
And  troops  of  heroes  undistinguish'd  die. 

Addison's  Cantpngn. 

It  was  a  goodly  sight 

To  see  the  embattled  pomp,  as  with  the  step 

Of  stateliness  the  barbed  steeds  came  on. 

To  see  the  pennons  rolling  tlieir  long  waves 

Befere  the  gale,  and  banners,  broad  and  bright, 

Tossing  their  Uaaonry. 

8ouiko$ 

Then  more  fierce 
The  conflict  grew;  the  dm  of  arms — the  yell 
Of  savage  rage — the  shriek  of  agony  ^ 
Hie  groan  of  death,  oonomingled  in  one  sound 
Of  ondistioffiiishM  homrs ;  while  the  son, 


iO 


BAITLE. 


Retiring  nlow  beneath  the  plain's  fiur  Terge* 
Slied  oV  the  quiet  bilk  his  fading  light. 

8oiUke^'$  Modoc, 

Yet  more  I  yet  more  I  how  ikir  arrayed 
They  file  from  out  the  hawthorn  shade. 
And  sweep  so  gallant  by ! 
With  all  their  banners  bravely  spread. 
And  all  their  armour  flasliing  high, 
S.int  George  might  waken  from  the  dead, 
1*0  see  fiiir  England's  standard  fly. 

iScott  $  Mitfwum* 

'riic  war,  that  lor  a  spaee  did  fail. 

Now  trebly  tliundering  swelled  the  gale. 

And — Stanley!   was  the  cry;— 

A  light  on  MarmionHi  visage  spread. 

And  fired  \ns  glazing  eye: 

With  dying  hand,  above  his  head, 

lie  shook  the  fragment  of  his  blade, 

And  fihoated  «  Victory  !"— 

"Chargf,  Chester,  charge! — On,  Stanley,  on!** 

Were  the  last  words  of  Marmion. 

SeoWt  Marmum, 

IT\3  hand  still  strained  the  broken  brand ; 

His  arms  were  smeared  with  blood  and  sand. 

SeaW»  Marmion. 
AH  in  the  castle  were  at  rest; 

When  sudden  on  the  windows  shone 

A  lightning  flash,  just  seen  and  gone! 

A  shot  is  heard — again  the  flanse 

llashcd  tliick  and  fast — a  volley  came!        y 

Then  echoed  wildly,  from  within. 

Of  shout  end  scream  the  mingled  din, 

And  weapon  clash,  and  maddening  cry, 

Of  tlioso  who  kill  and  those  who  die ! 

As  filled  the  hall  with  sulphurous  smoke. 

More  red,  more  dark,  the  death-flash  broke. 

And  forms  were  on  the  lattice  cast. 

That  struck,  or  struggled,  as  they  past 

SeoU'9  RokAy. 
.And  O!   amid  that  waste  of  life, 

What  various  motives  fired  the  strife! 

Tlie  aspiring  noble  bled  for  fame, 

'(lie  patriot  for  his  country's  claim, 

Tliis  knight  his  youthful  strength  to  prove, 

And  that  to  win  his  lady's  love. 

8caU*9  Lord  cf  iU  Tales. 
impetuous,  active,  fierce,  and  young, 
l/(K>n  the  advancing  fees  he  sprang. 
W(>e  to  the  wretch  at  whom  is  bent 
Hid  brandish'd  faulchion's  sheer  descent 

ScoU'o  RokAy. 
His  back  against  a  rock  he  bore, 
A:id  firmly  placed  liis  fiiot  befim :  — 
^  Cume  one,  nome  all  \  this  rock  shall  fly 
From  Its  firm  base  as  soon  as  L" 

S€oteo  Lady  oftho  Jdtke, 


Each  looked  to  sun,  and  stream,  and  plaioi 
As  what  they  ne'er  might  see  again; 
Then,  fi)ot,  and  point,  and  eye  opposed. 
In  dubious  strife  they  darkly  closed. 

Seoa*$  Lady  i^ths  Lakg, 
Hie  combat  deepens.    On,  ye  brave. 
Who  rush  to  glory,  or  the  grave ! 
Wave,  Munich !  all  thy  banners  wave ! 
And  charge  with  all  thy  cliivalry! 
Few,  few,  shall  part  where  many  meet! 
The  snow  shall  be  their  winding-shcct. 
And  every  turf  beneath  their  feet 
ShaU  be  a  soldier's  sepulchre. 

Camjib^B  HohenUruUti. 
Our  bugles  sang  truce — for  the  niglit-cloud  had 

lower'd. 
And  the  centinel  stars  set  their  watch  in  the  Ay ; 
And  thousands  had  sunk  on  the  ground  over- 

power'd. 
The  weary  to  sleep  and  the  wounded  to  die. 

CampbeWo  Soldier^o  Dream, 

Twice  hath  the  sun  upon  their  conflict  set. 

And  risen  again,  and  found  them  grappling  yet; 

While  steams  of  carnage,  in  his  noon-tide  blaze. 

Smoke  up  to  heav*n. 

Moore'o  LaUa  Rookk, 

Did  ye  not  hear  it? — No:  'twas  but  the  wind. 

Or  tlie  car  rattling  o'er  the  stony  street ; 

On  with  the  dance !  let  joy  be  uncoofined ; 

No  sleep  till  morn,  when  youth  and  pleasure  meet 

To  chase  the  glowing  hours  with  flying  feet — 

But  hark!  —  that  heavy  sound  breaks  in  onoe 

more, 
As  if  the  clouds  its  echo  would  repeat; 
And  nearer,  clearer,  deadlier  than  before ! 
Arm!  arm!  it  is — it  is-* the  cannon's  opening 

roar !  Byron's  CkUde  Harold, 

By  heaven !  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 
(For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  there) 
Their  rival  scar&  of  miz'd  embroidery. 
Their  various  arms  that  glitter  in  the  air ! 
What  gallant  war-hoimds  rouse  them  from  their 

lair. 
And  gnash  their  fimgs,  loud  yeUing  for  the  prey ! 
All  join  the  chase,  but  few  the  triumph  share ; 
The  grave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  prize  away. 
And  havoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  array. 

Byron*9  ChOde  HaroUL 
Hark  to  the  trump,  and  the  drum. 
And  the  mournful  sound  of  the  barbarous  horn. 
And  the  flap  of  the  banners,  that  flit  as  they  'r* 

borne. 
And  the  neigh  of  the  stoed,  and  the  multitude^ 

hum. 
And  the  clash,  and  the  shout  **  they  come,  thej- 

eonie  !**  ByrmCn  Siege  of  Coriatk 
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Hand  to  baxid  and  foot  lo  loot: 
Nothing  therey  laTo  death,  waa  mate ; 
Stroke  and  tiirost,  and  6aah  and  cry 
For  quarter  or  lor  vietory 
Minfrle  there  with  the  voUeyii^  thunder. 

"One  effort — one — to  break  the  circling  host!" 
Tlicy  Ibrm — unite — charge  — ^waver — all  ia  kMt ! 
Within  a  narrow  ring  oompreeeed,  bcect, 
HopeleM,  not  heartleaa,  strive  and  struggle  yet, — 
Ah !  now  they  6ght  in  firmest  file  no  more, 
Hemmed  in — cut  off — cleft  down— > and  tram^ 

pled  o*er, 
But  each  strikes  singly,  silently,  and  home, 
And  sinks  outwearied  rather  than  overcome. 
His  last  faint  quittance  rendering  with  his  breath, 
Till  the  blade  glimmers  in  the  grasp  of  death. 

Byron  9  Comttr, 

No  dread  of  death— -if  with  us  die  our  foes— 
Save  that  it  seems  eren  duller  than  repose : 
Come  when  it  will — we  snatch  the  life  of  life — 
When  lost — what  pecks  it — by  disease  or  strife. 

Byron's  Corsair, 

And  one  enocmoos  ahont  of  **  Allah !"  rose 
In  the  same  moment,  knid  as  even  the  roar 
Of  war*s  most  mortal  engines,  to  their  fiws 
Hurling  defiance :  city,  stream,  and  shore 
Resounded  *'  Allah  !*' — and  the  clouds  which  close 
With  thickening  canopy  the  conflict  o'er. 
Vibrate  to  the  eternal  name.    Hark !  through 
All  sounds  it  pierceth,*"  Allah!  Allah!  Hu!** 

Byrm't  Dan  Jmaiu 

Here  pause  we  for  the  present — as  even  then 
That  awful  pause,  dividing  life  from  death, 
Struck  for  an  instant  on  the  hearts  of  men. 
Thousands  of  whom  were  drawing  their  last 

breath! 
A  moment,  and  all  will  be  Ufb  again ! 
The  march!*  «the  charge!— the  shouts  of  either 

&itfa! 
Hurra !  and  Allah !  and — one  moment  more— 
The  death^ay  drowning  in  the  battlers  roar. 

ByrotCs  Dm  Juan, 

With  check  unchanging  fitim  its  sallow  gloom, 
However  near  his  own  or  other*s  tomb ; 
With  hand  whose  almost  careless  coolness  spoke, 
Its  grasp  weU-used  to  deal  tlie  sabre  stroke ; 
With  eye,  though  calm,  determined  not  to  qiare. 
Did  Lara  too  his  willing  weapon  bare. 

ByrmCs  Lam, 

Though  fiir  and  near  the  bullets  hiss, 
I've  scap*d  a  Uoodier  hour  than  this. 

Bfrmfs  Oiaaur, 


The  fight  was  o'er,  the  flashing  through  tlie  gloom. 
Which  robes  the  cannon  as  he  wings  a  tomb. 
Had  ceased ;  and  sulphury  vapours  upward  driven 
Had  left  the  earth,  and  but  polluted  heaven. 

•  Byron's  Jaland 

<— Ay,  now  the  soul  of  battle  is  abroad. 

It  burns  upon  the  air ! — llie  joyous  winds 

Are  tossing  warrior  plumes,  the  proud  white  foam 

Of  batUe's  roaring  billows ! 

ilfrs.  Hemam 

——If  to  plunge 

In  the  mid^waves  of  combat,  as  they  bear 

Chargers  and  spearmen  onwards ;  and  to  make 

A  reckless  bosom's  front  the  buoyant  mark. 

On  that  wild  current,  for  ten  thousand  sorrows ; 

If  thui  to  dare  were  valour^s  noblest  aim. 

Lightly  might  fiune  be  won ! 

Mrs*  Henutns, 

He  battles  heart  and  arm,  his  own  blue  sky 
Above  him,  and  his  own  green  land  around. 

Haileek's  Poems, 

In  the  world's  broad  field  of  battle, 

In  the  bivouac  of  life. 

Be  not  like  dumb  driven  cattle ! 

Be  a  hero  in  the  strife ! 

LongfdUno 

Then  said  the  mother  to  her  son. 

And  pointed  to  his  shield — 

**Come  wUh  it,  when  the  battle's  done, 

Or  on  it,  from  the  field." 

R,  Montgomery, 

Our  fathers  live,  they  guard  in  glory  still 
The  grass-grown  bastions  of  the  fbrtross'd  hill 
Still  ring  the  echoes  of  the  trampled  gorge 
To  Ood  and  Freedom!    England  and  Sl  Georgsl 
Hie  royal  cipher  on  the  captured  gun 
Mocks  the  sharp  night^ews  and  the  blistering  sun ! 

O.  W.  Holmes. 

Point  to  the  summits  where  the  bravo  had  bled. 
Where  every  village  claims  its  glorious  dead ; 
Say,  where  their  bosoms  met  the  bayonet's  shoca, 
llieir  only  corslet  was  the  rustic  frock ; 
Say,  when  they  mustered  to  the  gathering  horn. 
The  titled  chieftain  curled  his  lip  in  scorn ; 
Yet,  when  their  leader  bade  his  lines  advance, 
No  musket  wavered  in  the  lion's  glance ; 
Say,  when  they  fiiinted  in  their  forced  retreat. 
They  tracked  the  snow-drifb  with  their  bleeding 

ibet; 
Tet  still  their  banners,  tossing  in  the  blasts 
Bore  Ever  Ready,  fiiithfii]  to  the  last, 
Hirough  storm  and  battle,  till  they  waved  agam 
On  Yorktown'to  hills  and  Saratoga's  plain. 

O.  W.  HUmes 
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BEARD. 

llis  beard  is  directly  brick  colour, 

Aiid  {lerfoctly  fiuhionM  like  the  husk 

Of  a  chcsnut ;  ho  kisses  witli  the  driest  lip ! 

MarttmCM  M¥hat  yon  uiSL 
It  has  no  bush  below ; 
Marry  a  little  wool,  as  much  as  an  unripe 
Peach  doth  wear : 

Just  enough  to  speak  him  drawing  towards  a  man. 

Suckling't  Goblins. 

His  tawny  beard  was  th*  equal  graco 
Both  of  his  wisdom  and  his  face ; 
In  cut  and  dye  so  like  a  tile, 
A  sudden  view  it  would  beguile; 
The  upper  part  thereof  was  whey; 
The  netJier,  orange  mixM  with  grey. 

Buder'8  Hudibnu. 


BEAUTY. 

Nought  under  heaven  so  strongly  doth  allure 
The  sense  of  man,  and  all  liis  mind  ik>88C8b, 
As  beauty's  lovely  bait,  that  doth  procure 
Great  warriors  oil  their  rigour  to  repress ; 
And  mighty  hands  forget  thuir  manliness, 
Drawn  with  the  power  of  an  heart-robbing  eye, 
And  wrapt  in  fetters  of  a  golden  tress, 
That  can  with  melting  plcasaunce  molliJy 
Their  hardened  hearts,  enurM  to  blood  and  cruelty. 

Spenser's  Fairy  Queen, 

For  sure  of  all  that  in  tliis  mortal  frame 
(V>ntained  is,  nought  more  divine  dotli  seem. 
Or  tliat  resembleth  more  th'  immortal  flame 
Of  heavenly  light,  than  bcauty^s  glorious  beam. 
What  wonder  then  if  witli  such  rage  extreme 
Frail  men,  whose  eyes  sock  heavenly  things  to  see. 
At  sight  thereof  so  much  enravish'd  be  7 

Spenser, 

For  beauty  is  the  bait  which,  with  delight, 
Doth  man  allure,  for  to  enlarge  his  kind ; 
Beauty,  the  burping  lamp  of  hcavcn*s  light. 
Darting  her  beamp  into  each  feeble  mind, 
Against  whose  power  ^or  god  nor  man  can  find 
Defence,  reward  the  daunger  of  the  wound ; 
But,  being  hurt,  seek  to  be  medicinM 
Of  her  tliat  first  did  stir  tliat  mortal  stownd. 

Spenser, 

Ye  tradeful  merchants !  that  with  weary  toil 
IV>  seek  most  precious  things  to  make  your  gaine. 
And  i>oth  Uie  Indies  of  tlicir  treasures  spoil; 
What  nt,(>deth  yoU  to  seek  so  &r  iu  vain  7 
For  lo !  my  love  doth  in  herself  contain 
/«11  this  world's  riches  that  may  far  be  found; 
If  B&phyn,  lo!  her  eyes  be  saphyrs  plain; 


If  rubies,  lo !  her  lips  be  rubies  sound ; 

If  pearls,  her  teeth  be  pearls,  both  pure  and  round* 

If  ivory,  her  forehead  ivofy  ween ; 

If  gold,  her  locks  are  finest  gold  on  ground ; 

If  silver,  her  &ir  hancis  are  silver  sheen : 

But  that  which  fairest  is,  but  few  behold. 

Her  mind,  adorn'd  with  vertues  manifold. 

Spenser 

Her  looks  were  like  beams  of  the  morning  sun, 
Forth-looking  through  the  windows  of  the  east, 
When  first  the  fleecie  cattle  have  begun 
Upon  the  pearled  grass  to  make  their  fbact. 

Spenser. 

Hie  fairness  of  her  face  no  tongue  can  tell. 
For  she  the  daughters  of  all  wemen's  race. 
And  ongelB  eke,  in  beautie  doth  excell. 
Sparkled  on  her  from  God's  own  glorious  face, 
And  more  increast  by  her  own  goodly  grace, 
That  it  doth  far  exceed  all  human  thought, 
Ne  can  on  earth  compared  be  to  aught 

Spenser's  Hymne  of  Heavenly  Beautie 

For  she  was  full  of  amiable  grace. 

And  manly  terror  mixed  therewith  all ; 

That  as  the  one  stirr'd  up  affections  base. 

So  th'  other  did  men's  rash  desires  appall. 

And  hold  them  backe,  that  would  in  error  fkll : 

As  he  that  hath  espied  a  virmiU  rose. 

To  which  sharpe  thomes  and  breeres  the  way 

forstall, 
Daro  not  for  dread  his  hardy  hand  expose. 
But  wishing  it  fkrr  off  his  ydle  wish  doth  lose. 

Spenset*s  Fairy  Queen, 

Her  sacred  beauty  hath  enchanted  heav'n, 
And,  had  she  liv'd  before  the  siege  of  Troy, 
Helen,  whose  beauty  summon'd  Greece  to  arms. 
And  drew  a  thousand  ships  to  Tenedos, 
Had  not  been  nam'd  in  Homer's  Iliad ; 
Her  name  had  been  in  every  line  he  wrote. 

Mario's  Tamberiane  the  Great, 
Beauty 's  a  slipp'iy  good,  which  decreaseth 
Whilst  it  is  increasing :  resembling  the 
Medlar,  whicli,  in  the  moment  of  his  full 
Ripeness,  is  known  to  be  in  a  rottenness. 
Whilst  you  look  in  tlie  glass,  it  waxeth  old 
Witli  time ;  if  on  the  sun,  parched  with  heat ;  if 
On  the  wind,  blasted  with  cold.    A  great  care 
To  keep  it,  a  short  space  to  enjoy  it, 

A  sudden  time  to  lose  it 

XtSy's  SapphB, 

Why  did  the  gods  give  thee  a  heavenly  form. 
And  earthly  thoughts  to  make  thee  proud  of  it  7 
Why  do  I  ask  7    'Tis  now  the  known  disease 
Tliat  beauty  hath,  to  bear  too  deep  a  sonBO 
Of  her  own  eelf-conocived  excellence. 

Jonson*s  CywUiid's  Reeds, 
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Pa  fair,  that  had  joa  beauty**  picture  took. 
It  miMl  like  har^  or  not  like  beauty  look* 

Ale^'B  Hmuy  VIL 

What  greater  torment  ever  could  have  been, 
Tbaa  to  enforce  the  fair  to  live  rctir'd  7 
For  what  is  beauty  if  it  be  not  seen  7 
Or  what  is 't  to  be  seen — if  not  admirM  7 
And  though  admirM,  unless  in  love  desir'd  7 
Never  were  cheeks  of  roses,  locks  of  amber, 
OrdainM  to  live  imprisonM  in  a  chamber. 
Nature  created  beauty  for  the  view, 
(Like  as  the  fire  for  heat,  the  sun  for  light :) 
The  fair  do  hold  this  privilege  as  due, 
fiy  ancient  charter,  to  live  most  in  sight. 
And  she  that  is  debarr'd  it,  hath  not  right 
In  vain  our  friends  from  this  do  us  dchort, 
For  beauty  will  be  where  is  most  resort 

Dafdd't  Ramanund. 

Beauty,  sweet  love,  is  like  the  morning  dew. 
Whose  short  refredi  upon  the  tender  green, 
Cheers  for  a  time,  but  till  the  sun  doth  show ; 
And  straight  is  gone,  as  it  had  never  been. 

Damd. 
Nature  was  here  so  lavish  of  her  store, 
That  she  bestow'd  until  she  had  no  mora ; 
Whose  treasnra  being  weakenM  by  this  dame. 
She  tfarasts  into  the  world  so  many  lame. 

Brown*9  PtutoraU, 

Beauty,  my  lord,  *tis  the  worst  part  of  woman, 
A  weak  poor  thing,  assaulted  ev'ry  hour 
By  creeping  minutes  of  deiacing  time ; 
A  superficies,  whieh  each  breath  of  can 
Bbsts  off;  and  ev*ry  humVons  stream  of  grie^ 
Which  flows  from  fiirth  these  ibuntams  of  oar  eyes, 
Waaheth  away,  as  rain  doth  winter's  snow. 

O^eV  CmtmgeouM  2\irifc. 

I  leog  not  for  the  cherries  on  the  tree. 
So  much  as  those  which  on  a  lip  I  see. 
And  OKHre  aflbction  bear  I  to  the  rose, 
That  in  a  cheek,  than  in  a  garden  grows. 

BandtHfh, 
There's  no  miniatore 
In  her  fiice,  but  is  a  copious  theme. 
Which  would,  discoursM  at  large  o(  make  a 

vblome. 
What  clear  arch*d  brows !  what  sparkling  eyes  I 

the  lilies 
Contending  with  the  roses  in  her  cheeks. 
Who  shall  most  set  them  o£    What  ruby  lips!— 
Or  unto  what  can  I  compare  her  neck, 
But  to  a  rock  of  crystal  7    Every  limb 
FroportionM  to  love's  wish,  and  in  their  neatness 
Add  lustre  to  the  richness  of  her  habit, 
Not  bonow'd  fitm  it 

JWisfMiiytr. 


No  autumn,  nor  no  age  ever  approach 
This  heavenly  piece,  which  nature  having  wrought. 
She  lost  her  needle,  and  did  then  despair 
Ever  to  work  so  lively  and  so  fiiir. 

Mtutmger  and  Field**  Faial  Dowry, 

00  not  idolatrize ;  beauty 's  a  flow'r. 

Which  springs  and  withers  almost  in  an  hour. 

WilUm  Smith'$  Hedor  tf  Germamf. 

We  can  disUnguish 
Of  beauty  there,  and  wonder  without  spectacles, 
Write  volumes  of  your  praise,  and  tell  the  world 
How  envious  diamonds,  'cause  they  could  not 
Reach  to  the  lustre  of  your  eyes,  dissolv'd 
To  angry  tean ;  the  roses  droop,  and  gath'ring 
Tlieir  leaves  together,  seem  to  chide  their  blushes 
That  they  must  yield  your  cheek  the  victory : 
The  lilies  when  they're  censur'd  for  comparing 
With  your  more  clear  and  native  purity, 
Want  white  to  do  their  penance  in. 

SkirUy'9  Rmfol  Master. 

Hcav'n  meant  that  beauty,  nature's  greatest  force, 
Having  exceeding  pow'r,  should  have  remorse ; 
Valour,  and  it,  the  world  should  so  enjoy. 
As  both  might  overcome,  but  not  destroy. 

Lord  Orrenft  Henry  V, 

My  beauty,  though  but  mean, 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourish  of  your  praise : 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Not  utter'd  by  base  sale  of  chapmen's  tongues. 

Shaka,  Looe'e  Labour  LoeL 

O,  she  doth  teach  the  torches  to  bum  bright  1 
It  seems  she  hangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiop's  car : 
Beauty  too  rich  for  use,  for  earth  too  dear ! 

SJuik$.  Romeo  and  JuUeU 

Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 
Her  infinite  variety :  other  women  cloy 
The  appetites  they  feed ;  but  she  makes  hungry, 
Where  most  she  satisfies. 

8hak9,  Antony  and  Cleopatia, 

Beauty  is  a  witch. 
Against  whose  charms  fiuth  melteth  into  blood. 

Shake,  Much  Ade» 

'Tis  beauty  truly  blent,  whose  red  and  white 
Nature's  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  un. 

Shake.  Twelfih  Ifighi 

Beauty  is  but  a  vain  and  doubtful  good, 
A  shining  gloss  that  fodcth  suddenly, 
A  flower  that  dies  when  first  it  'gins  to  bud, 
A  brittle  glass  that's  broken  presently : 
A  dottbtfiil  good,  a  gloss,  a  glasi^  a  flower. 
Lost,  fiUled,  broken,  dead  with  an  hour. 

Skakepeof 
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Givo  me  a  look,  give  me  a  ftce 
'riiat  tnakeii  nmpUoit^  a  frace 
Robes  looiely  flowing,  hair  as  ftee  1 
Sach  sweet  neglect  moie  taketh  iMb 
Than  all  the  adultoriee  of  ait; 
That  strike  mine  eyes  but  not  my  heart, 

BenJohnmm. 

Beauty  is  nature's  eoin,  moat  not  be  hoarded. 
But  must  be  current,  and  the  good  thereof 
Consists  in  mutual  and  partaken  bliss, 
Unsavoury  in  th'  enjoyment  of  itself: 
If  you  let  slip  time,  like  a  neglected  rose. 
It  withers  on  the  stalk  with  languishM  head. 

Jtf  tZton't  ComuM. 

Beauty,  like  the  fair  Hesperian  tree. 

Laden  witli  blooming  gold,  had  need  the  guard 

Of  dragon  watch  with  unenclianted  eye. 

To  save  her  blossoms  and  defend  her  fruit  ^ 

From  the  rash  hand  of  bold  incontinence. 

Milion'$  Conmi, 

With  goddc8s.like  demeanour  forth  she  went, 
Not  unattended,  for  on  her  as  queen 
A  pomp  of  winning  graces  waited  still, 
And  from  about  her  shot  darts  of  desire 
Into  all  eyes  to  wish  her  still  in  sight. 

MiUoa'$  Parudi$e  Lott 

Grace  was  in  all  her  steps,  hoav*n  in  her  eye, 
In  e.\^Ty  gesture  dignity  and  love. 

MUIohCm  Pmmdif  LotL 

When  I  approach 
Her  loveliness,  so  absolute  she  soemi, 
And  in  herself  complete,  so  well  to  know 
Her  own,  that  what  she  wills  to  do  or  say, 
Seems  wisest,  virtuouscst,  discreetcst,  best. 
All  higher  knowledge  in  her  presence  falls 
Degraded,  wisdom  in  discourse  with  her 
Loses  discount'nancM,  and  like  folly  shows. 

MiUon't  Parttdi$e  Lo&L 

Her  heavenly  form 
Angelic,  but  more  soil  and  feminine, 
Her  graceful  innocence,  her  every  air 
Of  gesture  or  least  action  ovcraw'd 
His  malice,  and  with  rapine  sweet  bereavM 
His  fierceness  of  the  fierce  intent  it  brought 

MiUon'M  Pamdite  LotL 

Bhe  seizes  hearts,  not  waiting  for  consent, 
Like  sudden  death,  that  snatches,  unprepared; 
Like  fire  from  heaven,  scarce  seen  so  soon  as  felt 

LauBdoum'B  Heroic  Love* 

O  fatal  beauty !  why  art  thoo  bostow*d 

(ill  hftplcss  woman  still  to  make  her  wretched! 

t<Cfcray*d  by  thee,  how  many  are  midone ! 

PatUrmiCt  ArmmoiM, 


Beauty  flftands 
In  the  aamiration  only  of  weak  minds 
Led  captive ;  oetae  to  admire,  and  all  her  plomes 
Fall  flat  and  shrink  into  a  trivial  toy. 
At  every  sudden  slighting  quite  abashed. 

Mikon^t  Punuiige  Regained 

What  is  beauty  7    Not  the  show 

Of  shapely  limbs  and  Ibatures.    No : 

These  are  but  flowen 

That  have  their  dated  hours. 

To  breathe  their  momentary  sweets,  then  go. 

*Tis  the  stainless  soul  within 

That  outshines  the  fiurest  skin. 

Sir  A.  Hunt 

Oh !  she  has  beauty  might  ensnare 

A  oonqucror*s  soul,  and  make  him  tear  his  crown 

At  random,  to  be  scuffled  fi>r  by  skyes. 

Otway*9  Orphan 

Mark  her  majestic  &bric !  she's  a  temple 
Sacred  by  birth,  and  built  by  hands  divine ; 
Her  soul's  the  deity  that  lodges  there; 
Nor  is  the  pile  unworthy  of  the  god. 

Dryden't  Don  SeboMtiam 

Tlio  holy  priests  gaie  on  her  when  she  smiki^ 
And  with  hcav'd  hands,  fiirgetting  gravity, 
They  bless  her  wanton  eyes.    Ev'n  I,  who  hate  boTt 
With  a  malignant  joy  behold  such  beauty. 
And,  while  I  curse,  desire  it 

J)ryden*9  AUfor  Loot, 

At  her  ftet  were  laid 
llie  sceptres  of  the  earth,  exposed  on  heapa, 
To  choose  where  she  would  reign. 

Drydon'o  AUfor  Lom. 

Her  eyes,  her  lipe,  her  cheeks,  her  shapes,  her 

fiBatures, 
Seem  to  be  drawn  by  love's  own  hand ;  by  love 
Himself  in  love. 

DrydetCe  Love  T^riwn^kmnL 

One  who  wooM  change  the  worship  of  all  climates. 
And  make  a  new  religion  where'er  she  comes. 
Unite  tho  differing  faiths  of  all  the  world. 
To  idolize  her  face. 

Dryden't  Love  Triumphant 

A  native  grace 
Sat  &ir  proportion'd  on  her  poUsh'd  limbs, 
VciPd  in  a  simple  robe,  their  best  attire, 
Beyond  the  pomp  of  dress :  for  loveliness 
Needs  not  the  foreign  aid  of  ornament, 
But  is,  when  unadorn'd,  adom'd  the  most 

Thomton'B  Seatom, 

Her  form  was  fresher  than  the  morning  rose. 
When  the  dew  wets  its  leaves ;  unstain'd,  and  pure, 
As  is  the  lily,  or  the  mountain  snow* 

Thomson's  Seammt, 
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*riB  not  ft  aet  of  fbtttareti  or  oomidezioii, 
The  tincture  of  &  dun,  tjiat  1  admire ; 
Beauty  aoon  grows  ftmilitr  to  tho  lover, 
Fades  in  his  eye,  and  palls  upon  tho  sense. 

AddimC9  Cata, 

Yet  graceful  cose,  and  swcetnesi  void  of  pride, 
Mi^ht  hide  her  faulU,  if  bcUee  had  faults  to  hide ; 
If  to  her  share  some  female  errors  fall. 
Look  on  her  face,  and  you'll  forget  'em  alL 

Pope*9  Rape  <f  Ihe  LoeL 

U  she  not  brighter  than  a  summer's  mom, 
Wlicn  all  the  heav'ab  streak'd  with  dappled  fires, 
And  fleck'd  with  bluslies  like  a  rifled  maid  7 

L€e*9  Duke  of  Guise, 

O  she  is  all  perfections ! 
All  that  the  blooming  earth  can  send  forth  fair ; 
All  that  the  gaudy  heavens  could  drop  down 
glorious.  Lei?8  TJuodoeiue, 

A  lavish  planet  veign'd  when  she  was  bom. 
And  made  her  of  such  kindred  mould  to  heav'n. 
She  seems  more  heav'n's  than  ours. 

Lee'e  (Edipte. 

Hie  bloom  of  opening  flowers'  unsullied  beauty. 
Soilness,  and  sweetest  innocence  she  wears. 
And  looks  like  nature  in  the  world's  flnt  spring. 

Aotse's  Tameriau, 

Is  ihe  not  more  than  painting  can  express. 
Or  youthfiil  poets  fiuicy  when  they  love  7 

Rawe*8  Fair  PenitenL 

O  howl  grudge  the  grave  this  heav'nly  form ! 
Thj  beauties  will  inspire  the  arms  of  death. 
And  warm  the  pale  cold  tyrant  into  life. 

Smiikmn^e  Loyal  Bnther, 

Her  grace  of  motion  and  of  look,  the  smooth 
And  swimming  majesty  of  step  and  tread. 
The  symmetry  of  form  and  feature,  set 
the  soul  afloat,  even  like  delicious  airs 

Of  flute  or  harpw 

MUman, 

What  tender  fbree,  what  dignity  divine^ 
What  virtoe  conscerating  every  feature ! 
Araond  that  neck  what  dross  are  gold  and  pearl ! 

Young*$  Btttirie, 

What's  female  beauty,  but  an  air  divine^ 
HiroQgh  which  the  mind's  all  gentle  graces  shine  7 
They,  like  the  son,  irradiate  all  between ; 
Tlie  body  charms,  because  the  soul  is  seen. 
Henee  men  are  often  captives  of  a  face. 
They  know  not  why,  of  no  peculiar  grace : 
Some  Ibrms,  though  bright,  no  mortal  man  can 

bear; 
8goM»  none  remst,  though  not  exceeding  ikir. 

Young. 


Beauty !  thou  pretty  plaything !  dear  deceit, 

Hiat  steals  so  softly  o'er  the  stripling'a  heart, 

And  gives  it  a  new  pulse  unknown  before ! 

The  grave  discredits  thee:  thy  eharms  expunged, 

Thy  roses  faded,  and  thy  lilies  soil'd, 

What  hast  thou  more  to  boost  of«?  will  thy  lovers 

Flock  round  thoe  now,  to  gaze  and  do  thcc  homage  7 

Mcthinks  I  see  thee  with  thy  head  laid  low ; 

Whilst  surfeited  upon  thy  damask  cheek. 

The  high^lbd  worm,  in  lazy  volumes  roU'd, 

Rioti  unscar'd.    For  this  was  all  tiiy  caution  7 

Fbr  this  thy  painful  labours  at  tliy  glass, 

T  'improve  those  charms  and  keep  them  in  repair, 

Foe  which  the  spoiler  thanks  thee  not  7    Foul 

feeder ! 
Coarse  fare  and  earrioo  please  theo  full  as  well, 
And  leave  as  keen  a  relish  on  the  sense. 

Blair'e  Grave, 

To  make  the  cunning  arUess,  tamo  the  radc. 
Subdue  the  haughty,  shake  th'  undaunted  soul ; 
Yea,  put  a  bridle  in  the  lion's  mouth, 
And  lead  him  forth  as  a  domestic  cur, 
These  are  the  triumphs  of  all-powerful  beauty. 

Joanna  BaiUie'e  BasU. 

But  then  her  face. 
So  lovely,  yet  so  arch,  so  fbll  of  mirth. 
The  overflowings  of  an  innocent  heart. 

Rogere'e  Italy* 

Beauty, 
Hiat  transitory  flower :  even  while  it  lasth 
Falls  on  the  roving  sense,  when  held  too  near. 
Or  dwelling  there  too  long :  by  fits  it  pleases ; 
And  smells  at  distance  best ;  its  sweets,  familiar 
By  frequent  converse,  soon  grow  dull  and  cloy  you. 

JeSfenfe  Edioin 

With  head  npcoised,  and  look  intent, 

An  eye  and  ear  attentive  bent, 

And  locks  flung  back,  and  lips  apart, 

Like  monument  of  Grecian  art 

In  listening  mood,  shs  seemed  to*  stand. 

The  guardian  naiad  of  the  strand. 

ScoU'e^  Lady  of  the  £<;tf . 

Tlie  rose,  with  faint  and  fbeble  streak. 
So  slightly  tinged  the  maiden's  cheek. 
That  you  had  said  her  hue  was  pale; 
But  if  she  faced  the  summcr-galc. 
Or  spoke,  or  sung,  or  quicker  moved. 
Or  heard  the  praise  of  those  she  loved. 
Or  when  of  interest  vras  expressed 
Aught  that  waked  feeling  in  her  breast. 
The  maniUhg  blood  in  ready  play 
Rivalled  the  blush  of  rising  dify, 

ScotCe  i?atoy. 
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Iliere  was  a  ■ofl  and  penaive  gfrace, 

A  cast  of  thought  upon  her  ftce. 

That  ratted  well  the  ftrehead  high. 

The  eje-laah  dail[,  and  downcast  eye, 

The  mild  expression  spoke  a  mind 

In  dtttjr  firm,  eomposed,  resigned. 

Seottt  Roktby. 

Fair  all  the  pageant -« but  how  passing  lair 
The  slender  ihrm,  which  lay  on  couch  of  Ind ! 
O'er  her  white  bosom  straj'd  her  hazel  hair. 
Pale  her  dear  cheek,  as  if  for  love  she  pined. 

SeaU't  Lay  of  the  Lati  MmtinL 

Such  harmony  in  modon,  speech  and  air. 

That  without  fiiimess,  she  was  more  than  fiiir. 

CrMe, 

£x> !  when  the  bads  expand  the  leaves  are  green, 
Then  the  first  opening  of  the  flower  is  seen ; 
Then  come  the  honied  breath  and  rosy  smile, 
That  with  their  sweets  the  willing  sense  beguile : 
But  as  we  look,  and  love,  and  taste,  and  praise. 
And  the  fimit  grows,  the  charming  flower  decays ; 
Till  all  is  gathered,  and  the  wintry  blast 
Moans  o*er  the  place  of  love  and  pleasure  past 
So  'tis  vnth  beauty,^- such  the  opening  grace 
And  dawn  of  glory  in  the  youthful  fiice ; 
Then  are  the  charms  unfblded  to  the  sight, 
Then  all  is  loveliness  and  all  delight; 
The  nuptial  tie  succeeds,  and  genial  hour, 
And,  lo !  the  falling  off  of  beauty's  flower. 
So  through  all  nature  is  the  progress  made^-^ 
The  bud,  the  bloom,  the  fruit, — and  then  we  fitde. 

CrMe. 

Oh !  how  refreshing  seemed  the  breathing  wind, 
To  her  faint  limbs !  and  while  her  snowy  hands 
From  her  fiiir  brow  her  golden  hair  unbind. 
And  of  her  zone  unloose  the  silken  bands. 
More  passing  bright  unveiled  her  beauty  stands ; 
For  faultless  was  her  form  as  beauty's  queen. 
And  every  winning  grace  that  love  demands 
With  mild  attempered  dignity  was  seen 
Play  o'er  each  lovely  limb,  and  deck  her  angel 
mien.  *  Mn,  Tighe^e  Peyehe, 

Ev'n  then  her  presence  had  the  power 
To  soothe,  to  warm, — nay,  ev'n  to  bless  — 
If  ever  bliss  could  grafl  its  flower 
On  stem  so  full  of  bitterness — 
Ev'n  then  her  glorious  smile  to  me, 
Brought  warmth  and  radiance,  if  not  balm 
Like  moonlight  on  a  troubled  sea, 
^Irightening  the  storm  it  cannot  calm. 

Moore'e  Lavea  of  the  Angde, 
As  visiQg  on  its  purple  wing 
The  insect  queen  of  eastern  spring, 
J'cr  emerald  meadows  of  Kashmere, 
Invites  the  young  pursuer  near. 


And  leads  him  on  firom  flower  to  flowett 
A  weary  chase  and  wasted  hour. 
Then  leaves  him,  as  it  soars  on  hi|^ 
With  panting  heart  and  tearfbl  eye: 
So  beauty  lures  the  full-grovm  child. 
With  hue  as  bright  and  wing  as  wild; 
A  chase  of  idle  hopes  and  fears, 
Begun  in  fbUy,  closed  in  tears. 

ByroiCo  Giaour, 

She  was  a  form  of  lifo  and  light. 

That,  seen,  became  a  part  of  sight; 

And  rose,  where'er  I  tum'd  mine  eye. 

The  morning  star  of  memory. 

Byron's  Giaourm 

Such  wtLB  Zulcika !  such  around  her  shone 
The  nameless  charms  unmarked  by  her  alone : 
The  light  of  love,  the  purity  of  grace, 
llie  mind,  the  music  breatliing  from  her  face. 
The  heart  whose  softness  harmonized  the  whole— 
And,  oh !  that  eye  was  in  itMlf  a  sool ! 

ByroiCe  Bride  efAhydao. 

Alone  and  dewy,  coldly  pure  and  pale ; 
As  weeping  beauty's  cheek  at  sorrow's  talc. 

ByroiCe  Bride  tf  Aiydce. 

So  bright  the  tear  in  beauty's  eye 
Love  half  regrets  to  kiss  it  dry, 
So  sweet  the  blush  of  bashfblncss 
Even  pity  scarce  can  wish  it  less. 

Byron*e  Bride  ef  Ahydoe 

Who  hath  not  proved  how  feebly  words  essay 
To  fix  one  spark  of  beauty's  heavenly  ray  7 
Who  doth  not  feel,  until  his  fiiiling  sight 
Faints  into  dimness  with  its  own  delight. 
His  changing  cheek,  his  sinking  heart  confess 
The  might — the  majesty  of  loveliness  7 

ByrotCe  Bride  ef  AJbydm. 

Her  glance,  how  wildly  beautiful !  how  much 
Hath  Phoebus  woo'd  in  vain  to  spoil  her  cheek, 
Which  glows  yet  smoother  from  his  amorous 

clutch ! 
Who  round  the  north  for  paler  dames  ynxAA  seek  7 
How  poor  their  forms  appear !  how  languid,  wan 

and  weak  \  Byron's  CkUde  HaroUL 

Heart  on  her  lips,  and  soul  within  her  eyes. 
Soft  as  her  dime,  and  sunny  as  her  skies. 

Byron*§  Btppo, 

Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  fbel 
It  would  not  be  idolatry  to  kneeL 

Bjfitm's  Don  Juark 

Her  glossy  hair  was  clostcr'd  o'er  a  brow 
Bright  with  intelligence,  and  fair  and  smooth ; 
Her  eyebrow's  shape  was  like  tlie  aerial  bow, 
Her  cheek  aU  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth, 
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Maanitaigf  aX  times,  to  a  transpttrcnt  glow, 

Ab  if  her  tcidb  ran  lighuung. 

ByunCt  Dim  Juan, 

^  eye's  an  eye,  and  whether  black  or  Uoe, 
Is  no  great  matter,  so  *t  is  in  request, 
Tis  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a  hue,-^ 
Tlic  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  test. 
The  lair  sex  should  be  ahvays  &ir ;  and  no  man, 
TOl  thirty,  should  peroeiTe  there's  a  plain  woman. 

ByrmCB  Dun  Juan, 

She  gaied  upon  a  world  she  scarcely  knew^ 
As  seeking  not  to  know  it ;  silent,  lone. 
As  grows  a  flower,  thus  quietly  she  grew. 
And  kept  her  heart  serene  within  its  zone. 
There  was  awe  in  the  homage  which  ehe  drew. 
Her  spirit  secmM  as  seated  on  a  throne 
Apart  from  the  surrounding  world,  and  strong 
In  its  own  strength— > most  strange  in  one  so 
young.  Byron*9  Don  Juan, 

We  gm»  and  turn  away,  and  know  not  where, 

Dazded  and  drunk  with  beauty,  till  the  heart 

Reels  with  iti  Ailncss. 

Byron, 

Tha  beautiful  is  vanishM,  and  returns  not 

CdUridge, 

Hiere  's  beauty  all  around  our  paths. 

If  but  our  watchful  eyes 
Can  trace  it  *midst  familiar  things 

And  through  their  lowly  guise. 

Mr9,  Hemam, 

l^ne  beauty  nerer  was  defined — 
And  features  painted  to  the  mind 
Are  perfect  only  to  the  blind. 
Who  never  scan  the  image  o'er. 

Mr$,  Hale, 

Some  souls  fese  all  things  but  the  lore  of  beauty; 

And  by  that  love  they  are  redeemable. 

For  in  lore  and  beauty  they  acknowledge  good, 

And  good  is  God. 

Baiky's  Feftes. 

• 

The  beautiful  are  never  desolate; 
Bat  some  one  always  loves  them. 

Baikjfa  Fettu$. 

Beauty  gives 
The  features  perfbctncsi,  and  to  the  ferm 
Iti  delicate  proportions :  she  may  stain 
Tbe  eye  with  a  celestial  blue — the  check 
With  carmine  of  the  sunset ;  she  may  breatbo 
Grace  into  every  motion,  like  the  play 
Of  the  least  visible  tissue  of  a  cloud : 
She  may  give  all  that  is  within  her  own 
Bright  ccstus —  and  one  glance  of  intellect, 
Like  stmger  magic,  will  outshine  it  all. 

waua. 


Beautiful,  yes !  but  the  blubh  will  fade. 

The  Ught  grow  dim  which  the  blue  eyes 
The  gloBS  will  vanish  from  curl  and  bmid. 

And  the  sunbeam  die  in  the  waving  hair. 
Turn  from  the  mirror,  and  strive  to  win 

Treasures  of  loveliness  still  to  last ; 
Gather  carth^s  glory  and  bloom  within, 

That  the  soul  may  be  bright  when  youth  is  pai^t. 

Mr9,  Oagood, 

Thou  art  beautidil,  young  lady, — 

But  I  need  not  tcII  you  this; 

For  few  have  borne,  unconsciously, 

The  spell  of  loveliness. 

WAitttar 

I've  gaz'd  on  many  a  brighter  face. 

But  ne'er  on  one  for  years. 

Where  beauty  lefl  so  sofl  a  trace 

As  it  had  left  on  hers. 

Jfrt.  W<% 

The  face,  O  call  it  fair,  not  pale. 

CdUridgi, 

A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  joy  fer  erer. 

StuUey. 

No  wonder  that  check  in  its  beauty  transcendant, 
Excelleth  the  beauty  of  others  by  far ; 

No  wonder  that  eye  is  so  richly  resplendent, 
For  your  heart  is  a  rose  and  your  soul  is  a  star. 

JIfrs.  O$good, 

—-Her  check  had  the  pale  pearly  pink 

Of  sea-shells,  the  world*8  sweetest  tint,  as  though 

She  lived,  one  half  might  deem,  on  roses  soppM 

In  silver  dew. 

Bailey's  Fetftis. 

When  I  ferget  that  the  stars  shine  in  air. 

When  I  forget  that  beauty  is  in  stars  ^ 

Shall  I  Ibrget  thy  beauty. 

BsOey; 

Thy  glorious  beauty  was  the  gifl  of  heaven, — 
As  such  thou  should'st  have  priz'd  it,  and  have 

died 
Ere  thou  didst  yield  it  up  to  mortal  touch. 
Unless  thy  heart  went  with  it,  to  make  pure 

And  sanctify  the  offering. 

Mra,  Oigooa, 

What  right  have  you,  madam,  gazing  in  your 

shining  mirror  daily. 
Getting  so  by  heart  your  beauty,  which  aU  others 

must  adore ; 
While  you  draw  the  golden  ringlets  down  your 

fingers,  to  row  gayly. 
You  will  wed  no  man  that's  only  good  to  God,— 

and  nothing  more.  Mm  Barroi 

Beauty — the  fading  rainbow's  oride. 

mUtek 
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Without  the  smile  from  partial  bcaaty  won^ 
Oh«  what  were  man ! — a  world  without  a  sun ! 

CatiyML 

Beauty  has  gone ;  but  yet  her  mind  is  still 

Am  beautiful  as  ever ;  still  the  play 

Of  light  around  her  lips  has  every  chann 

Of  cliildhood  in  its  freshness. 

PtrehaL 

O,  say  not,  wisest  of  all  the  kings, 
That  have  risen  on  IsraePs  throne  to  reign, 

Siy  not,  as  one  of  your  wisest  things, 
lliat  grace  is  false  and  beauty  vain. 

JohnPierfonL 

Is  beauty  vain  because  it  will  fkde  7 
Then  are  eaxth*s  green  robe  and  heaven's  light 
vain; 
For  this  sliall  be  lost  in  evening's  shade, 
And  that  in  winter's  sleety  rain. 

John  PiarponL 

I  would  tliat  thou  mightst  ever  be 

As  beautiful  as  now; 
That  time  might  ever  leave  as  free 

Tliy  yet  unwritten  brow. 

YFOZts. 

She  was  like 
A  dream  of  poetry,  tliat  may  not  he 
Written  or  told— exceeding  beaatiful* 

Buauly  was  lent  to  nature  as  tlio  type 
Of  iicavcn's  unspeakable  and  holy  joy. 
Where  all  perfection  makes  the  sum  of  bliss. 

Mn.  HaU, 
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Oh!  thou  gentle  scene 
Of  sweet  repose,  where,  Jl>y  th'  oblivious  draught 
Of  each  sad  toilsome  day  to  peace  restored. 
Unhappy  mortals  lose  their  woes  awhile ; 
I'hott  hast  no  peace  for  me! 

Thanuoh'»  Tanered  and  Sigismundtu 

Night  is  the  time  for  rost;~- 

How  sweet,  when  labours  close. 
To  gather  round  an  aching  breast 

Tiie  curtain  of  repose, 
Stretch  the  tirM  limbs  and  lay  the  head 
l>own  on  our  own  delightful  bed! 

Jame$  Mmtigomery, 

BEES. 

So  work  the  honey-boes;     - 
(?r»»atnres  that,  by  a  rule  In  nature,  teach 
The  wt  of  ordi;*  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 

Shak9,  Henry  V, 


Look  on  the  bee  upon  the  wing  *mong  flowers ; 
— How  brave,  how  bright  his  life!   then  roaik 

him  hiv'd, 
Oramp'd,  cringing  in  his  self-built,  social  celL 
Thus  is  it  in  the  world-hive :  most  where  men 
Lie  deep  in  cities  as  in  drifli. 


BEGGAR. 

Art  thou  a  man  7    And  sham'st  thou  not  to  beg  7 
To  practise  such  a  servile  kind  of  life  7 
Why,  were  thy  education  ne'er  so  mean. 
Having  thy  limbs,  a  thousand  fairer  courses 
Offer  themselves  to  thy  election. 

Jon8on*$  Every  Man  in  hU  Htimmur* 

Men  of  thy  condition  feed  on  sloth. 
As  doth  the  beetle  on  the  dung  she  breeds  in ; 
Not  caring  how  the  metal  of  your  minds 
Is  eaten  with  the  rust  of  idleness. 

Jensen's  Every  Man  in  hi*  Hummtr 

When  beggars  grow  thus  bold. 

No  marvel  then  though  cliarity  grow  cold. 

JhayUm. 

Base  worldlings,  tliat  despise  all  such  as  need ; 
Who  to  the  needy  beggar  still  are  dumb, 
Not  knowing  unto  what  themselves  may  come. 

Heywood*9  Royal  King, 

Ho  makes  a  beggar  first  tliat  first  relieves  him ; 
Not  us'rers  make  more  beggars  where  they  live. 
Than  charitable  men  tliat  use  to  give. 

HeyiDOod^e  Royal  King, 

^SS^'f  —  the  only  free  men  of  our  common- 
wealth. 

Free  above  scot-free,  that  obscr\x  no  laws. 

Obey  no  governor,  use  no  religion. 

But  what  they  draw  from  their  own  ancient 

custom. 

Or  constitute  themselves,  yet  are  no  rebels. 

BrofiM* 

His  house  was  knoifn  to  all  the  vagrant  train. 
He  chid  tlieir  wanderings  but  rclicvM  their  pain ; 
Hie  k>ng  rcmcmbcr'd  beggar  was  his  guest. 
Whose  beard  descending  swept  liis  aged  brcasL 

Goldsmith*$  Deserted  Village, 

The  beggar,  as  he  strctch'd  his  shrivcl'd  hand, 

Rais'd  not  his  eyen — and  those  who  dropp'd  the 

mite 

Fass'd  on  unnotic'd. 

BaUey, 

A  beggar  through  the  world  am  I, 
From  place  to  place  I  wander  by; 
— Fin  up  my  pilgrim's  scrip  for  me. 
For  Christ's  sweet  sake  and  charity! 

Jamea  RutadL  LoweU 
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Be0  jonder  pcor,  o'er-kbotir*d  wight, 
So  abject,  mean  and  rile, 

Who  bej^  a  hrother  of  the  etirth 
To  give  him  leave  to  toiJ; 

And  aee  his  lordly  feUow-wonn 
Hie  poor  petition  apura! 


Bums, 


BENEFITS. 


A  benefit  upbraided,  forfeits  thanks. 

Lady  CAretD*$  Mariam. 

m 

And  H  is  not  sore  so  fbll  a  benefit, 
Freely  to  give,  as  ireely  to  require. 
A  bounteoos  act  hath  glory  following  it, 
Tbej  cause  the  glory,  that  the  act  desire. 

Lady  Carew't  Mariam, 

He  that  neglects  a  blessing,  though  he  want 
A  present  imowledge  how  to  use  it, 
Negiecls  himselC 

Beaumont  and  Fleleher*$  Elder  Brother^ 

To  hng  of  benefits  one  hafli  bestown, 

I>oth  make  the  best  seem  less,  and  most  seem 

none; 
So  oftentimes  the  greatest  courtesy 
Is  by  the  doer  made  an  injury. 

Bromee  Novenm, 


BIGOTRT. 

flme  lis  an  orthodox  opinion, 
Tliat  graoe  is  founded  in  dominion. 

BuOet'e  Hud&rae. 
Nor  does  it  follow,  'oause  a  herald 
Can  make  a  gentleman  scarce  a  year  old. 
To  be  descended  of  a  race 
Of  ancient  kings  in  a  small  space. 
That  we  should  all  opinions  hold 
Authentic  that  we  can  make  old. 

BuOer^B  Hudibrm. 
Soon  their  crude  notions  with  each  other  fought; 
l%e  adverse  sect  dcny*d  what  this  had  taught ; 
And  he  at  length  the  amplest  triumph  gained, 
Who  contradicted  what  the  last  maintained. 

Prior'e  Soleaum.^ 

For  modes  of  faith  kt  graceless  xealots  fight; 
His  canH  be  wrong,  whose  life  is  in  the  right 

Pepe*§  Eeeay  on  Mun, 

HeaVb  never  took  a  pleasure  or  a  pride, 

In  aluviog  stomachs,  or  a  horsewhippM  hide. 

Vr.  WdeeCe  Peter  Pindar. 

Yet  sooie  there  are,  of  men  I  think  the  worst, 
Poor  imps  1  unhi^ipy,  if  they  can  H  be  curst 

Dr.  WolcaCe  Peter  Pindar, 
D 


The  good  old  roan,  too  eager  in  dispute, 
Flew  high ;  and,  as  his  Christian  fury  rose. 
Damned  all  for  heretics  who  durst  oppose. 

Dryden*8  Religio  ImH 

The  guiltless  victim  groanM  for  their  offence. 

And  cruelty  and  blood  was  penitence ; 

If  sheep  and  oxen  could  atone  for  men. 

Ah !  at  how  cheap  a  rate  the  rich  might  sin ! 

And  great  oppressors  might  hcavcn*s  wrath  be 

guile. 
By  oiTeriDg  his  own  creatures  for  a  spoil. 

Ihyden'e  Rdigio  LaicL 

The  slaves  of  eustom  and  establishM  mode. 
With  pack-horse  constancy  we  keep  the  road. 
Crooked  or  straight,  through  quags  or  thorny  dolls, 
True  to  the  jingling  of  our  leader's  bells. 

Ceiwper'e  Tiroeinbxm. 

To  follow  foolish  precedent*!,  and  wink 
With  both  our  eyes,  is  easier  thaii  to  think. 

Cewper*9  Tirociniam, 
Shall  I  ask  the  brave  soldier  who  fights  by  my  sido 
In  the  cause  of  mankind,  if  our  creeds  agree  7 
Shall  I  give  up  the  fHend  I  have  valued  and  tried, 
If  he  kneel  not  before  the  same  altar  with  me 
From  the  heretic  girl  of  my  soul  shall  I  fly. 
To  seek  somewhere  else  a  more  orthodox  kiss? 
No !  perish  the  hearts,  and  the  laws  that  try 

Truth,  valour,  or  love,  by  a  standard  like  this. 

Moore. 
And  many  more  such  pious  scraps, 

To  prsire  (what  we  *?e  long  prov*d  perhaps) 

That  mad  as  CSiristians  UB*d  to  be 

About  the  thirteenth  eentory. 

There's  kU  of  Christians  to  be  had 

In  this,  the  nineteenth,  just  as  mad ! 

Moore'e  Tvoepenny  Pott  Bag, 
Yet  spite  of  tenets  so  flagitious 
(Which  must,  at  bottom,  be  seditious ; 
As  no  man  living  would  refuse 
Green  slippen^  but  flrom  treasonous  views ; 
Nor  wash  his  toes  but  with  intent 
To  overturn  the  government!) 
Saob.  is  oar  mild  and  tolerant  way. 
We  only  curse  thcoi  twice  a  day, 
(According  to  a  form  that's  set) 
And  fiur  from  torturing,  only  let 
AU  orthodox  believers  beat  'em. 
And  twitch  their  beards,  where'er  they  meet  'em. 

Moore's  Twopenny  Poet  Bag, 

Where  frugal  monks  their  little  relics  show. 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  tell  * 
Here  impious  men  have  ponishM  been,  and  lo' 
Deep  in  yon  cave  Honorius  kmg  did  dwell 
In  hope  to  merit  heaven  by  making  earth  a  heli. 

J^yivn't  ChOde  HavtmM 


do 


BIRDS. 


If  thb  be  trae,  indeed. 
Some  Christians  have  a  oomfortable  creed. 

ByrmC$  Don  Juan. 

Tliou  wilt  absolye  me  from  the  deed, 
For  ho  was  hostile  to  thy  creed ! 
The  very  name  of  Nazarcne 
Was  wormwood  to  his  Paynim  spleen. 

Bynn*$  Giaow. 

And  soul — but  who  shall  answer  where  it  went? 
*Tis  ours  to  bear,  not  jod^  the  dead ;  and  they 
Who  doom  to  hell,  themselves  are  on  the  way, 
Unless  these  bullies  of  eternal  pains 
Are  pardoned  their  bad  hearts  ibr  their  worse 
brains.  Byron*»  IdawL 

My  soul  had  drawn 
Light  from  the  Book  whose  words  are  graved  in 

Hght, 
There  at  the  well-head  had  I  found  the  dawn. 
And  day,  and  noon,  of  fitsedom : — but  too  bright 
It  shines  on  that  which  man  to  man  hath  given. 
And  caird  the  truth — the  very  truth  from  heaven; 
And  thereibre  seeks  he,  in  his  brother*s  sight 
To  cast  the  mote, — and  therefore  strives  to  bind 
With  his  strong  chain  to  earth,  what  is  not 
£arth*s— the  Mind. 

Jiff*.  Htmam, 

Trust  not  the  teacher  with  his  lying  scroll, 
Who  tears  the  charter  of  thy  shuddering  soul ; 
Tlie  God  of  love,  who  gave  the  life  that  warms 
AU  breathing  dust  in  all  its  varied  forma. 
Asks  not  the  tribute  of  a  world  like  this 
To  fill  the  measure  of  his  perfect  bliss. 


BIRDS. 

But  like  the  birds,  great  nature^s  happy  com- 
moners. 

That  haunt  in  woods,  in  meads  and  Bow'ry  gardens. 

Rifle  the  sweets  and  taste  the  choicest  firuits, 

Yet  scorn  to  ask  the  lordly  owner^s  leave. 

R9»e*9  Fair  Penitent. 

Up  springs  the  lark, 

Shrill  voicM,  and  lend,  the  messenger  of  mom ; 

Ere  yet  the  shadows  fly,  he  mounted  sings 

Amid  the  dawning  clouds,  and  ftom  their  haunts 

Calls  up  the  tunefhl  nations. 

7%om«0R*« /^eofoiis. 

Every  copse 
I  hidp  tangled,  tree  irregular,  and  bush 
llcnding  with  dewy  moisture,  o*er  the  heads 
in  the  coy  qoiristers  that  lodge  within, 
Are  orodigai  of  harmony.    The  thrush 
And  ^-ood-Iark,  o*er  the  kind  contending  throng 


Superior  heard,  run  through  the  sweetest  length 
Of  notes ;  when  listening  Philomela  deigns 
To  let  them  joy,  and  purposes  in  thought 
Elate,  to  make  her  night  excel  the  day. 

7%omjon*s  Seaeone, 

All  abandon*d  to  despair,  she  sings 

Her  sorrows  through  the  night ;  and,  on  the  bough 

Sole  sitting,  still  at  every  dying  ftll 

Takes  up  again  her  lamentable  strain 

Of  winding  woe ;  till,  wide  around,  the  woods 

Sigh  to  her  song,  and  with  her  wail  resound. 

7*4omsoii*f  Seaeone, 
*Tis  love  creates  their  melody,  and  all 
This  waste  of  music  is  the  voice  of  love ; 
That  even  to  birds,  and  beasts,  thd  tender  arts 
Of  pleasing  teaches.    Hence  the  glossy  kind 
Try  every  winning  way  inventive  love 
Can  dictate,  and  in  courtship  to  their  mates 
Pour  forth  their  little  souls. 

Tkemmn*9  Seaeens, 

Ten  thousand  warblers  cheer  the  day,  and  one 
The  live-long  night :  nor  these  alone  whose  notes 
Nice  iinger*d  art  must  emulate  in  vain. 
But  cawing  rooks,  and  kites  that  swim  sublime 
In  still  repeated  circles,  screaming  loud ; 
The  jay,  the  pie,  and  e^en  the  boding  owl 
That  hails  the  rising  moon,  have  charms  for  me. 

Cawper'e  7adb. 

Loud  sung  the  lark,  the  awaken*d  maid 
Beheld  him  twinkling  in  the  morning  light. 
And  wishM  for  wings  and  liberty  like  his. 

SenUkej/'e  Tkmiaba, 

Amid  the  flashing  and  feathery  foam 
•The  stormy  Petrel  finds  a  home. 

A  light  broke  in  upon  my  eoul-^ 

It  was  the  carol  of  a  bird ; 
It  ceased — and  then  it  came  again. 

The  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard. 

Byrtm, 

Sec  the  enfranchised  bird,  who  wildly  springs 
With  a  keen  sparkle  in  his  glowing  eye. 

And  a  strong  effort  in  his  quivering  wings 
Up  to  the  blue  vault  of  the  happy  sky. 

Mre,  NerteiL 

The  star  of  our  forest  dominions. 
The  humming-bird  darts  to  its  food. 

Like  a  gem  or  a  blossom,  on  pinions, 
Whose  glory  illumines  the  woods. 

Mre.  Otgeeet 

With  sonorous  notes 
Of  every  tone,  mix*d  in  confhsion  sweet 
Our  forest  rings. 

^\       Carlee  WUcet. 
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Fair  is  the  910011,  whoee  majesty  prevailing 

0*cr  breezeless  water,  on  Locano^s  lake, 
Bears  him  on,  while  proudly  8ailin|r 

He  leaves  behind  a  moon-illuminM  wake ; 
Behold !  the  mantling  spirit  of  reserve 
Fashions  his  neck  into  a  goodly  curve ; 
An  arch  thrown  hack  between  luxuriant  wings 

Of  whitest  gamitore,  like  fir-tree  boughs. 
To  which,  on  some  unruffled  morning  clings 

A  flaky  weight  of  winter's  purest  snows. 

Wordnoorth, 

Is  that  a  swam  that  rides  upon  the  water  7 
O  no,  it  is  that  other  gentle  bird, 

A  goose; 

O.  W,  Hohnet. 

Hie  noisy  gee$§  that  gabbled  in  the  pooL 

GoldamUh, 

And  the  ruffling  bird  of  Jann,— > 

And  the  wren  in  the  old  wall. 

Each  knew  her  loving  carefulness 

And  came  at  her  soft  caU. 

Jfrt.  HdW$  Alice  Ray, 

The  robin  to  the  garden  or  green  yard, 

Cloee  to  the  door  repairs  to  build  again 

>Vithm  her  wonted  tree. 

Coriot  WtZeos. 

The  brown  wUureg  of  the  woods 
HockM  to  these  vast  uncoverM  sepulchres 
And  sat  unscarM  and  silent  at  their  feast 

Bryant 

Lone  ifMppoorufill; 
lliere  is  much  sweetness  in  thy  fitfid  hynm* 
HcBid  in  the  drowsy  watches  of  the  night 

leaae  McLdUtn^  Jr, 

Seeing  one  eraw  is  lucky,  'tis  true. 
But  sore  misfortsme  attends  on  fioo^ 
And  meeting  with  three  is  the  devit 

if.  O,  Lewii, 

With  storm-daring  pinion,  and  sun-gaxing  eye, 
Hie  Grey  Forest  Eagle  is  king  of  the  sky. 

Alfred  B,  StreeL 
An  emblem  of  Freedom,  stem,  haughty  and  high 
Is  the  Grey  Forest  Eagle,  that  king  of  the  sky. 
It  sooms  the  bright  scenes,  the  gay  places  of 

earth— 
B|y  the  mountain  and  torrent  it  springs  into  birth ; 
Hieie  rock'd  by  the  wild  wind,  baptized  by  the 

foam. 
It  is  guarded  and  cfaerishM,  and  there  is  its  home. 

Alfred  B,  Street. 

Hark!  how  with  lone  and  fluttering  start 

The  sky-lark  soars  above. 

And  with  her  full,  melodious  heart, 

Slie  pomv  her  strains  of  love. 

JTn.  Wdby. 


Tlie  pilgrim  swallow  comcth 

To  her  forsaken  nest, — 

So  must  each  heart,  that  roameth. 

Return  to  find  its  rest 

Where  love  makes  summer  lustre. 

Mrt.HaU 

Ever,  my  son,  be  thon  like  tlie  doee; 

In  friendship  as  fiuthfli],  as  constant  in  love. 

Bts^X^oone. 

There  fVom  a  neighbouring  thicket  the  mocking^ 

Mn2,  wildest  of  singers, 
Swmig  alofl  on  a  willow  spray  that  hung  o'er 

the  water, 
Shook  from  his  little  throat  such  floods  of  delicious 

music, 
Hiat  the  whole  air  and  the  woods  and  the  waves 

seem'd  to  listen. 

LongfMow'e  EvangeUne, 

Hark !  tliat  sweet  carol !  what  delights, 
The  scene  no  more  is  dumb,^— 
The  litUe  bine-hird  is  in  sight. 
Spring,  glorious  Spring,  has  come. 

Street  $  Peem$, 
The  partridge^  whose  deep-rolling  drum, 

A&r  has  sounded  on  my  ear. 
Ceasing  its  beatings  as  I  come, 

Whirrs  to  the  sheltering  branches  near. 

StreeCe  Poems 
Tba  quaWs  quick  whistle  echoed  clear. 
From  the  red  buckwheatstubble  near. 

Streets  Poems 

Tliis  great  solitude  is  quick  with  life ; 
And  birds  that  scarce  have  leam'd  the  fbar  of  men 
Are  here.  Bryant 


BIRTH. 


Verily, 

I  swear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  bom. 

And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content, 

Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  glist'ring  grie( 

And  wear  a  golden  s(tf  row. 

Shah.  Henry  Vlli 

Madam,  you  haply  scorn  the  vulgar  earth 
Of  which  I  stand  compacted :  and  because 
I  cannot  add  a  splendour  to  my  name, 
RefleoUve  from  a  royal  pedigree. 
Yon  interdict  my  language ;  but  be  pleas'd 
To  know,  the  ashes  of  my  ancestors, 
If  intermingled  in  the  tomb  with  kings, 
Could  hardly  be  distingnish'd.    Tlie  stars  shoot 
An  equal  influeneo  on  th'  open  cottage. 
Where  the  poor  shepherd's  child  is  riidely  nurs'U, 
As  on  the  oadle  where  the  prince  is  jock'd 
With  eve  and  whisper. 

Habbington*s  Queen  ^Armgem 
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No  diBtinction  is  'tween  man  and  man« 
Dut  aa  hifl  virtues  add  to  him  a  gloiy. 
Or  Ticca  cloud  him. 

HdbhingUm''»  Queen  cfAmgon, 
Put  off  your  ^ant  titles,  then  I  can 
Stand  in  your  jud jrment's  blank  and  aqual  man, 
Thou|rh  hills  advanced  are  above  the  plain. 
They  are  but  higher  earth,  nor  must  disdain 
Alliance  with  the  vale :  we  see  a  spade 
Can  level  them,  and  make  a  mount  a  glade. 
However  we  differ  in  the  herald's  book. 
He  that  mankind^s  extraction  shall  look 
lu  nature's  rolls,  must  grant  we  all  agree 
In  our  best  parts,  immortal  pedigree. 

Dr,  Henry  King,  BUhop  uf  ChiehetUr. 

Let  high  birth  triumph  I  what  can  be  more  great  7 
Nothing — but  merit  in  a  low  estate. 
To  virtue's  humblest  son  let  none  prefer 
Vice,  though  descetoded  fiom  the  Conqoetor. 
Shall  man,  like  figures,  pass  tor  high,  or  base, 
Slight  or  important,  only  by  their  place  ? 
Titles  are  marks  of  honest  men,  and  wise ; 
The  fool,  or  knave,  that  wears  a  title,  lies. 

Tmtng. 
Look  up^  my  young  American, 

Stand  firmly  on  the  earth. 
Where  noble  deeds  and  mental  power 

Give  titles  over  birth. 

Jtfri.  CioroUne  OUman, 

IVadition's  pages 
TcU  not  the  planting  of  thy  parent  tree. 

Hatteek 
I  have  had  dreams  of  greatness,  glorious  dreams, 
How  I  would  play  the  lord ! — ^Hbw  I  would  spurn 
The  littleness  of  that  fiibo  pride  which  seeks 
To  build  on  pedigree  its  high  renown:— 
How  I  would  lend  my  influence  to  suppress 
The  haughtiness  of  titled  rank,  and  teach 
lliat  brain,  not  Wood  was  proof  of  noble  birth. 

Mrt.  HaU?9  Qronenar;  a  Tragedy, 

I  've  learned  to  judge  of  men  by  their  own  deeds, 
I  do  not  make  tiie  accident  of  birth 
The  standard  of  their  merit 

Jtfrt.  HMe  Grotvenw, 

——He  was  poor  and  lowly  bom,  and  lived 
Where  merit  roust  be  heralded  by  birth, 
t>r  bought  with  gold. 

JIfrt.  HoWb  Orotvewr, 


BIRTHDAY. 

Alas!  this  day 
tmt  gave  me  birth,  and  (which  is  straage  to  IQII) 
The  Iktis  e'er  iinse,  •■  watching  its  return, 


Have  caught  it  as  it  flew,  and  mark'd  it  deep 
With  something  great;  extremes  of  good  or  ilL 

Young'e  Bufirnt. 

If  any  white-wingcd  power  above 

My  joys  and  griefs  survey, 
The  day  when  thou  wert  bom,  kny  love,-* 

He  surely  blessed  that  day. 
And  duly  shall  my  raptured  song, 

And  gladly  shall  my  eyes 

Still  bless  this  day's  return,  so  long 

As  thou  shalt  see  it  rise. 

CIsiRpML 

Another  year !  another  leaf 

Is  turned  within  life's  volume  briel^ 

And  yet  not  one  bright  page  appears 

Of  mine  within  that  book  of  years. 

Hqffmuu 

Yet  all  I've  learnt  firom  hours  rift 

With  painftil  brooding  here, 
Is,  that  amid  this  mortal  striib. 

The  lapse  of  every  year 
But  takes  away  a  hope  from  life. 

And  adds  to  death  a  fear. 

Why  should  we  count  our  life  by  yean, 
Since  years  are  short,  and  pass  away ! 

Or, -why  by  fortune's  smiles  or  tears, 
Since  tears  are  vain  and  smiles  decay ! 

O !  count  by  rirtues — these  shall  last 
When  life's  lame-footed  race  is  o'er ; 

And  these,  when  earthly  joys  are  past. 

May  cheer  us  on  a  brighter  shore. 

MmHak. 

My  birthday!  O,  beloved  mother! 

My  heart  is  with  thee  o'&r  the  seas. 

I  did  not  think  to  count  another, 

Before  I  wept  upcn  thy  knees. 

Wtttf. 


BLINDNESS. 

Where  am  I  now  ? 
I  thought  the  way  to  death  had  been  so  broad, 
Tho'  I  were  blind,  I  could  not  miss  the  road  : 
Death's  lodgings  such  perpetual  darkness  hiive, 
And  I  seem  nothing  but  a  walking  grave. 

Sir  Bcbert  Howari'e  Vestal  Virgin. 

O  happiness  of  blindness !  now  no  beauty 
Inflames  my  lust;  no  other's  good  my  envy ; 
Or  misery,  my  pity ;  no  man's  wealth 
Draws  mv  respect ;  nor  poverty  my  scorn  * 
Yet  still  I  see  enough !  man  to  himself 
Is  a  large  prospect,  rais'd  above  the  level 
Of  his  low  creeping  thoughts ;  if  then  I  have 
A  Wiorld  within  myself;  that  world  shall  be 


BLUNTNESa 


e? 


Mj empire;  there  I*II  reign,  eommanding  freelj, 

And  williiiglj  obeyed,  securo  from  fbar 

Of  foreign  forces,  or  domestic  treasons, 

And  hold  a  monarchj*  more  free,  more  absolute, 

Ihan  in  my  father^s  seat ;  and  looking  down 

With  scorn,  or  pity,  on  the  slippery  state 

Of  kings,  will  troad  upon  the  neck  of  Iktd. 

Denham^M  Sophy, 

lliese  eyes,  though  clear, 
To  oatward  view,  of  blemish  or  of  spot, 
Bcrofl  of  light,  their  seeing  have  forgot ; 
Nor  to  their  idle  orbs  doth  sight  appear 
Of  stm,  or  moon,  or  star,  throughout  the  year, 
Or  man,  or  woman.  Yet  I  argue  not 
Against  beavjen's  hand  or  will,  nor  bate  a  jot 
Of  heart  or  hope ;  but  still  bear  up  and  steer 
Right  onward.  What  supports  me,  dost  thou  ask  ? 
The  conscience,  friend,  to  have  lost  them  overplied 
In  llbcrty*8  defence,  my  noble  task, 
Of  which  all  Burope  rings  from  side  to  side. 
lUs  might  lead  me  through  the  world's  vain  mask 
Content,  though  blind,  had  I  no  better  guide. 

Milton. 
0  loss  of  sight,  of  thee  I  most  complain ! 
Blind  among  enemies,  O  worse  than  chains, 
Dmigeona  or  beggary  or  dccrepid  age ! 
light,  the  prime  work  of  God,  to  roe 's  extinct. 
And  an  her  various  objects  of  delight 
AnnoUM  which  might  in  part  my  grief  have  eas'd* 

MiIUm'9  Sammm  AgomoUs, 

0  dark,  dark,  dark,  amid  the  blaze  of  noon. 

Irrevocably  da.rk,  total  eclipse 

Without  all  hope  of  day! 

0  first  created  beam,  and  thou  great  word, 

I^t  there  be  light,  and  light  was  over  all ; 

Why  am  I  thus  bereav'd  the  prime  decree  7 

Mition*8  Samaon  Ag&nisieo, 

Thus  with  the  year 
Seasons  return,  but  not  to  me  returns 
D»yi  or  the  sweet  approach  of  ev*n  or  mom. 
Or  n'ght  of  Temal  bloom,  or  summer^s  rose. 
Or  flocks,  or  herds,  or  human  ikce  divine ; 
Bot  cIoBd  instead,  and  cvcr-during  dark 
Surrounds  me,  from  the  cheerful  ways  of  men 
Cot  ofl(  and  for  the  book  of  knowledge  fiiir 
Presented  with  an  universal  blank 
Of  nature's  works  to  me  ezpung'd  and  ras'd. 
And  wisdom  at  one  entrance  quite  shut  out. 

MilUuea  Parudue  LooL 
Ye  have  a  world  of  light, 
Where  low  in  the  loved  rejoices ; 
^  the  blind  man's  home  is  the  house  of  night, 
And  its  beings  are  empty  voices. 

Btdwor, 


I  ken  the  night  and  day. 

For  all  ye  may  believe, 
And  often  in  my  spirit  lies 
A  clear  light  as  of  mid-day  skies; 
And  splendours  on  my  vision  rise, 

Like  gorgeous  hues  of  eve. 

Mary  HawitU 

For  oh !  while  others  gaze  on  Nature's  face, 
The  verdant  vale,  the   mountains,  woods  and 

streams. 
Or  with  delight  ine0ab]e  survey 
llie  kun, — bright  image  of  his  parent  God;^- 
Whilst  others  view  Heavcn*s  all-involving  arch, 
Bright  with  unnumber'd  worlds,  and  lost  in  joy. 
Fair  order  and  utility  behold ;— - 
To  ihe  those  foir  vicissitudes  are  lost. 
And  grace  and  beauty  blotted  from  my  view. 

Dr.  Thmnao  BhekUkk. 

Thou  walk  'st  the  world  in  daily  night : 
In  vain  they  gleam,  in  vain  for  thee, 

Tlie  mom  upon  tlie  mountain  height, 
Hie  golden  sunset  on  the  sea. 

Jfrt.  Oigood. 

He,  whom  Nature  thus  bereaves. 

Is  ever  Fancy's  favourite  child; 
For  thee,  enchanted  dreams  she  weaves 

Of  changeful  beauty,  bright  and  vrild. 

Mr9,09good 


BLUNTNESS. 

This  is  some  follow. 
Who,  having  been  prals'dfor  blnntness,  doth  affisct 
A  saucy  roughness,  and  constrains  the  garb^ 
Quite  from  his  nature  :  he  can't  flatter,  he ! — 
An  honest  mind  and  plain,  -*- he  must  speak  truth : 
An  they  will  take  it,  so;  if  not,  he 's  plain. 
These  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this  plain 

ncss 
Harbour  moro  cmfl,  and  &r  corrupter  ends. 
Than  twenty  silly  ducking  observants. 
That  stretch  their  duty  nicely. 

Shako.  Loot 

This  rudeness  is  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit, 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  his  words 
With  better  appeUte. 

Shako.  JuUuo  C^Bka$. 

I  h&vo  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 

Nor  actions,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  «• 

speech. 
To  stir  men's  blood :  I  only  speak  right  cuv 

Shako,  Jutiuo  Cmoau 
6* 
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BLUSfflNG  -  BOASTING. 


BLUSHING. 


The  donbtfuU  roajd,  seeing'  herselfe  dcecryde, 

Wat  all  abasht,  and  her  pure  yrorj 

Into  a  clear  carnation  snddeine  dyde ; 

As  fajre  Aurora  rysing  hastily 

Dotli  by  her  bhishing  tell  that  she  did  lye 

All  night  in  old  Tithonus*  frozen  bed, 

WJiereof  she  seems  ashamed  inwardly. 

Spemer'i  Fairy  Qiuen, 

Confusion  thrillM  me  then,  and  secret  joy. 
Fast  throbbing,  stole  its  treasures  from  my  heart. 
And  mantling  upward,  tum*d  my  face  to  crimson. 

Brooke^M  Outtavui  Vomo, 

FVom  every  blush  that  kindles  in  thy  cheeks, 

Ten  thousand  little  loves  and  graces  sprin|f 

To  revel  in  the  roses. 

Aetoe'f  Tamerlane, 

Conlbund  me  not  with  shame,  nor  call  up  all 
The  blood  that  warms  my  trembling  heart. 
To  fill  my  cheeks  with  blushes. 

Trap^M  AlbmmuU, 

With  every  chan^  his  fratores  played. 
As  aspens  show  the  light  and  shade. 

SeateeRekAy. 
Truly  his  penetrating  eye 
Hath  caught  that  blush's  passing  dye,— 
Like  the  last  beam  of  evening  thrown 
On  a  white  cloud,— just  seen  and  gone. 

SeaW»  Lard  of  the  Idee. 

Alas!  that  in  our  earliest  blush 

Our  danger  first  we  fi^ 
And  tremble  when  the  rising  flush 

Betrays  some  angers  seal! 
Alas!  for  care  and  pallid  woe 

Sit  watchers  in  their  turn. 
Where  heaven's  too  fiiint  and  transient  glow 

So  soon  forgets  to  bum! 

Maiden!  through  every  change  the  same 

Sweet  semblance  thou  mayst  wear; 
Ay,  scorch  thy  very  soul  with  shame, 

Thy  brow  may  still  be  fiiir: 
Uut  if  thy  lovely  cheek  forget 

rhe  rose  of  purer  years— 
Say,  does  not  memory  sometimes  wet 

That  changeless  cheek  with  tears? 

O.  W.  Hdmet. 
Ivivtt  me  the  eloquent  cheek. 

Where  Uqshes  burn  and  die; 

I 'ike  thme  its  changes  speak 

IIm  spirit's  purity! 

Jf  rs.  Otgooifg  Poemt, 


On  Beauty's  lids  the  gem-like  tear 

Oft  sheds  its  evanescent  ray, 
But  scarce  is  seen  to  sparkle,  ere 

*Ti8  chased  by  beaming  smiles  a^'ay: 
Just  so  the  blush  is  formed — and  flies— 

Nor  owns  reflection's  calm  control : 
It  comes,  it  deepens  — &des  and  dies, 

A  gush  o£  feeling  from  the  souL 


Mre,  Dinnice, 

Hie  lilies  faintly  to  the  roses  yield. 

As  on  thy  lovely  check  they  struggling  vie, 

(Who  would  not  strive  upon  so  sweet  a  field 
To  win  the  mastery  7) 

And  thoughts  are  in  thy  speaking  eyes  rcvcal'd. 

Pure  as  the  fount  the  prophet's  rod  unseal'd. 

Heffmant 


BOASTING. 

O  Jove!  let  it  become 

To  boast  my  deeds,  when  he  whom  they  concern 

Shall  thus  forget  them. 

Joneefi'f  Sefanue, 

Hie  honour  is  overpaid. 

When  he  that  did  the  act  is  commentator. 

Sldrley 

He  that  vaunts 

Of  a  received  favour  ought  to  be 

Punish'd  as  sacrilegious  persons  are. 

'Cause  he  doth  violate  that  sacred  thing. 

Pure,  spotless  honour. 

Cariwrxghfo  Royal  Slave, 

For  then  wc  wound  our  modesty,  and  make 

Foul  the  clearness  of  our  desorvings,  when 

Of  ourselves  we  publish  them. 

Shako.  AU'e  Wdl 

Who  knows  himself  a  braggart. 

Let  him  fear  this;  for  it  will  come  to  pass 

That  eveiy  brnggart  shall  be  found  an  ass. 

Shake.  AU'b  WeU 

Here 's  a  largo  mouth,  indeed, 
That  spits  forth  doatii,  and  mountainsi  rocks,  anc 

seas; 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  lions. 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy  dogs. 

Shako,  King  John 

I  know  them,  yea. 

And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmost  scruple: 

Scambling,  out-facing,  fashion  mong'ring  boys. 

That  lie,  and  coy,  and  flout,  deprave  and  slander, 

Go  antickly,  and  sliow  outward  hideousness, 

And  speak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words. 

How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies  if  they  durst; 

And  this  is  all. 

Shako.  Mmek  Ad/o. 


BOOKS. 
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1*11  turn  two  mincing  steps 
Into  a  manly  atride ;  and  speak  of  frays 
like  a  fine  bragging  youth ;  and  tell  quaint  lies, 
llovr  honourable  ladies  sought  my  love, 
Which  I  denying,  they  fell  sick  and  died : 
I  oould  not  do  with  all : — ^^then  I  will  repent, 
And  wish,  for  all  that,  tliat  I  had  not  killM  them, 
And  twenty  of  these  puny  lies  1*11  tell, 
That  men  shall  swear  I  have  discontinued  school 
Above  a  twelvemonth. 

Shakt,  Merchant  cf  Venice, 

What  art  thou  7     Have  not  I 

An  arm  as  big  as  thine  7  a  heart  as  big  7 

Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger ;  (or  I  wear  not 

My  dagger  in  my  mouth. 

Shaks,  CynMme, 

He  mads  me  mad, 
1V>  see  him  shine  so  brisk,  and  smell  so  sweet, 
And  talk  so  like  a  waiting  gentlewoman 
Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds  (God  save  the 

mark !) 
And  telling  me,  the  sovereign^st  thing  on  earth 
Was  parmacity,  for  an  invrard  bruise ; 
And  that  it  was  great  pity,  so  it  was, 
Hiis  villanoua  saltpetre  should  be  diggM 
Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmless  earth. 
Which  many  a  good  tall  fellow  had  destroy'd 
8o  cowardly :  and  but  for  these  wild  guns,     . 
He  would  liimself  have  been  a  soldier. 

Shaka.  Henry  2V. 

A  gallant  curtle-aie  upon  my  thigh, 
A  boar-spear  in  my  hand ;  and  (in  my  heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  woman*s  fear  there  will) 
We*11  have  a  swashing  and  a  martial  outside ; 
As  many  other  mannish  eowards  have. 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  semblances. 

Shakg,  AtymhkeU, 

Here  is  a  silly,  stately  style  indeed ! 

The  Turk  that  two  and  fifty  kingdoms  hath. 

Writes  not  so  tedious  a  style  as  this. 

SkakB.  Henry  IV, 

Nay,  aa  thon*lt  mouth, 
1*11  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

8hidb.HanileL 

A  mad-cap  ruffian,  and  a  swearing  jack. 
Hut  thinks  with  oaths  to  &ce  the  matter  out 

8hak$.  Taming  tkB  Shrew. 

So  spake  the  apostate  angel,  though  in  pain, 
Vannting  aloud,  but  raek*d  with  deep  despair. 

MUton*»  Paradiee  LoeL 

We  iiae  in  gloryi  as  we  sink  in  pride ; 
Wasve  hoastjag  ends,  there  dignity  begins. 

YoiMg'e  Night.  Thtrnghte. 


For  men  (it  is.  reported)  dash  and  vapour 
lioss  on  the  field  of  battle  than  on  paper. 
Tlius  in  the  histVy  of  each  dire  campaign 
More  carnage  loads  the  newspaper  than  plain. 

i>r.  WokoVe  Peter  Pindar, 


BOOKS. 


And  though  books,  madam,  cannot  make  this 

mind, 
Which  we  must  bring  apt  to  be  set  aright ; 
Yet  do  they  rectify  it  in  that  kind. 
And  touch  it  so,  as  that  it  turns  that  way 
Where  judgment  lies.   And  though  we  cannot  find 
The  certain  place  of  truth,  yet  do  they  stay. 

And  entertain  us  near  about  the  same. 

Danid, 

A  book!    O  rare  one! 

Be  not,  as  is  'our  fanglcd  word,  a  garment 

Nobler  than  that  it  covers. 

Shake.  Cymbeline 

Books  should  to  one  of  ^ese  four  ends  conduce 

For  wisdom,  piety,  delight,  or  use. 

Denham 

Learning  is  more  profound 

When  m  few  solid  authors  *t  may  be  fbund. 

A  few  good  books,  digested  well,  do  feed 

Hie  mind ;  much  cloys,  or  doth  ill  humours  breed 

Robert  Heath. 

Give  me 

Leave  to  enjoy  m3r8elfl    Tliat  place  that  docs 

Contain  my  books,  the  best  companions,  is 

To  me  a  glorious  court,  where  hourly  I 

Converse  with  the  old  sages  and  philosophers ; 

And  sometimes  for  variety,  I  confer 

With  kings  and  emperors,  and  weigh  their  coun* 

sels; 

Calling  their  victories,  if  unjustly  got, 

Unto  a  strict  account ;  and  in  my  fancy, 

Deface  their  ill-plac*d  statues.    Can  I  then 

Part  with  sjich  constant  pleasures,  to  embrace 

Uncertain  vanities  7    No :  be  it  your  care 

To  augment  a  heap  of  wealth :  it  shall  be  mme 

To  increase  in  knowledge. 

Fktche* 

Books  are  part  of  man*s  prerogative. 
In  formal  ink  they  thought  and  voices  hold. 
That  we  to  them  our  solitude  may  give, 
And  make  time  present  travel  that  of  old. 
Our  life,  fiime  pieceth  longer  at  the  end. 
And  books  it  fiurther  backward  dotli  extend. 

Sir  Thomae  Ovaour^f 

*Tis  in  Vwks  tlie  chief 

Of  all  perfections  to  be  plain  and  brie£ 

dutler 
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BOUNTY-  BREVITY-BRIBERY. 


T  were  well  with  most,  if  books,  that  could  engage 
Tlieir  childhood,  pleasM  them  at  a  riper  a^ ; 
The  man  approving  what  had  charmM  the  boy, 
Would  die  at  last  in  comfort,  peace,  and  joy; 
And  not  with  curses  on  his  art,  who  stole 
The  gem  of  truth  from  hli  unguarded  souL 

Cotoper. 
Books  arc  men  of  higher  stature, 
And  the  only  men  that  speak  aloud  for  ftiture 
times  to  hear !         Mist  BarrdfB  Poems, 

Come  lot  me  make  a  sonny  realm  around  thee. 
Of  thought  and  beauty! — Here  are  books  and 

flowers. 
With  spells  to  loose  the  fetters  which  hath  bound 

thee, 
Tlie  ravcird  evil  of  this  world*8  feverish  hours. 

Mrs.  Hemans. 

The  past  but  lives  in  words :  a  thousand  ages 
Were  blank,  if  books  had  not  evokM  their  ghosts, 
And  kept  tlic  pale,  unbodied  shades  to  warn  us 
From  fleshless  lips. 

*  Bulwer. 

*Tis  pleasant,  sure,  to  see  one's  name  in  print; 
A  book 's  a  book  although  there  *s  notliing  in  *t 

Byfxm, 

*T  was  heaven  to  lounge  upon  a  couch,  said  Gray,. 
And  read  new  novels  on  a  rainy  day. 

CharUs  SjpMgue, 
A  blessing  on  the  printer*8  art!  — 
Books  are  the  Mentors  of  the  heart. 

Mr$.BaU. 
The  burning  soul,  the  burden'd  mind 

In  books  alone  companions  find. 

Jlfrf .  Hale. 

Turn  back  the  tide  of  ages  to  its  head. 
And  hoaf  d  the  wisdom  of  the  honourM  dead. 

Charlee  Sfrague, 

What  he  has  written  seems  to  me  no  more 
Than  I  have  thought  a  thousand  times  befbre^ 

We  never  speak  our  deepest  fbelings^ 
Our  holiest  hopes  have  no  rcvealings, 
Save  in  the  gleams  that  light  the  fiice, 
Or  fancies  that  the  pen  may  trace. 
And  hence  to  books  the  heart  must  turn 
When  with  unspoken  thoughts  we  yearn. 
And  gather  from  the  silent  page 
The  just  reproof  the  counsel  sage, 
Iho  consolation  kind  and  true 
7*liat  soothes  and  heals  the  wounded  heart 

Jtfrf .  HM9  Viga  (f  Lone. 
Ihi*  there  *s  a  f^ver  of  the  soul 
lieyund  this  opiate  control, 
^  lion  the  DooK  oharm  its  influence  loses. 

Mr$.  Hale'M  VigU  of  Lot>e, 


BOUNTY. 

What  you  desire  of  him,  he  partly  begs 

To  be  desir*d  to  give.    It  much  would  please  him 

That  of  his  fortunes  you  would  make  a  staff 

To  lean  upon. 

8hak».  Antony  and  Cleopatm, 

For  his  bounty, 
There  was  no  winter  in  *t;  an  autumn  H  was 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping. 

Shake,  Antony  and  Cleapatra. 

O  blessed  bounty,  giving  all  content ! 
The  only  fautress  of  all  noble  arts. 
That  lend*st  success  to  every  good  intent, 
A  grace  that  rests  in  the  most  godlike  hearts, 
By  heav*n  to  none  but  happy  souls  inf\]s*d. 
Pity  it  is,  that  e'er  thou  wast  afousM. 

Draykn, 

He  that's  liberal 
To  all  alike,  may  do  a  good  by  chance. 
But  never  out  of  judgment 

Beaumont  and  Flelehei'B  Spamth  Curate. 

Such  moderation  with  thy  bounty  join, 

That  thou  may'st  nothing  give  that  is  not  thine  * 

That  liberality  is  but  cast  away. 

Which  makes  us  borrow  what  we  cannot  pay. 

Denham, 

Large  was  his  bounty  and  his  soul  sincere, 
Heaven  did  a  recompense  as  largely  send ;" 

He  gave  to  misery  all  he  had — a  tear;— 
He  gainM  &om  heaven— 't  was  all  he  wish*d-^ 
a  ihend !  Gray. 


BREVITY. 

Since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit, 

And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  flourishes, 

I  will  be  brie£ 

Shake,  Hamlet 

'Tis  of  books  the  chief 

Of  all  pcrlbctioDS  to  be  plain  and  brie£ 

Butler. 

Stop  not,  unthinking,  every  friend  you  meet 
To  spin  your  wordy  fabric  in  the  street ; 
While  you  are  emptying  your  colloquial  pack, 
The  fiend  Lumbago  jumps  upon  his  back. 

O.  W,  HoUnee 


BRIBERY. 

What !  shall  one  of  us, 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  aH  this  wnrid^ 
But  for  supporting  robbeift;— shall  we  nofir 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes  t 


BUILDING-  CALAMITY. 
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And  sell  the  mighty  epaee  of  oar  large  honoon 

For  K)  much  trash,  as  may  be  grasped  thus? 

rd  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon. 

Than  such  a  Roman. 

Shakt.  Jvlius  Camtr, 

None  does  offend,  none,  I  say  none ;  I  *U  able  *em : 

TakfD  that  of  me,  my  friend,  who  have  the  power 

To  seal  the  accttser*s  lips. 

Shak$,  Lettr. 

Let  me  tell  yon,  Cassius,  yon  yourself 

Arc  much  condemnM  to  haTe  an  itching  palm; 

To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 

To  undeservers. 

Shakt.  Juliu$  C^Btar, 

The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world*8  law : 
The  world  oiFords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich ; 
llieii  bo  not  poor,  but  break  it  and  take  this. 

8kak9.  Romeo  and  JuHd, 

Who  thinketh  to  buy  TiUany  with  gold. 
Shall  ever  find  such  faith  so  bought— so  sold. 

ManUm^M  Soplumulba. 

Silver,  though  white. 
Yet  it  draws  Uack  lines ;  it  shall  not  rule  my  palm 
Thett  to  mark  forth  his  base  corruption. 

MiddleUm  and  Rowley'*  Fair  Q^amL 

Petitions  not  sweetened 
With  gold,  aTe  but  unsavoury  and  oft  refused ; 
Or  if  received,  are  pocketed,  not  read. 
A  suitor's  swelling  tears  by  the  glowing  beams 
Of  choleric  authority  are  dried  up 
Before  they  fidl*  or  if  seen,  never  pitied. 

Maooinger, 

Ko,  1*11  not  trust  the  honour  of  a  man : 
Gold  is  grown  great,  and  makes  perfidiousnesB 
A  most  common  waiter  in  most  princes'  courts : 
He's  in  the  check^roU :  I'll  not  trust  my  blood : 
I  know  none  breathing  but  will  cog  a  dye 
For  twenty  thousand  double  pistolets. 

JlfantoN. 


BUILDING. 

Here  the  architect 

Bid  not  with  carious  skill  a  pile  erect 

Of  carved  marble,  touch,  or  porphyry. 

But  built  a  bouse  Six  hospitality; 

No  sumptuous  chimney-piece  of  shining  stone 

bnrites  the  stranger's  eye  to  gaze  upon. 

And  eoldly  entertain  his  sight,  but  clear 

And  dieerfril  flames  cherish  and  warm  him  here. 

Carew, 
Not  waUa»  but  subjects'  love 

I>»  lo  a  ptiaee.tbe  strongest  castla  prqvo. 

/  Oqft^o  Ragmg  Tmrk. 


CALAMITY. 

Do  not  insult  calamity : 
It  is  a  barb*rous  grossness,  to  lay  on 
The  weight  of  scorn,  where  heavy  misery 
Too  much  already  weighs  men's  fortunes  down. 

Danu^o  PhUata9, 

Calamity  is  man's  true  toueh'StGne. 

Be0umont  and  FUuka^o  Fowr  Playo  in  Ono, 

How  wise^  fate  ordain'd  for  human  kind 
Calamity !  whieh  is  the  perfect  glass 
Wherein  we  truly  see  and  know  ourselves. 
How  justly  it  created  life  too  short ! 
For  being  incident  to  many  griefs. 
Had  it  been  destin'd  to  continue  long, 
Fate,  to  please  fools,  had  done  the  wise  great 
wrong. 

Sir  W.  DavommCo  Law  againti  LomrB, 

Know,  he  that 
Foretells  his  own  calamity,  and  makes 
Events  before  they  come,  twice  over  doth 
Endure  the  pains  of  evil  destiny. 
But  we  must  trust  to  virtue,  not  to  fiite ; 
That  may  protect,  whom  cruel  stars  wiU  hate. 

Sir  W,  Davenanf*  Di$tresi€$, 

Thus,  sometimes  hath  the  brightest  day  a  cloud; 
And,  after  summer,  ever  more  succeeds 
Barren  vnnter  with  his  wrathful  nipping  cold ; 
So  oares  and  joys  abound,  as  seasons  fleet 

Shako.  Henry  VL 

When  men  once  reach  their  autumn,  sickly  joys 
Fall  off  apace,  as  yellow  leaves  from  trees. 
At  every  little  breath  misfortune  blows ; 
Till  left  quite  naked  of  their  happiness, 
In  the  ohill  blasts  of  winter  they  expire. 
This  is  the  common  lot 


Tell  me  no  more 

Of  my  soul's  lofty  gifts !    Are  they  not  vain 

To  quench  its  haunting  thirst  for  happiness  ? 

Have  I  not  loved,  and  striven,  and  failed  to  bind 

One  true  heart  unto  me,  whereon  my  own 

Might  find  a  resting-place,  a  home  for  all 

Its  burden  of  affection  7    I  depart 

Unknown,  though  Fame  goes  with  me ;  I  must 

leave 

The  earth  unknown. 

Jtfrt.  Hemano, 

I  turn  me  back,  and  find  a  barren  waste. 

Joyless  and  rayless ;  a  few  spots  are  there, 

Where  briefly  it  was  granted  me  to  Uste 

The  tenderness  of  youthftd  love — in  air 

Theoharmis  broken. 

Porami 
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CALM  -  CANDOUR. 


CALM. 


Pure  wan  the  temperate  air,  an  even  calm 
Perpetual  reigfn*d,  save  what  tho  zephjrrs  bland 
BrcatliM  o'er  the  bhic  expanse. 

ThmnmnCB  Seammt^ 

Gradual  sinks  tho  breeze 
Into  a  perfect  calm ;  that  not  a  brcntli 
I  heard  to  quiver  thro'  tho  closingf  woods, 
Or  rustlinsr  tarn  the  many  twinkling  leaves 
Of  aspen  tall.    The  uncurling'  floods,  difTus'd 
In  glassy  breadtli,  seem  through  delusive  lapse, 
Forgetful  of  their  course.    Tis  silence  all. 
And  pleasing  expectation. 

T^Aomstm'f  Sea$on9, 

Tlie  wind  breathed  soft  as  lovers  sigh, 
And  oft  rcncw'd  secm'd  oft  to  die. 
With  breatlilcss  pause  between. 
O  who  witli  speech  of  war  and  woes. 
Would  wish  to  break  tlie  soft  repose 
Of  such  enchanting  scene  I 

SeafB  Lord  ^  tU  IdeB, 

St  George's  banner,  broad  and  gay. 

Now  faded,  as  the  fading  ray 

Less  bright,  and  less,  was  flung ; 

The  evening  gale  had  scarce  the  power 

To  wave  it  on  the  donjon  tower, 

So  heavily  it  hung. 

ScoW»  Marmion. 

'Twas  one  of  those  ambrosial  eves 
A  day  of  storm  so  often  leaves 
At  its  calm  setting — when  the  west 
Ojiens  her  golden  bowers  to  rest. 
And  a  moist  radiance  ftom  tho  skies 
Shoots  trembling  down,  as  from  the  eyes 
Of  some  meek  penitent,  whose  last 
Bright  hours  atone  for  dark  ones  past. 
And  whose  sweet  tears,  o'er  wrong  forgiven. 
Shine  as  they  fall  with  light  from  heaven ! 

Moore'§  LaUa  Roakk, 

How  calm, — how  beautiful  comes  <5h 
The  stilly  hour,  when  stonns  are  gone, 
When  warring  winds  have  died  away, 
And  clouds,  beneath  the  glancing  ray, 
Melt  off  and  leave  the  land  and  sea. 
Sleeping  m  bright  tranquillity; — 
When  the  blue  waters  rise  and  fall. 
In  sleepy  sunsliine  mantling  all ; 
And  ev^n  that  swell  the  tempest  leaves, 
fs  like  the  full  and  silent  heaves 
Of  lovers'  hearts,  when  newly  blest, 
Tuc  newly  to  be  quite  at  rest ! 

/Vnore'f  Laiki  Rookh, 


The  sea  is  like  a  silvery  lake. 

And  o'er  its  calm  tho  vessel  glides 

Gently  as  if  it  fear'd  to  wake 

The  slumbers  of  the  silent  tides. 

Jfioorc 

Serenely  my  heart  took  the  hue  of  the  hour, 

Its  passions  wore  sleeping,  were  mute  as  the  dead. 

And  Uie  Spirit  becalm'd  but  remember'd  tlieir 

power. 

As  the  billow  the  force  of  the  gale  that  was  fled  I 

Moore, 

And  all  was  stillness,  save  the  sea-bird's  cry, 
And  dolphin's  leap,  and  little  billow  crost 
Dy  some  low  rock  or  shelve,  that  made  it  fret 
Against  the  boundaiy  it  scarcely  wet. 

ByrtnCt  Von  Juan. 

So  calm  the  waters  scarcely  seem  to  stray. 
And  yet  they  glide  like  happiness  away. 

ByrmC* 
When  all  tho  fiercer  passions  cease, 

(The  glory  and  disgrace  of  youth); 
When  the  deluded  soul  in  peace. 

Can  listen  to  the  voice  of  truth ; 
When  we  are  taught  in  whom  to  trust, 

And  how  to  spare,  to  spend,  to  give ; 
(Our  prudence  kind,  oar  pity  just,) 
'Tis  then  we  rightly  learn  to  live. 


Thy  beauty  is  as  undenied 

As  the  beauty  of  a  star ; 
And  thy  heart  beats  just  as  equally, 

Whate'er  thy  praises  are ; 
And  so  long  without  a  parallel 

Thy  loveliness  hath  shone. 
That,  followed  like  tlie  tided  moon. 

Thou  movest  as  calmly  on. 


Cra^ftc 


WiOit 


CANDOUR. 


Tlien,  gentle  Clasence,  welcome  unto  Warwick 

And  welcome,  Somerset: — I  hold  it  cowardice 

To  rest  mistrustful  where  a  noblo  heart 

Hath  paw'd  an  open  hand  in  sign  of  love. 

Sh«kM.  Henry  VIII. 

Make  my  breast 

Transparent  as  pure  crystal,  that  the  world. 

Jealous  of  me,  may  see  the  foulest  thought 

My  heart  does  hold. 

JBuckinghoMt 

The  brave  do  never  shon  the  light ; 

Just  are  their  thoughts,  and  open  are  their  tempers; 

Truly  without  disguise  they  love  or  hate  * 

Still  are  they  found  in  the  Cur  &ce  of  day. 

And  heav'n  and  men  are  judges  of  thsir  actfioiis 

Rawest  Fair  PemUwL 


CARE. 
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You  talk  to  mc  in  parables : 
Yoa  may  have  known  that  I  *in  no  wordy  man ; 
Fine  speeches  arc  the  instrumentfl  of  knaves 
Or  fools  that  use  them,  when  they  want  good 


sense 


Bat  honesty 

Needs  no  disguise  nor  ornament :  be  plain. 

Otwatf, 

Tis  great — 'tis  manly  to  disdain  disguise ; 
It  shows  our  spirit,  or  it  proves  our  strength. 

Young't  Night  ThoughtM, 

No  haughty  gesture  marks  his  gait,  « 

No  pompous  tone  his  word. 
No  studied  attitude  is  seen. 

No  palling  nonsense  heard ; 
fle^U  suit  his  bearing  to  the  hour, 

Laugh,  listen,  learn  or  teach, 

With  joyous  freedom  in  his  mirth 

And  candour  in  his  speech. 

Etiza  Ctoft. 


CARE. 


Rode  was  his  garment,  and  to  rags  all  rant, 
Ne  better  had  he,  ne  ibr  better  oared ; 
With  blistered  hands  amongst  the  cinders  brent, 
And  fingers  filthy,  with  long  nayles  unpared. 
Right  fit  to  rend  the  food  on  which  ho  fared : 
His  name  was  Care  ;  a  blacksmith  by  his  trade. 
That  neither  day  nor  night  fit>m  working  spared. 
But  to  small  purpose  yron  wedges  made : 
HiQse  be  unquiet  thoughts  that  careful  minds  in- 
▼ado.  Speruer'M  Fairy  Queen, 

In  care  they  live,  and  must  for  many  care ; 
And  such  the  best  and  greatest  ever  are. 

Lord  BmMe  Alahanu 

Of  all  proceedings  in  this  great  affair. 

We  must  not  use  our  fi>rtunes,  but  our  care. 

Clapthom^a  Albertui  WaUenal^n. 

Aldwugh  my  cares  do  hang  upon  my  soul 
like  mines  of  lead,  the  greatness  of  my  spirit 
Shall  shake  the  sullen  weight  off. 

Clapihome'9  AUterUu  WaUemiein. 

What  bliss,  what  wealth,  did  e'er  the  world  be- 

■tow 
On  man,  but  cares  and  ibara  attended  it  t 

Mtoy  9  Agrtpphutm 

Care  that  is  enterM  once  Into  the  breast. 
Win  have  the  whole  poksession  ere  it  rest 

JsMon't  TaU  of  a  Tub. 
ITius  sometimes  hath  the  brightest  day  a  dead. 
And  after  summer  ever  more  succeeds 
Barren  winter  with  his  wrathful  nipping  edld ; 
Bo  cares  and  joyr«bound  as  seasons  fleet, 

Shak$.  Hemry  VL 


Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye. 
And  where  care  lodgeth  sleep  <ftll  never  lie. 

SkiUcs,  Romeo  and  JnUd 

Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrosive. 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedied. 

Shake.  Henry  VI 

You  have  ungently,  Brutus, 
Stole  firom  my  bed :  and  yesternight,  at  supper. 
You  suddenly  arose,  and  walk'd  about. 
Musing,  and  sighing,  vrith  your  arms  across  s 
And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was. 
You  star'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks. 

A^vvee^a^pv  e^  w09^w9^o   ^^vv'^hpv 

Care  that  in  cloisters  only  seals  her  eyes. 
Which  youth  thinks  folly,  age  and  wisdom  owns  * 
Fools  by  not  knowing  her,  outlive  the  wise ; 
She  visits  cities,  but  she  dwells  on  thrones. 

Sir  W,  Davenant 

But  human  bodies  are  sic  fools, 
For  a'  their  colleges  and  schools, 
Tliat  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  them, 
They  mak'  enow  thcmsols  to  vex  them. 

BtfTRf* 

He  woke^— to  vratch  the  lamp,  and  tell 
From  hour  to  hour  the  castle-bell, 
Or  listen  to  the  owlet's  cry, 
Or  the  sad  breeze  that  whistles  by, 
Or  catch  by  fits  the  tuneless  rhyme 
With  which  the  warden  cheats  the  time; 
And  envying  think,  how,  when  the  sun 
Bide  the  poor  soldier's  watch  be  done. 
Couched  on  his  straw,  and  fancy-fi^e. 
He  sleeps  like  careless  infancy. 

SeaW$  RMhy. 

And  on,  with  many  a  step  of  pain. 

Our  weary  race  is  sadly  run; 
And  still,  as  on  we  plod  our  way. 

We  find,  as  life's  gay  dreams  depart. 
To  close  our  being's  troubled  day. 

Nought  lefl  us  but  a  broken  heart 

PercmaL 

What  shouldst  thou  have  ever  known 

Of  that  blind  goddess  which  deludes  the  world  I 

Or  what  of  Care  t    <%,  if  the  joys  of  life 

Are  linked  with  wealth,  and  fortune's  gifls  alone 

Can  make  us  happy,  then  thy  cup  of  life 

Is  fuU  to  overflowing ! 

H.Piekerint. 

Ah !  who  can  say,  however  &ir  his  view 
Through  what  sad  scenes  his  path  may  lie  7 

Let  careless  youth  its  seeming  Joys  puisne. 
Soon  win  thoy  learn  to  scan  with  thoughtful  eye 
The  illusive  past  and  dark  fhturity. 

KMtWhko 
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CAUSE  -  CAUTION  -  CEUBACY. 


1  do  not  ttarve^  not  yet,  not  yet: 
Bat  wait  to-morrow !    Famlno  will  be  here 
In  the  mean  time,  weVe  still  ^rim  Care-— (vdioee 

tooth 
Is  like  the  ti^r*0— sharp,)  lest  dreams  should  ikll. 
And  shadow  us  with  sweet  fbrgetfulness. 

Barry  ComaoXL 


CAUSE, 


Circumstance  must  makd  it  probable 

Whether  the  cause's  justness  may  command 

Th'  attendance  of  success  i  For  an  attempt 

That*s  warranted  by  justice,  cannot  want 

A  piosperous  end. 

IfaWf  Hanmbdl  and  Se^io, 

Justness  of  cause  is  nothing, 
When  things  are  risen  to  the  point  they  are : 
Tis  either  not  examinM  or  believM 
Among  the  warlike. 

SuckUng*M  BreamandL 

This  is  a  cause  which  oar  ambition  fills ; 

A  cause,  in  which  our  strength  we  should  not 

waste 
In  vain,  like  giants,  who  did  heave  at  hills; 
*T  is  too  unwieldy  for  the  force  of  haste. 

Sir  W.  DaxmwnVB  GondiberU 

Small  are  the  seeds  ftte  does  unheeded  sow 
Of  slight  beginnings  to  important  ends ; 
Whilst  wonder,  which  does  best  our  reVrenco 

show 
To  heav'n,  all  reason's  sight  in  gazing  spends. 

Sir  W.  Davenane$  OandiberL 


CAUTION. 

But  now  so  wise  and  wary  was  the  knight 
By  triall  of  his  former  harms  and  cares, 
Tliat  he  descryM,  and  shunned  still  his  slight : 
The  fish,  that  oncp  was   caught,  new  bait  will 
hardly  bite.  Spen$a^»  Fairy  Qtteen. 

Who  'scapes  the  snare 
Once,  has  a  certain  caution  to  beware. 

Chapman'9  Revenge  for  Hommr. 

They  that  Rmx  the  adder's  sting,  will  not  come 
Near  his  hissing. 

Chapman'9  Widow'9  TearM, 

None  pities  him  that's  in  the  snare. 
And  waroM  before,  would  not  beware. 

Uorrkk, 
Tlie  wound  of  peace  u  surety, 
Surety  secure ;  but  modest  doubt  is  called 
*riie  beacon  of  tiie  wise,  the  tent  that  searches 
'i  o  me  bottom  of  the  worst 

Shah.  Troi  and  Crta. 


It  seems  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 

To  east  beyond  ourselTes  in  our  opinions. 

As  it  is  oommop  for  the  younger  sort 

TV>  lack  discretion. 

Shake.  HamUt 

When  doods  are.  seen,  wise  men  put  on  their 

cloaks; 
When  great  leaves  fiill,  then  winter  is  at  hand ; 
When  the  sun  sets,  who  doth  not  look  for  night  7 
Untimely  storms  make  men  expect  a  dearth : 
All  may  be  well ;  but  if  God  sort  it  so, 
'T  is  more  than  we  deserve,  or  I  expect 

Shake.  Richard  III. 

Be  advia'd ; 
Heat  not  a  furnace  fi>r  your  foe  so  hot 
That  it  doth  singe  yourself;  we  may  outrun. 
By  violent  swifbiess,  that  which  we  run  at. 
And  lose  by  over-running.    Know  you  not. 
The  fire,  that  mounts  the  liquor  till  it  run  o'er. 
In  seeming  to  augment  it,  vrastes  it  ?   Be  advis'd. 

Shako.  Henry  VIII. 

Trust  none ; 

For  oaths  are  straws,  men's  ikiths  are  wafer  cakes, 

And  hold-lkst  is  tiie  only  dog. 

Shako.  Hemy  F. 

Man's  caution  often  into  danger  turns. 
And  his  guard  falling,  crushes  him  to  death. 

Young*e  Night  Thoaghio. 

He  knows  the  compass,  sail,  and  oax, 

Or  never  launches  from  the  shore; 

Before  he  builds,  computes  the  cost. 

And  in  no  proud  pursuit  is  lost 

Oay'o  Fableo. 

All's  to  be  fear'd  where  all  b  to  be  lost 

ByrotL 

Let  no  man  know  thy  business  save  some  fiicnd, 

A  man  of  mind 

Bailey. 

CELIBACY. 

But  earlier  is  the  rose  distill'd. 

Than  tiiat  which  withering  on  the  virgin  thorn 

Grows,  lives,  and  dies  in  single  blessedness. 

ShiUc^peart 

Lady,  you  are  the  crudest  she  alive. 

If  you  will  lead  these  graces  to  the  grave. 

And  leave  no  copy. 

Shakopeare, 

Most  women's  weak  resolves,  like  reeds,  will  fly, 
Shace  with  each  breath,  and  bend  with  every  sigh ; 
Mine,  like  an  oak  whose  firm  roots  deep  descend. 
Nor  breath  of  love  can  shake,  nor  sigh  can  bend. 

Gay, 


CEREMONY  -  CHALLENGE  -  CHANGE. 
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If  I  am  fair,  H  is  for  myself  alone ; 

I  do  not  wish  to  have  a  sweetheart  near  me, 
Xor  would  I  call  another's  heart  my  own. 

Nor  have  a  gallant  lover  to  revere  me; 
Far  surely  I  would  plight  my  &ith  to  none, 

Thoog^  many  an  amoroos  wit  might  jvmp  to 
hear  me ; 
For  I  have  heard  that  lofeis  prove  deceivers, 
When  .once  they  find  that  maidens  are  helievers. 

From  MkhA  Angda, 

From  her  lono  path  she  never  tarns  aside, 
Tliongh  passionate  vrorshippers  hefbre  her  fall ; 

like  some  pore  planet  in  her  lonely  pride, 
She  seems  to  soar  and  beam  above  them  all ! 

JITrt.  Wdb^, 

And  thns  she  wanders  on — ^half  sad,  half  blest — 
Without  a  mate  for  the  pure  lonely  heart. 

That,  yearning,  throbs  within  her  virgin  breast. 
Never  to  find  its  lovely  counterpart. 

Jlfrs.  Wdb^, 

Vm  an  old  maid!    and  though  I  soffisr  by  it  I 
Must  change  my  style,  and  leare  off  gay  society. 

WiUi$. 

0  many  a  simimer's  morning  glow 

Has  lent  the  rose  its  ray. 
And  many  a  winter's  drifting  snow 

Has  swept  its  Uoom  away; 
But  she  has  kept  the  ftithless  pledge 

To  this,  her  whiter  honr, 
And  keeps  it  still,  herself  Uoue, 

And  wasted  like  the  fiower. 


CEREMONY. 

Ceremony  was  bat  devis*d  at  first. 
To  set  a  glo^s  on  ftlnt  deed%— hoQovr  weleonos, 
Recanting  goodness,  sony  e*er  'tis  shown ; 
Bat  where  there  is  tnie  fiiendship,  there  needs 
none.  ShaJet.  T^tmon. 

And  iHiat  art  thoo,  thoa  idol,  ceremony? 

What  kind  of  god  art  then  t  that  sufferest  more 

Of  mortal  griefi  than  do  tl^  worshippers. 

What  are  Uij  rents  7    What  are  thy  comings  in? 

0  ceremony,  show  me  but  thy  worth : 

What  is  thy  toll,  O  adoration? 

Alt  thoa  anght  else  bat  place,  degree,  and  fiurm, 

Oeathi^  aire  and  fear  in  other  men  ? 

Wherein  thoo  art  less  happy,  being  fi»ar*d. 

Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drink'st  thoo  oft,  instead  of  homage  sweet, 

Alt  poison'd  flattery  7    O  be  sick,  great  greatness. 

And  bid  thy  eeremany  ght  tiiee  cure. 

Siakt.  Hemy  F. 


Then  ceremony  leads  her  bigots  ferA, 
Prepar*d  to  fight  fer  shadows  of  no  worth ; 
While  truths,  on  which  eternal  things  depood. 
Find  not,  or  hardly  find,  a  single  fiiend : 
As  sddiers  watch  the  signal  dT  command. 
They  learn  to  bow,  to  kneel,  to  sit,  to  stand ; 
Happy  to  fill  religion's  vacant  place 
With  hollow  Ibzm,  and  gesture  and  grimace. 

Cowper 
It  was  withal  a  highly  poiished  age^ 
And  scrupulous  in  ceremonious  rite. 
When  stranger  stranger  met  upon  the  way, 
first  each  to  othor  bowed  respectftilly, 
And  large  professions  made  of  humble  service. 

PoOock. 


CHALLENGE. 

I  never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  urgM  more  modestly. 
Unless  a  brother  should  a  brother  dare 
To  gentle  exercise  and  proof  of  arms. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV. 

Now,  Hiomas  Mowbray,  do  I  turn  to  thee, 
And  mark  my  greeting  well ;  fer  what  I  speak, 
My  body  shall  make  good  upon  this  earth. 
Or  my  divine  soul  answer  it  in  heaven : 
Thou  <rt  a  traitor  and  a  miscreant 

Shak9.  Rkhard  11 


CHANGE. 

Weep  not  that  the  world  changes— did  it  keep 
A  stable,  changeless  course,  *twere  cause  to  weep. 

BryanL 

Not  in  vain  the  distance  beckons, 

Forward,  ferward  let  us  range; 
Let  the  peoples  spin  fer  ever 

DovTn  the  ringing  grooves  of  change. 

I  CTMyMnl. 

I  ask  not  what  change 

Has  come  over  thy  heart, 
I  seek  not  what  chances 

Have  doomed  us  to  part; 
I  know  thou  hast  told  me 

To  love  thee  no  more. 
And  I  still  must  obey 

Where  I  onee  did  adore. 

In  bower  and  garden  rich  and  rare 
There's  many  a  cherish'd  flower. 
Whose  beanty  Aides,  whose  fragranee  flifts 
Withm  the  flitting  hour. 
Not  so  the  simple  ferest  Iss^ 
Unpriaed,  vmotioed,  lying— 
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CHARACTER. 


The  tamo  through  all  tto  tittle  lift— • 
It  changes  bat  in  dying. 
Be  such,  and  only  each,  my  fHenda ; 
Once  mine,  and  mine  for  eter ; 
And  hero*a  a  hand  to  daap  in  thein* 
That  shall  desert  them  never. 
And  thoa  be  such,  my  gentle  love, 
l^e,  chance,  the  world  defying; 
And  take,  'tis  all  I  have,  a  heart 
That  changes  bat  in  dying. 

G.  W.  DMAS. 

Ah !  if  a  fairy^s  magic  might  were  mine, 
V6  joy  to  change  with  each  new  wish  of  thine ; 
Nothing  to  all  the  world  beside  IM  be. 
And  everytliing  thou  lovest  in  turn  to  thee. 

Mr9.0»gQod, 


CHARACTER. 

Good  name,  in  man  and  woman,  dear  my  lord. 

Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls : 

Who  steals  my  purse,  steals  trash ;  *t  is  something, 

nothing, 
*Twas  mine,  His  his,  and  has  been  slave  to 

thousands; 

But  he  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 

Robs  me  of  that,  which  not  enriches  him. 

And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

Shak$,  OthdU, 

Gnats  are  unnoticed  wheresoe*er  they  fly, 

But  eagles  gazed  upon  by  every  eye. 

Shahpeart. 

Stand  free  and  fast, 
And  judge  him  by  no  more  than  what  you  know 
Ingenuously,  and  by  the  right  laid  line 
Of  truth,  he  truly  will  all  styles  deserve. 
Of  wise,  good,  just;  a  man  both  soul  and  nerve. 

ShMet/'M  Admiral  of  France, 

She  canH  be  parallelM  by  art,  much  less 

By  nature :  she  *d  battle  painters  to  decypher 

Her  exactly,  as  bad  as  agues  pusde  doctors. 

Robert  NevUi^$  Poor  Scholar, 

As  through  the  hedgcrows'shade  the  violet  steals. 

And  the  sweet  air  its  modest  leaf  reveals, 

Her  softer  charms,  but  by  their  influence  known, 

Nivprise  all  hearts,  and  mould  them  to  her  own. 

Rogert, 

Though  gay  as  mirth,  as  curious  thoughts  sedate ; 

As  elegance  polite,  as  power  elate ; 

Profound  as  reason,  and  as  justice  dear; 

thSi  as  compassion,  yet  as  truth  severe. 

Savage, 

iVith  moie  capacity  fbr  love  than  earth 

Bestow «  on  most  of  mortal  mould  and  birth. 

His  carlv  dreams  of  good  out-stripped  the  truth, 

And  troubled  manhood  followed  baffled  youth. 


The  eye  of  the  hale  one. 

With  joy  in  its  gleam. 
Looks  up  in  the  noontide. 

And  steals  from  the  beam; 
But  the  check  of  the  pole  one 

Is  marked  with  despair. 
To  feel  itself  fading. 

When  all  is  80  &ir« 

BUza  Cook, 

• 

Bespeak  the  man  who  acted  out  ihe  whde — 
The  whole  of  all  he  knew  of  high  and  true. 

Hoffman, 

Though  looks  and  words. 

By  the  strong  mastery  of  his  practised  will. 

Are  overruled,  the  mounting  blood  betrays 

An  impulse  in  its  secret  spring,  too  deep 

For  his  oontroL 

SotOheif 

And  though,  as  you  have  said,  the  vernal  bloom 

Of  his  first  spirits  fading,  leaves  him  changed^ 

*T  is  not  to  worse.    His  mind  is  as  a  meadow 

Of  various  grasses,  rich  and  fresh  beneath. 

But  o*or  the  surface  some  that  come  to  seed 

Have  cast  a  colour  of  sobriety. 

Taylor*M  EdtouL 

ICs  talk  is  like  a  stream  which  runs 

With  rapid  change  €mm  rocks  to  roses; 
He  slips  from  politics  to  puns. 

Passes  fhnn  Mahomet  to  Moses ; 
Beginning  with  the  lavro  that  keep 

The  planets  in  their  radiant  courses. 
And  ending  with  some  precept  deep 

For  dressing  eels  or  shooing  horses. 

Prttsd— 3nie  Vicar 

It  is  not  mirth,  for  mirth  she  is  too  still ; 
It  is  not  wit,  which  leaves  the  heart  more  chill. 
But  that  continuous  sweetness,  which  with  ease 
Pleases  all  round  it  from  the  wish  to  please. 

The  New  Timoa 

lliose  who  see  thee  in  thy  full-blown  pride. 
Know  Utde  of  afiections  crushed  within. 
And  wrongs  which  frenzy  thee. 

Talfnurd'o  Ion, 

She  was  the  pride 

Of  her  familiar  sphere— the  daily  joy 

Of  all  who  on  her  gracefiihiess  might  gaze. 

And  in  the  light  and  music  of  her  way 

Have  a  companion's  portion. 

WaUo'  Poeme, 

The  angels  sang  in  heaven  when  she  was  bom. 

LongfeUouk 

Devoted,  anxious,  generous,  void  of  guile. 
And  with  her  whole  hearths  welcome  in  her  smile. 

Jtf  rs.  Norton, 


CHARITY. 
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A  genUe  maiden,  whose  larg«,  loving  eyea 
Eiuhrine  a  tender,  melancholy  light, 

like  the  soft  radiance  of  the  atarry  akies. 
Or  autumn  sim^ne,  mellowM  when  most  bright; 

She  is  not  sad,  yet  in  her  gsxe  appears 

Something  that  makes  the  gazer  think  of  tears. 

Mn,  Embury. 

She  has  a  glowing  heart,  they  say, 
Though  calm  her  seeming  be ; 

And  oft  that  warm  hearths  lovely  play 

Upon  her  cheek  I  see. 

Mr$,  Osgood, 

Though  time  her  bloom  is  Rtealing, 

There's  still  beyond  his  art — 

The  wild  flower  wreath  of  feeling. 

The  sunbeam  of  the  heart 

HaJUek, 

Bold  in  the  cause  of  God  he  stood 

lilw  Temi^ar  in  the  Holy  Land; 

And  never  knight  of  princely  blood 

In  lady's  bower  more  bland. 

Jtfrs.  HiOe. 

His  high  broad  forehead,  marble  &ir. 

Told  of  the  power  of  thought  within ; 

And  strength  was  in  his  raven  hair — 

But  when  he  smiled  a  spell  was  there 

That  more  than  strength  or  power  could  win. 

Jtfrf.  /face's  VigH  if  Looe. 


CHARITT. 


Good  is  no  good,  but  if  it  be  spend ; 
God  giveth  good  for  none  other  end. 

Spenoer^i  SJupherd'M  Calendar. 

CSiarity  ever 

Finds  in  the  act  reward,  and  needs  no  trumpet 

In  the  receiver. 

Bemummd  and  FldckerU  Sea  Voyage, 

It  was  sufficient  that  his  wants  were  known, 
Tboe  charity  makes  others'  wants  their  own. 

Robert  Daubonu^o  Poor  MoiCm  Comfort, 

For  true  charity 
Hiough  ne^er  so  secret  finds  a  just  reward. 

May'i  Old  Cou^ 

For  his  bounty. 

There  was  no  winter  in  *t ;  an  autumn  *t  was 

That  grew  the  moro  by  reaping. 

Shakt,  AvL  and  CUo. 

Nothing  truly  can  be  termM  mine  own 

Bat  what  I  make  mine  own  by  using  wcIL 

Those  deeds  of  charity  which  we  have  done 

Shan  stay  £>r  ever  with  us :  and  that  wealth 

Which  we  have  so  bestow'd,  we  only  keep ;' 

The  other  is  not  ours. 

UidiUlmL 


*Mongst  all  your  virtuoa 

I  see  not  charity  written,  which  Some  call 

The  first-born  of  religion ;  and  I  wonder, 

I  cannot  seo  it  in  yours.     Bclievo  it,  sir, 

Hiere  is  no  virtue  can  be  sooner  missM, 

Or  later  wclcomM ;  it  begins  the  rest. 

And  sets  them  all  in  order. 

Middletem 

Take  physic,  pomp; 

Expose  thyself  to  feel  what  wretehes  feel ; 

That  thou  may'st  shake  the  superfiux  to  them^ 

And  show  the  heavens  more  just 

Shako.  Lear. 

Hiink  not,  the  good, 
The  gentle  deeds  of  mercy  thou  hast  done, 
Shall  die  forgotten  all ;  the  poor,  the  prisoner. 
The  fatherless,  the  friendless,  and  the  widow. 
Who  daily  own  the  bounty  of  thy  hand. 
Shall  cry  to  heav^  and  pull  a  blessing  on  thee. 

Rowe'o  Jane  Shote, 

How  few,  like  thee,  inquire  the  vraetched  out. 
And  court  the  offices  of  sofb  humanity ! 
Like  thee,  reserve  their  raiment  for  the  naked. 
Reach  out  their  bread  to  feed  the  crying  orphan. 
Or  mix  the  pitying  tears  with  those  that  \.'eep ! 

Rowe^e  Jane  Shore, 

Great  minds,  like  heaven,  are  pleas*d  in  doing 

good. 

Though  the  ungrateful  subjects  of  their  favours 

Are  barren  in  return. 

i2ou!e*f  Tamerlane, 


The  secret  pleasure  of  a  generous  act 
Is  the  great  mind's  great  bribe. 

J)ryden*»  Don  SebooUam 

Is  there  a  variance  7  enter  but  his  door, 
BalkM  are  the  courts,  and  contest  is  no  more. 
Despairing  quacks  with  curses  left  the  place. 
And  vile  attomcjrs,  now  an  useless  race. 

%  Pcfp^o  Mond  Eseayo, 

In  feith  and  hope  the  world  will  disagree. 
But  all  mankind's  concern  is  charity : 
All  must  be  fiilse  tliat  thwart  this  one  great  end ; 
And  all  of  God,  that  bless  mankind,  or  mend. 

Pope's  Eteay  on  Afai^ 

Self-love  thus  pushM  to  social,— to  divine. 
Gives  thee  to  make  thy  neighbour's  blessing  thino. 
Is  this  too  little  for  the  boundless  heart? 
Extend  it— let  thy  enemies  have  part. 
Grasp  the  ^hole  worlds  of  reason,  life  and  scnse^ 
In  one  close  system  of  benevolence : 
Happier  as  kinder,  in  whate'er  degree 
And  height  of  bliss  but  height  of  charity. 

Pope's  Eeeay  of> 
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CHARITY. 


The  generoiui  pride  af  virtoe, 
DudaiiM  to  weigh  too  nicely  the  returns    * 
Her  bounty  meets  withf— like  the  libenl  gods. 
From  her  own  gracious  nature  she  bestows, 
Nor  stops  to  ask  reward. 

TnOMfOOS  CsfiSHlMlS* 

Bat  to  the  generous  stiH-improfing  mind, 

Hat  gives  the  hopeless  heart  to  sing  for  joy. 

Diffusing  kind  beneficence  around, 

Boastless,  as  now  descends  the  silent  dew ; 

To  him  the  long  review  of  order*d  lii^. 

Is  inward  rapture,  only  to  be  felt. 

ThamionU  Seammt. 

ne  truly  generous  is  the  truly  wise ; 
And  he  who  loves  not  others,  lives  unblest. 

JiiMM'f  Daugkm. 

His  house  was  known  to  all  the  vagrant  train. 
He  chid  their  wanderings  but  relievM  their  pain : 
Tlie  long-rememberM  beggar  was  his  guest. 
Whose  beard  descending  swept  his  aged  breast ; 
The  ruin*d  spendthrift,  now  no  longer  proud, 
QatmM  kindred  there,  and  had  his  claims  allow'd. 

OMmidUC9  De»erted  ViUage. 

PlcasM  with  his  guests,  the  good  man  leam'd  to 

gtew, 
And  quite  forgot  their  vices  in  their  woe ; 
Careless  their  merits  or  their  fiiults  to  scan. 
His  pity  gave  ere  charity  began. 

OMtmiUCM  Dumed  Village, 

There  are,  while  human  miseries  abound, 
A  thousand  ways  to  waste  superfluous  wealth. 
Without  one  fool  or  flatterer  at  our  board, 
Without  one  hour  of  sickness  or  disgust 

Arm$trcng'9  Art  ifPre$enBing  Health, 
Pure  in  her  aim,  and  In  her  temper  mild, 
Her  wisdom  seems  the  weakness  of  a  child : 
8!io  makes  excuses  whore  she  might  condemn, 
Revird  by  those  that  hate  her,  prays  for  theAi ; 
Suspicion  lurks  not  in  her  artless  breast. 
The  worst  suggested,  she  believes  the  best; 
Not  soon  provok'd,  however  stung  and  teas*d. 
And,  if  perhaps  made  angry,  soon  appeas'd ; 
Bhe  rather  waves  than  will  dispute  her  right. 
And  injur'd  makes  forgiveness  her  delight 

Cawper'M  Charity, 

True  charity,  a  plant  divinely  nursM, 

Fed  by  the  love,  from  which  it  rose  at  first, 

'llinves  against  hope,  and  in  the  rudest  scene, 

Ikorms  but  enliven  its  unfading  green ; 

Exuberant  is  the  shadow  it  supplies, 

It^  fiuit  on  earth,  its  growth  above  the  skies. 

Cowper'9  Charky, 
•iid  chanty  prevail,  the  press  would  prove 
A  venide  o^  virtue,  truth,  and  love. 

Cmfipef9  Chanty,  \ 


I  mean  the  man,  who  when  the  distant  poor 
Need  help,  denies  them  nothing  but  his  name. 

Cawper't  Task 

Far  may  we  search  befhre  we  find 
A  heart  so  manly  or  so  kind. 
But  not  around  his  honour*d  urn, 
Shan  friends  alone  and  kindred  mourn; 
The  thousand  eyes  his  care  had  dried, 
Pour  at  his  name  a  bitter  tide; 
And  frequent  falls  the  grateful  dew. 
For  benefits  the  world  ne*er  knew. 

Scott »  Marmkm. 

llie  drying  up  a  single  tear  has  more 

Of  honest  fame,  than  shedding  seas  of  gore. 

Byren^B  Den  Jaaa, 

And— -not  fh>m  piety  but  pride, 

Gives  wealth  to  walls  that  never  heard 

Of  his  own  holy  vow  or  word. 

Byrmf9  Oimmr. 

To  the  blind,  the  deaf)  the  lame, 

To  the  ignorant,  and  vile, 
Stranger,  captive,  slave,  he  came. 
With  a  welcome  and  a  smile. 
Help  to  all  he  did  dispense, 

Gold,  instruction,  raiment,  food; 
Like  the  gifts  of  Providence, 
To  the  ovil  and  the  good. 

Jamee  Motugonery, 

Amid  all  life's  quests 

There  seems  but  worthy  one — to  do  men  good. 

BaiUy, 

A  poor  man  scrv*d  by  thee,  shall  make  thee  rich. 

Jtftst  BarretL 
O,  rich  man*s  son !  there  is  a  toil, 

That  with  all  others  level  stands; 
Large  charity  doth  never  soil, 

But  only  whitens  soft  white  hands;— 
This  is  the  best  crop  for  thy  lands; 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 
Worth  being  rich  to  hold  in  fee. 

J,R,  LowA 

When  poverty,  with  mien  of  shame. 

The  sense  of  pity  seeks  to  toueh,-^ 
Or,  bolder,  makes  the  simple  claim 

That,  I  have  nothing,  you  have  much,— 
Believe  not  either  mad  or  book. 

That  bids  you  close  the  opening  hand, 
And  with  reproving  speech  and  look. 

Your  first  and  free  intent  withstand. 

Why  not  believe  the  homely  letter 

Hiat  all  you  give  vrill  God  restore  7 
The  poor  man  may  deserve  it  better. 

And  surely,  surely  wants  it  mon- ; 


CHASMTY  -  CHEESRPULNESS. 
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Ut  kit  the  rich  man  do  hi»  psrt, 

And  whalBoe*er  the  iirae  he, 
r»  ttoM  who  eak,  his  enswering  heart 

Will  gain  ami  grow  in  lympathy. 

R.  jr.  MUfUB, 

Then  gently  scan  yoor  brother  man. 

Still  gentler  sister  woman, 

Hioagh  both  may  gong  a  kennie  wrang, 

To  step  aside  is  human. 

Bums» 

Gut  not  the  doaded  gem  away. 

Quench  not  the  dun  bat  living  ray— 

My  brother  man,  beware ! 

With  that  deep  voice,  which  ftom  the  skies, 

Pafbade  the  Patriarch's  sacrifice, 

God*8  angel  cries,  Fgrbear ! 

WAntMr* 

Sli]]  to  a  stricken  brother  true. 
Whatever  clinic  hath  nnrtnr'd  him ; 

He  stoopM  to  heal  the  wounded  Jew, 
Xbs  wonhipper  of  Gerizim. 


Whittier. 


Bbf  by  all  thy  nature's  weakness, 
ffidden  &olt8  and  follies  known, 

Bb  thou,  in  rebuking  evil. 
Conscious  of  tliine  own. 

And  when  rdigkras  sects  ran  mad. 
He  held,  in  s|Hte  of  all  his  learning, 

TWt  if  a  man's  belief  is  bod, 
U  will  not  be  improved  by  baming. 

Am  the  rivers,  farthest  flowing, 

In  the  highest  hills  have  birth; 
As  the  banyan,  broadest  growing, 

Oftenest  bows  its  head  to  earth,— 
Bo  the  noUest  minds  press  onward, 

Ghaanels  far  of  good  to  traoe ; 
So  the  largest  hearts  bend  downward. 

Girding  aU  the  human  race. 


WkittUr, 


Praed. 


Mr$.HaU. 


CBASTiry. 

Hie  sommer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet, 
Humgh  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die ; 
Bat  if  that  flower  with  base  inffectiott  meet, 
Hie  basest  weed  outbraves  his  dignity ; 
For  sweetest  things  torn  sourest  by  their  deeds; 
thai  lesler,  smell  &r  worse  than  weeds. 


CSiaste  as  the  Idde 
That's  tnrdled  by  the  fioet  of  purest  snow« 
And  hsigs  OD  Dian's  temple. 

E 


Thou,  my  love,  art  sweeter  fkr  than  balmy 
Inoenee  in  the  purple  smoke ;  pure  and 
Unspotted  as  the  doanly  ennine,  ere 
Hie  hunter  sullies  her  with  his  pursuit ; 
Soft  as  her  skin ;  chaste  as  th'  Arabian  bird* 
Hiat  wants  a  seK  to  woo,  or  as  the  dead, 
lliat  arc  divorc'd  from  warmth,  from  objects. 
And  from  thought 

air  W,  lknxnant§  PJaUmie  L^mrg, 

So  dear  to  beav*n  is  saintly  fthastity, 
That  when  a  soul  is  found  sineerely  so, 
A  thousand  Uv'ry'd  angels  lackey  her, 
Driving  flir  off  each  thing  of  sin  and  guilt 

MiUcn^M  ComuB, 

Oh !  she  is  odder  than  the  mountain's  snow. 
To  such  a  subtile  purity  she 's  wrought. 
She 's  pray'd  and  fasted  to  a  walking  thought : 
She's  an  enchanted  fbast,  most  fair  to  sight. 
And  starves  the  appetite  she  does  invite ; 
Flies  firom  the  touch  of  sense,  and  if  you  dare 
TV>  name  but  love  she  vanislies  to  air. 

Cmpn's  Dtttmetkn  qfjenualem. 

In  thy  fhir  brow  there's  such  a  legend  vnrit 
Of  chastity,  as  blinds  the  adulterous  eye : 
Not  the  mountain  ice, 
Congeal'd  to  crystais,  is  so  frosty  chaste. 
As  thy  victorious  soul,  which  conquers  man. 
And  man's  pmod  tyrant-passion. 

Jhydeti'M  Athipn  and  AJbanua, 

When  lovely  woman  stoops  to  folly, 
And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray, 

What  charm  can  soothe  her  melancholy  t 
What  art  can  wash  her  guilt  away  f 

The  only  art  her  guilt  to  cover. 
And  hide  her  shame  from  every  eye, 

And  give  repentance  to  her  lover. 

And  wiing  his  bossm  is— to  die. 

Goldmiik. 

Beneath  the  cues  of  earth  she  does  not  bow, 
Hiough  she  hath  ofUimes  drain'd  its  bitter  ci^» ; 

But  ever  wanders  on  with  heavenward  brow. 
And  eyes  whose  lovdy  orbs  are  lifted  up ! 

ilfiv.  Wdby. 

CHEERFULNESS. 

And  her  against  sweet  cheerftilness  was  pla^d, 
Whose  eyes  like  twinkling  stars  in  evening  deiu 
Were  deck't  with  smylcs,  that  all  sail  humours 

chased. 
And  darted  fMb  dehghts,  the  iHiidi  her  goodly 

graced.  Speii$er'§  Fairy  QsMn. 

ChecrAil  looks  make  every  dish  a  feast. 
And  *t  is  that  crowns  a  wdcome. 
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CHILDHOOD  AND  CHILDREN. 


Lot  me  pl&y  the  fool : 

With  mirth  and  laughter  let  old  wrinkles  come ; 

And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine, 

Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortiQ^;  groaofl. 

^Vhy  should  a  man  whose  blood  is  warm  within, 

Sit  like  his  grandsiro  cot  in  alabaster  T 

Sleep  when  he  wakes  7  and  creep  into  the  jamidice 

By  being  peevish  7 

Shaia.  MerehttfU  of  Veniee. 

What  then  remains  bat  well  our  power  to  use, 
And  keep  good  humoor  still,  whate'er  we  lose  7 
And  trust  me,  dear,  good  humour  can  proTail, 
When  airs,  and  flights,  and  screams,  and  scolding 

faU; 
Beauties  in  vain  their  pretty  eyes  may  roll ; 
Charms  strike  the  sight,  but  merit  wins  the  soul. 

Pope^a  Rape  of  the  Lock, 

Smooth  flow  the  waves,  the  sephyrs  gently  play, 
Belinda  smilM  and  all  the  world  was  gay. 

Pope^M  Rape  rfiKe  Loeh 

When  cheerfulness,  a  nymph  of  healthiest  hue. 
Her  bow  across  her  shoulden  flong. 
Her  buskins  gemm*d  with  morning  dew. 
Blew  an  inspiring  air,  that  dale  and  thicket  rung. 

CoUino'9 


Thus  without  share  in  coin  or  land. 

Bat  well  content  to  hold 
The  wealth  of  nature  in  my  hand. 

One  flail  of  virgin  gold,^* 
My  love  above  me  like  a  son^— 

My  own  bright  thoughts  my  wings,— 

Through  life  I  trust  to  flutter  on 

As  gay  as  aoght  that  sings. 

R.  jr.  Mibia, 

Were  it  not  worse  than  vain  to  close  our  eyes 

Unto  the  azure  sky  and  golden  light. 
Because  the  tempest  cloud  doth  sometimes  rise. 
And  glorious  day  must  darken  into  night  7 

DoHgko  JtrMo  Maguxme. 
A  sweet  heart4ifting  cheerfulness, 
Li  AC  spring-time  of  the  year, 
Seem'd  ever  on  her  steps  to  wait 

Mn.  HMm  Alice  Ray, 

Tiiu  seasons  all  had  charms  for  her,-— 

She  weloom'd  each  with  joy; 

The  charm  that  in  her  spirit  livM 

No  changes  urold  destroy. 

Jlfrs.  Hale, 


CHILDHOOD  AND  CHILDREN. 

rhe  whining  schoolboy  with  his  satchel, 

And  nhining  morning  face,  creeping  like  snail 

I'MwilUngly  to  schooL 

8kak9,  A»  you  Uke  it 


At  first,  the  iniknt. 
Mewling  and  puking  in  the  nnrse*s  arms. 

SkaHsM,  Ao  yM  Uko  k. 

Behold,  my  lords. 
Although  the  print  bo  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  fkther:  eye,  nose,  lip, 
The  trick  of  his  frown,  his  forehead;  nay,  the 

valley. 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  cheek ;  his 

smiles ; 
The  very  mould  and  frame  of  hand,  nail,  finger. 

Shak*.  Wimer  Taie, 

The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit. 
Which,  mellowed  by  the  stealing  hours  of  time, 
Will  well  become  the  scat  of  majesty. 
And  make  no  doubt  us  happy  by  his  reign 

Shako.  Richard  III 

liath  he  spt  bounds  between  their  love  and  me  7 
I  am  their  mother,  who  shall  bar  me  fimn  them '« 

&tak9.  Ridiard  III 

O  *t  is  a  parlous  boy ;  • 

Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable ; 
He^s  all  the  mothcr^s  fit>m  the  top  to  toe. 

Shako.  Richard  III 

Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffrey's  face ; 
These  eyes,  these  brows,  wore  moulded  out  of  his . 
This  little  abstract  doth  contain  that  large. 
Which  died  in  Geflrey :  and  the  hand  of  time. 
Shall  draw  this  brief  unto  as  large  ar  volume. 

Shako*  King  Joha, 

Father  Cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  say. 

That  we  shall  see  and  know  our  firiends  in  heaven : 

If  that  be  true,  I  shsll  see  my  boy  again ; 

For  since  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  first  male-child. 

To  him  that  did  but  yesterday  suspire. 

There  was  not  such  a  gracioas  creature  bom. 

Shako,  King  Joh^ 

O  Lord,  my  boy,  my  Artliur,  my  fiiir  son ; 
My  life,  my  joy,  my  soul,  my  all  the  world ; 
My  widow's  comfort,  and  my  sorrow's  care. 

Shako,  King  Johk 

The  poor  wren. 
The  most  diminutive  of  birds,  will  fight. 
The  young  ones  in  her  nest  against  the  owL 

Shako.  MacbeA 

Go,  bind  thou  up  yon  dangling  apricots. 
Which,  like  onmly  children  make  their  siro 
Stoop  with  oppression  of  their  prodigal  weighs 

Shako.  Richard.  11 

ChiMren  blessings  seem,  but  torments  arc. 
When  young  our  folly,  and  when  old  oar  fear 

Otwojfo  Don  Carioo, 
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^Aofa.  Am  you  Wee  iL 


When  young  our  folly,  and!  when  old  our  fear 

Otway*§  Dan  CaHo$> 
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Orying  they  creep  amonjr  qs  like  young  cats. 
Cares  and  continiia]  crosses  keepings  with  them, 
They  make  time  old  to  tend  them,  and  experience 
An  OSS,  they  alter  so ;  they  grow  and  goodly 
Ere  we  eon  turn  our  thoughts,  like  drops  of  water 
They  fall  into  the  main,  are  known  no  more. 

Beaumont  and  FUicker't  Mad  Loner. 

What  benefit  can  children  be 
But  charges  and  disobedience  7  what's  the 
Love  they  render  at  one  and  twenty  years  7 
I  pray  die,  &thcr :  when  they  ore  young,  they 
Are  like  bells  rung  backwards,  nothing  but  noise 
And  giddiness. 

BeaunumL  and  FUleha^9  WU  without  Money. 

Look  here  and  weep  with  tenderness  and  transport ! 
What  is  all  tasteless  luxury  to  this  7 
To  these  best  joys,  which  holy  love  bestows  7 
Oh  nature,  parent  nature,  thou  alone 
Art  the'  true  judge  of  what  can  make  us  happy. 

Thom909C$  AgamomnotL 

O  what  passions  then, 

What  melting  sentiments  of  kindly  care. 

On  the  new  parents  seize. 

ThomoonU  SeaooM. 

Meantime  a  smiling  oflEepring  rises  round. 

And  mingles  both  tiieir  graces.    By  degrees, 

The  human  blossom  blows ;  and  every  day, 

SoA  as  it  rolls  along,  shows  some  new  chamif 

The  father's  lustre,  and  the  mother's  bloom. 

Thomson's  Seaetnu* 

Delightfbl  task !  to  rear  the  tender  thought, 
To  teach  the  young  idea  how  to  shoot. 
To  pour  the  fresh  instruction  o*er  the  mind, 
To  breathe  the  enlivening  spirit  and  to  fix 
"Hie  generous  purpose  in  the  glowing  breast ! 

Thinnocn*9  Seammo, 
Thanks  to  the  gods,  my  boy  has  done  his  duty! 
— Fortius,  when  I  am  dead,  be  sure  you  place 

His  um  near  mine. 

iiddison't  Cato, 

Sel^flattered,  unexperienced,  high  in  hope. 
When  young,  with  sanguine  cheer,  and  streamers 

We  eat  our  cable,  launch  into  the  world. 
And  Ibndly  dream  each  wind  and  star  our  friend. 

Young'B  Night  ThoughU. 

Why  was  my  prayer  accepted  7  why  did  heav'n 
In  anger  hear  me,  when  I  ask'd  a  son  7 

Hannah  Mor^o  Mooet, 

Hien  gaihering  round  his  bed,  they  climb  to 

sliare 
His  kisses,  and  with  gentle  violence  there, 
Break  in  upon  a  dream  not  half  so  fdir. 

Roger$'$  Human  Life. 


The  hour  arrives,  the  moment  wishM  and  foar'd  * 
The  child  is  bom  by  many  a  pang  ondear'd. 
And  now  the  mother*s  ear  has  caught  his  cry ; 
O  grant  the  cherub  to  her  asking  eye ! 
He  comes~«he  clasps  him*  To  her  bosom  pressM 
Ho  drinks  the  balm  of  life,  and  drops  to  rest. 

RogtTi'o  Human  Life* 

When  heaven  and  angels,  earth  and  earthly  things 
Do  leave  the  guilty  in  tb'nr  guiltiness— 
A  cherub's  voice  doth  whisper  in  a  child's 
There  is  a  shrine  within  thy  little  heart 
Where  I  will  hide,  nor  hear  the  trump  of  doom. 

Jlfatiirtn's  Berfrttm. 

Thou  art  my  daughter — never  lov'd  as  now— 
Thou  mountain  maid, — thou  child  of  liberty! 
Urilda !  well  -flrom  Uri's  height  I  nam'd  thee, 
Free  as  its  breezes, — ^purcr  tlian  its  snows ! 

Matunvi'9  Freddfo, 
Lo !  at  tlie  couch  where  infant  beauty  sleeps. 
Her  silent  watch  the  mournful  mother  keeps ; 
She,  while  the  lovely  babe  unconscious  lies. 
Smiles  on  her  slumbering  child  with  pensive  ey^ 
And  weaves  a  song  of  melancholy  joy~- 
**  Sleep,  image  of  thy  father,  sleep  ray  boy  t 
No  lingering  hour  of  sorrow  shall  be  thine ; 
No  sigh  that  rends  thy  father's  heart  and  mine ; 
Bright  as  his  manly  sire,  the  sun  shall  be. 
In  form  and  soul ;  but  ah !  more  bless'd  than  he  • 
Thy  fame,  thy  worth,  thy  filial  love,  at  last, 
Shall  soothe  his  aching  heart  for  all  the  past. 
With  many  a  smile  my  solitude  repay. 
And  chase  the  worid's  ungenerous  scorn  away." 

CampbdCt  Pleasureo  of  Hope, 

He  smiles  and  sleeps  !**^leep  on 

And  smile,  thou  little  young  inheritor 

Of  a  world  scaice  less  young :  sleep  on  and  smile ! 

Thine  are  the  hours  and  days  when  both  are 

cheering 

And  innocent 

ByrotCo  Cain, 

Look !  how  he  laughs  and  stretches  out  his  arms, 

And  opens  wide  his  blue  eyes  upon  thine, 

To  hail  hia father;  while  his  little  fiirm 

Flutters  as  wing'd  with  joy.    Talk  not  of  pain ! 

The  childless  cherubs  well  might  envy  thee 

The  pleasures  of  a  parent !    Bless  him,  Cain ! 

As  yet  he  hath  no  words  to  thank  thee,  but 

His  heart  will,  and  thine  too. 

Byro/iCo  Cam 

Sweet  be  thy  cradled  slumbers !    O'er  the  sea. 
And  firom  the  mountains  where  I  now  respire 
Fain  would  I  waft  such  blessing  upon  thee. 
As,  with  a  sigh,  I  deem  thou  might'st  have  beeu 
to  me.  Byron^o  ChUde  Haroud 
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To  aid  (hj  niind*s  development — to  watch 
Thy  dawn  of  little  jojb — ^to  sit  and  lee 
Almost  thy  very  growth — to  view  thee  oateh 
Knowledgre  of  objects — ^wonden  yet  to  thee! 
To  hold  thee  lightly  on  a  gentle  knee. 
And  print  on  thy  soft  cheek  a  parents  kiss — 
This,  it  should  seem,  was  not  reservM  for  me ! 
Yet  this  was  in  my  natnre  t-^-w  it  is, 
I  know  not  what  is  therp,  yet  somethmg  like  to 
this.  Byrom'B  CkOde  HmrM. 

Bat  thoa  wilt  burst  this  transient  sleepy 

And  thou  wilt  wake,  my  babe,  to  weep ; 

The  tenant  of  a  ftaU  abode, 

Thy  tears  most  flow  as  mine  have  flow*d : 

Begail*d  by  foUios  every  day. 

Sorrow  must  wash  the  faults  away. 

And  thou  may*st  wake,  perchance  to  prove 

l^e  pang  of  unrequited  love. 

Byron  Is  hit  Daughter, 

Yet  a  fine  family  is  a  fine  thing, 
(Provided  they  donH  come  in  after  dinner;) 
*Ti8  beautiful  to  see  a  matron  bring 
Hor  children  up  (if  nursing  them  don't  thin  her.) 

ByrwCe  Don  Juan, 

Heaven  lies  about  us  in  our  in&noy. 

wwwuBWpntu 

The  young !    Oh,  what  should  wondering  fancy 

bring, 
Li  life's  first  spring.time,  but  the  thought  of  spring ! 

ilfrs.  ivofton. 
And  thou,  my  boy !  that  silent  at  my  knee 
Dost  lift  to  mine  thy  soft,  dark,  earnest  eyes, 
Fiird  with  the  love  of  childhood^ 
Mine  own !  whose  feelings  firesh  befere  me  rise ; 
Is  it  not  much  that  I  may  guide  thy  prayer. 
And  circle  thy  glad  soul  with  free  and  healthful 
air?  Jfrt.  Hemaut. 

Hiou  art  looking  now  at  the  birds.  Genie, 

But  oh,  do  not  wish  their  wing ; 
That  would  tempt  the  fewler.  Genie,— 

Stay  thou  on  earth  and  sing. 
Stay  in  the  nursing  nest.  Genie, 

Be  not  soon  thence  beguil'd  i 
Thou  wilt  neVr  find  a  second,  Gonie, 

Never  be  twice  a  child. 

Jf ist  Jsioi6iif3f. 

Oh !  deox  to  memory  are  those  hours 
When  every  pathway  led  to  flowers; 
When  sticks  of  peppermint  possess'd 
A  sceptre's  power  to  sway  the  breast. 
And  heaven  was  round  us  wh|le  we  fed 
>  hr»  rich  ambroaial  gixigerhread. 

•'-iSlnw  pass  our  days  in  childhood^— 

FiXvty  day  seeass  like  a  eentury. 

Biysfif.^ 


Ah !  well  may  sages  bow  to  &ee, 
Dear,  loving,  guileless  Infancy ! 

And  sigh  bende  their  lofty  lore 
For  one  untaught  delight  of  thine. 

And  feel  they  'd  give  their  learning's  store 

To  know  again  thy  truth  divine. 

Jfrs.  OignA 

^*ris  the  work 


Of  many  a  dark  hour,  and  of  rnaay  a  prayer 
To  bring  the  heart  back  fkom  an  infeni  gene. 

Wifik 

The  history  of  Paradise 

To  Woman's  feith  is  dear. 
For  happy  childhood  ever  brings 

The  £den  vision  neax; 
The  vision  when  the  earth  was  sway'd 

Bf  Innocence  and  Love, 

That  summon'd  with  an  equal  trust 

The  tiger  or  the  dove. 

Mn.Hde, 

It  lay  upon  its  mother's  breast,  a  thing 
Bright  as  a  dew-drop  when  i^  first  descends, 

Or  as  the  plumage  of  an  angel's  wing, 
Where  every  tint  of  rainbow  beauty  blends. 

JTiY.  WeOf 

*Tis  aye  a  solemn  thing  to  me 

To  look  upon  a  babe  that  sleeps— 

Wearing  in  its  spiriUdeeps 

The  unrevealed  mystery 

Of  its  Adam's  taint  and  woe. 

Which,  when  they  revealed  \t% 

Will  not  let  it  slumber  so. 

Jtftss  Barrett. 

And  yet  we  check  and  chide 
The  airy  angels  as  they  float  about  us, 
With  rules  of  so-call'd  wisdom,  till  they  grow 
The  same  tame  slaves  to  custom  and  the  world. 

Jtfrs.  Oi^gwd 
I  know  he's  coming  by  this  sign. 

That  baby's  slmost  wild ; 
See  how  he  laughs  and  crows  and  starts- 
Heaven  bless  the  merry  child ! 
He's  fikther's  self  in  face  and  limb, 
And  fethor's  heart  is  strong  in  him. 
Shout,  baby,  shout !  and  clap  thy  hands, 

For  father  on  the  threshold  stands. 

Jmonf  ff&wiiL 

Of  an  the  joys  that  brighten  su^ring  earth. 
What  joy  b  welcom'd  like  a  Dew^bom  ohildl 

Jf rs.  Norton^ 

Sleep,  little  baby!  sleep!    • 
Not  in  thy  cradle  bed. 

Not  on  thy  mother's  breast- 
But  with  the  quiet  dead. 

Mr9.Soulkeif 
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CHOICE. 

A  wise  man  likos  that  best,  that  it  itsalf ; 
Jia  fhat  which  only  scenu,  though  it  look  fkirer. 

Middleton'9  Widow. 
When  better  cherries  are  not  to  be  had, 
We  needs  most  take  the  seeming  best  of  bad. 

Damd. 
Noir  this  he  tastes,  then  that  he  glances  on. 
Diversity  confounds  election. 

oOTOth 

Election  is  an  ael 

Of  wiU,  not  voice ;  of  an  internal  suffi-agei 

NeCootwafd  soimd- 

Tragedj/  of  CieerOk 

So  siQcb  to  win,  00  mooh  to  Josei 

No  marvel  that  I  fear  to  choose. 

Jtfiss  Landan. 

Think  not  too  meanly  of  thy  low  estate ; 

Thoa  hast  a  choice ;  to  choose  is  to  create ! 

Remember  whose  the  sacred  lips  that  tell, 

Angob  approve  thee  when  thy  choice  is  well ; 

Use  well  &e  freedom  which  thy  Master  gave. 

O.  W,  Holmes^ 


CHURCH. 

To  kirk  the  nar,  to  God  more  far. 
Has  been  an  old  said  saw; 
And  he  that  strives  to  touch  a  star, 
Oft  stumbles  at  a  straw. 

Spen$er''9  Sktjgher^M  Calendar^ 

Ton  rais'd  these  haUowM  walls ;  the  desert  smiled. 
And  paradise  was  opened  in  the  wild. 
No  weeping  orphan  saw  his  father's  stores. 
Oar  shrines  irradiate,  or  emblaao  the  floors ; 
No  tiher  saints  by  dying  misers  given, 
Bere  bribe  the  rage  of  ill  requited  heaven ; 
Bat  such  plain  roo&  as  piety  could  raise, 
And  only  vocal  with  tlie  maker's  praise. 

Ptip^§  Eioi$a  to  Ahdurd, 

Hera  some  are  thinkin*  on  their  sins, 

An*  some  ope'  their  claes; 

Ane  onrses  feet  that  fylM  his  shins, 

Anither  sighs  an'  prays : 

On  this  hand  sits  a  chosen  swatch, 

Wi'  screw'd  iq>^  grace-proud  &oes : 

On  that,  a  set  o'  chaps  at  watch, 

Thrang  vrinkin'  on  the  lasses. 

BunuL 

Why  sboold  we  crave  a  hallow'd  spot? 

An  altar  is  in  each  man's  oot, 

A  choreh  in  every  grove  that  spieads 

Its  living  roof  above  our  heads. 

Tford!s]0ortA. 


What  is  a  church  7 — Our  honest  seiton  tells 
Tis  a  tan  building,  with  a  tow6r  and  bells. 

Crahbe*$  Bormigh, 
—■Tiety  first  laid 
A  strong  foundation,  but  she  wanted  aid ; 
To  weahh  unwieldy  was  her  prayer  address'd, 

Who  lai^ly  gave. 

CrahU 
The  perfect  world,  by  Adam  trod. 
Was  the  first  Temple— *  built  by  God— 
His  fiat  laid  the  corner-stone. 

And  heaved  its  piUan,  one  by  one. 

Wtfffs, 

On  other  shores,  above  their  mould'ring  towns. 

In  sullen  pomp  the  tall  cathedral  frowns. 

Pride  in  its  aisles,  and  paupers  at  the  door, 

Wliich  feeds  the  beggars  whom  it  fleeced  of  yore. 

Simple  and  frail,  our  lowly  Temples  throw 

Their  slender  rfiadows  on  the  paths  below; 

Scarce  steal  the  winds,  that  sweep  his  woo<Uaad 

trasks. 
The  larch's  perfume  from  the  settler's  axe. 
Ere,  like  a  vision  of  the  morning  air. 
His  slight  framed  stsepis  marks  tlie  house  of 

prayer!  O.  W.  HolmtM. 

Bbt  when  the  sabhith  gathenngs  pcess, 

Like  armies  from  the  wilderness, 

'Tie  then  the  dim,  old  woods  aflEbrd 

The  sanetoary  of  the  Lord : 

The  Holy  Spirit  breathes  aioimd — 

That  forest  glade  is  sacred  ground. 

Nor  Temple  bcnlt  with  hands  could  vie 

In  glovy  with  its  majesty. 

Hie  trees,  like  living  columns  rise. 

Whose  tops  sustain  the  bending  skies ; 

And  o'er  those  earnest  worriiippers 

God's  love,  like  holy  roof  is  spread. 

And  every  leaf  the  zephyr  stirs 

Some  heavenly  promise  seems  to  shed. 

Jtfrt.  HaU 

Look  on  this  edifice  of  marble  made — 
How  fair  it  swells  too  beautiful  to  fiide. 
See  what  fine  people  in  its  portals  crowd. 
Smiling  and  greeting,  talking,  laughing  loud !     ' 
What  is  it !     Surely  not  a  gay  Exchange 
Where  Wit  and  Beauty  social  joys  arrange. 
Not  a  grand  shop  where  late  Parisian  stylos 
Attraet  rich  buyers  from  a  thousand  miles  7 
But  step  within :  no  ncod  of  fiirthcr  search. 
Behold,  admire  a  fashionable  church ! 
Look  how  its  oriel  window  glints  and  glcamfe, 
What  tinted  light  magnificently  streams 
On  the  proud  pulpit,  carved  with  quaint  dcvici* 
Where  velvet  cushions  exquisitely  nice, 
Press'd  by  the  polish'd  preacher's  dainty  Hand* 
Hold  a  large  volume  clasp'd  by  golden  bands 

Park  Btn,am»n 
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But  if  thee  lint  unto  the  court  to  thron|r, 

And  there  to  hunt  aflcr  the  hoped  prey. 

Then  must  thou  thee  dispose  another  way; 

For  there  thou  needs  must  learn  to  laugh,  to  lie, 

To  face,  to  ibrg^c,  to  scoff  to  company. 

To  cranch,  to  please  to  be  a  beetle-stock 

Of  thy  groat  master's  will,  to  scorn,  to  mock ; 

So  maiflt  thou  chance  maik  out  a  benefice. 

Unless  thou  canst  one  conjure  by  deyice. 

Or  cast  a  figure  for  a  bishoprick ; 

And  if  one  could,  it  were  but  a  school  trick. 

These  be  the  ways  by  whicfi  witliout  reward. 

Livings  in  courts  be  gotten,  though  full  hard. 

SpenMer**  Mother  Hubbard'B  Tale. 

Their  sheep  have  crusti,  and  they  the  bread ; 

The  chips  and  they  the  cheer : 

Tliey  have  the  fleece,  and  eke  the  flesh, 

(O  secly  sheep  the  while!) 

The  corn  is  theirs — let  others  thresh, 

Tbeix  hands  they  may  not  file. 

Spenaer'M  Shepherd'a  Calendar. 

Schoolmen  most  war  with  schoolmen,  text  with 

text; 
The  first  *s.  the  Chaldeo*s  paraphrase ;  the  next 
The  Septuagint's :  opinion  thwarts  opinion ; 
The  Papist  holds  then  the  first,  th*  last  th*  Ar- 

minian ; 
And  then  the  councils  must  be  callM  t'  advise, 
What  this  of  Lat*ran  eays,  what  that  of  Nice. 

F.  QuarUi. 

Free  will  *s  disputed,  consubstantiation. 
And  the  deep  ocean  of  predestination, 
'Vhere,  daring  venture  oft  too  far  into  't, 
lliey,  Pharaoh  like,  are  drowned  both  horse  and 
^t.  F.  Quaries. 

My  trade  is  a  fine,  easy,  gainful  cheat; 
How  e\8y  't  is  saintship  to  counterfeit. 
And  pleasing  fliblcs  to  invent  and  spread. 
And  fools  ne'er  find  the  cheat  till  they  are  dead. 

CrowrCe  Englitk  Friar. 

Make  not  the  church  to  us  an  instrument 
Of  bondage,  to  yourselves  of  liberty : 
Obedience  there  confirms  your  government , 
Oar  sovereigns,  God's  subalterns,  you  be. 

Lord  Brooke^t  Alaiam, 
It  never  was  a  prosperous  world 
Since  pnests  have  interfer'd  with  temporal  matters ; 
The  custom  of  their  ancestors  they  slight, 
And  change  their  shirts  of  hair  for  robes  of  gold; 
'J'hus  luxury  and  interest  rule  tlie  church, 
WhUf»t  picfy  and  conscience  dwell  in  caves. 

Banc^t'e  Fall  of  Mortimer, 


Hood  an  ass  with  rev'rend  purple. 

So  you  can  hide  his  two  ambitious  can, 

And  he  shall  pass  for  a  cathedral  doctor. 

Jormr's  Volpom 

Love  and  meekness,  lord. 

Become  a  churchman  better  than  ambidon : 

Win  straying  souls  with  modesty  again. 

Cast  none  away. 

Slutkf.  Henry  VIIl 

But  yott  misuse  the  reverence  oi'  your  place; 

Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heaven. 

As  a  fkvourite  doth  his  prince's  name 

In  deeds  dishonourable. 

Shake,  fid  fart  of  Hewry  IV 

Do  not,  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do. 

Show  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven ; 

Whilst,  like  a  puff'd  and  reckless  libertine. 

Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads, 

And  recks  not  his  own  road. 

Shak9.Hamld. 

Babble  on,  jre  priests,  amuse  mankind 
With  idle  tales  of  flames  and  torturing  fiends, 
And  starry  crowns,  for  patient  sufferings  here : 
Yes,  gun  the  crowd,  and  gain  their  earthly  goods, 
For  feign'd  reversions  in  a  heavenly  state. 

W.  ShirUfe  Parricide. 

Then  might  you  see 

Cowls,  hoods,  and  habits  with  their  wearers  tost 

And  flutter'd  into  rags ;  then  reliqucs,  beads, 

Indulgences,  dispenses,  pardons,  bulls. 

The  sport  of  winds ;  all  these  upwhirl'd  aloft 

Fly  to  the  rearward  of  the  world  far  off 

Into  a  limbo  large  and  broad,  sii^ce  call'd 

The  paradise  of  fools. 

MiUon'e  Paradit  LotL 

Embryos  and  idiots,  eremites  and  fi-iars, 
White,  black,  and  grey,  with  all  their  trumpery. 

MUUnCe  Paradiee  LeeL 
Woli[es  shall  succeed  for  teachers,  grievous  wolves, 
Who  all  the  sacred  mjrstcries  of  heaven 
To  their  own  vile  advantages  shall  turn, 
Of  lucre  and  ambition,  and  the  truth 
With  superstitions  and  traditions  taint 

MiUon*e  Paradiee  LoeL 

Then  shall  they  seek  to  avail  themselves  of  names, 
Places,  and  titles,  and  with  these  to  join 
Secular  power,  though  feigning  still  to  act 
By  spiritual,  to  themselves  appropriating 
The  spirit  of  God,  promis'd  alike  and  given 
To  all  believers ;  and  from  that  pretense. 
Spiritual  laws  by  carnal  pow'r  shall  force 
On  every  conscience ;  laws  which  none  shall  find 
Left  them  enroll'd,  or  what  the  spirit  within 
Shall  on  the  heart  engrave. 

MUion'e  Paradiee  Led 
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For  thai  the  clergy  will  still  argue  on. 
Deny  fi>r  pique,  anert  from  prejudice ; 
Show  us  the  leteon,  soldom  tiie  example. 
And  pieaoh  up  Uwa  which  they  will  ne*cr  obey. 

Havard's  King  Charle$  I, 

He  could  raise  scruples  dork  and  nice, 

\Dd  after  solve  *em  in  a  trice ; 

Af  if  divinity  had  catchM 

The  itch  on  puiposo  to  be  scratch*d. 

BuOer't  HuiSbn$ 

Bat  preaching  was  his  ehiofbst  talent, 

Or  argnment,  in  which  being  Taliant, 

He  QsM  to  lay  about  and  stickle, 

Like  ram  or  bull  at  eonTenticle ; 

For  disputants,  like  rams  and  bulls, 

Do  fight  with  arms  that  spring  from  skulls. 

Butter*$  Hudibnu. 

DenooncM  and  pny*d,  with  fierce  devotion. 
And  bended  elbows  on  the  cushion ; 
Stole  from  the  beggars  all  their  tones. 
And  gifted  mortifying  groan*: 
Had  lights  where  better  eyes  were  blind. 
As  pigs  are  said  to  see  the  wind. 

BvOer't  Ihidibra$> 

Tar  he  was  of  that  stnbbom  crew, 
0^  errant  saints,  whom  all  men  grant 
To  be  the  true  church  militant ; 
Such  as  do  boild  their  faith  upon 
The  holy  text  of  pike  and  gun ; 
Decide  all  oontrorcrsies  by 
In&Uible  artUlery ; 
And  prme  their  doctrine  orthodox 
B7  apostolic  blows  and  knocks. 

Btider*$  Hudibra$, 
What  makes  a  church  a  den  of  thieves  7 
A  dean  and  chapter,  and  white  sleeves. 

Butler'9  HudHmu. 
Is*t  not  ridiculous,  and  nonsense, 
A  saint  should  be  a  slave  to  conscience. 
That  ought  to  be  above  such  fanciesi 

As  &r  as  above  ordinances  7 

BuUer'B  Htidbinu. 

The  godly  may  allege. 
For  any  thing  their  privilege ; 
And  to  the  devil  himself  may  gOf 
If  they  have  motives  thereunto, 
For,  as  there  is  a  war  between 
The  deril  and  them,  it  is  no  sin. 
If  they  by  subtle  stratagem 
Uaks  use  of  him,  as  he  does  them* 

BuOer'i  Hwdibnu. 

For  saints  may  do  the  same  things  by 
The  spirit,  ia  sincerity. 
Which  other  men  are  tempted  to^ 
And  at  the  devil's  instance  do; 


And  yet  the  actions  be  contrary. 

Just  as  the  saints  and  wicked  vary. 

Butler''$  Hudjhrtu 

You  want  to  lead 

My  reason  blindfold  like  a  hamper*d  lion, 

Check*d  of  his  noble  vigour:  then,  when  baited 

Down  to  obedient  tameness,  may  it  couch, 

And  show  strange  tricks,  which  you  call  signs  of 

frith: 

So  silly  souls  are  gullM,  and  you  get  money ! 

Olwnf9  Vtmce  Preserved, 

Is  not  th0  care  of  souls  a  load  suiHcient? 

Are  not  your  holy  stipends  paid  for  this  7 

Were  you  not  bred  apart  from  worldly  noise 

To  study  souls,  their  cures,  and  their  diseases  7 

The  province  of  the  soul  is  large  enough 

To  fill  up  every  cranny  of  your  time. 

And  leave  you  much  to  answer,  if  one  wretch 

Be  damn*d  by  your  neglect 

JhydetC$  Don  SdMutiau. 

I  tell  tlice,  Mufti,  if  the  world  were  wise, 
They  would  not  wag  one  finger  in  thy  quarrels : 
Your  heav*n  you  promise,  but  our  earth  you  covet ; 
The  Phaetons  of  mankind,  who  fire  that  world 
Which  you  were  sent,  by  preaching  but  to  warm. 

Dryden'9  Dan  SdMiatian. 
Bloated  with  ambition,  pride  and  avarice. 
You  swell  tfl^counsel  kings  and  govern  kingdoms. 
Content  you  with  monetizing  heav'n. 
And  let  this  little  hanging  ball  alone : 
For  give  you  but  a  foot  of  oonacience  there. 
And  you,  like  Archimedes,  top  the  globe. 

DryderCt  Don  SAaitian, 
I  met  a  reverend,  fat,  old,  gouty  friar. 
With  a  paunch  swoll'n  so  high,  his  double  chin 
Might  rest  upon*t :  a  true  son  of  the  church ! 
Fresh-colour*d  and  well-thriving  on  his  trade. 

DrydetC»  SfomA  Fair, 
Priesthood,  that  makes  a  merchandise  of  Heav*n ! 
Priesthood,  that  sells  ev^n  to  their  pray'rs  and 

blessings. 
And.  force  us  to  pay  for  our  own  cos^nage. 

Dryden^M  TVoilus  and  Creatida, 
The  proud  he  tamM,  the  penitent  ho  cheer*d : 
Nor  to  rebuke  the  rich  offender  fearM. 
His    preaching   much,  but  more   his   practice 

wrought, 
(A  liring  sermon  of  the  truths  he  taught,) 
For  this  by  rules  severe  his  life  he  squared  - 
That  all  might  see  the  doctrine  which  they  licant 
Dryderf$  Character  of  a  Good  Parhua 

A  fox,  ftill  fraught  with  seeming  sanctity. 
That  fear'd  an  oath,  but  like  the  devil  would  !*«. 
Who  lookM  like  lent,  afid  had  the  holy  leer, 
And  durst  not  sin  before  he  sa/d  his  prayer. 
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lliB  talk  was  now  of  tytbea  and  does; 
Ifc  amokM  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ; 
Knew  how  to  preach  old  sennons  next, 
VampM  in  the  preface  and  the  text ; 
At  chrtetenings  well  could  act  his  part. 
And  had  the  service  all  by  heart ; 
WinhM  women  might  have  children  fiut, 
And  thought  whose  sow  had  fhrrow'd  last; 
Against  dissenters  would  repine, 
And  stood  up  firm  fbr  right  divine ; 
Found  his  head  fiH*d  with  many  a  system. 
But  classic  authors  —  he  ne'er  miss*d  *em. 

8wifV$  Bameii  and  PkOemon. 

If  such  dinners  you  give, 
Tou  MI  nc*er  want  fbr  parsons  as  long  as  you  live : 
J  nc*cr  knew  a  parson  without  a  good  nose. 
But  the  devil's  as  welcome  wherever  he  goes. 

Why  seek  we  truth  from  priests  7 

The  smiles  of  courtiers,  and  the  harlot's  tears, 

TIic  tradesman's  oath,  and  mourning  of  an  heir. 

Are  truths  to  what  priests  tell ! 

Oh  why  has  priesthood  privilege  to  lie  ! 

And  yet  to  be  believed  7 

Lee*§  (E^HtB. 
If  we  must  pray, 
Rear  in  the  streets  bright  altars  to  the  gods, 
liet  virgin's  hands  adorn  the  saeriilo^ 
And  not  a  grcy-beard  forging  priest  come  here, 
To  pry  into  the  bowels  of  their  victim. 
And  with  tlicir  dotage  mad  the  gaping  world. 

Lee*  (BHprn. 
lU  befall 
Such  meddTi<>g  priosts,  wh.  kindle  up  confiislan. 
And  vex  the  quiet  world  with  their  vain  scruples ; 
By  hoav'n  't  is  done  in  perfect  spite  of  peace. 

Rawe'B  Jane  Sifters. 
Others  of  graver  mien,  behold,  adom'd 
Witli  holy  ensigns,  how  sublime  they  move. 
And  bending  oft  their  sanctimonioos  eyes. 
Take  homage  of  the  simple-minded  throng ; 
Ambassadors  of  heaven  I 

Akamd^e  Pleaturta  of  Imagination, 
l%ear  yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garden  smil'd, 
And  still  where  many  a  garden  flower  grows  wild. 
There,  where  a  few  torn  shrubs  the  place  disclose, 
The  village  preacher's  modest  mansion  rose. 
A  man  he  was  to  all  the  country  dear, 
And  pasain^  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year ; 
Remote  from  towns  he  ran  his  godly  race, 
Nor  e'er  hod  chang'd  nor  wish'd  to  change  his  place; 
IJoskilful  he  to  fawn,  or  seek  for  power, 
Hy  doctrines  fkshion'd  to  the  varying  hour ; 
Kar  other  aims  his  heart  had  leam'd  to  prize, 
More  beiit  to  raise  tlie  wretched  than  to  rise. 

OdldsmUh'M  Duttrted  ViUagi. 


At  church  with  meek  and  nnafiected  gmse* 
His  lookj  adom'd  the  venerable  place ; 
Truth  from  his  lips  prevail'd  with  double  swaj, 
And  fools,  who  came  to  soofil  remain'd  to  pray. 

OddmmA'9  DttaUd  VUU^ 

Ef*n  children  fbllowed  with  endearing  wile 
And  plock'd  his  gown  to  share  the  good  man's 
snule.  0€idmmih*§  DeeerUd  ViUagt, 

Or  prophecy,  which  dreams  a  lie. 
That  fools  believe,  and  knaves  apply. 

Giren's  GroUa. 

Of  right  and  wrong  he  taught 
Truths  as  refined  as  ever  Athens  heard ; 
And  (strange  to  tell!)  he  practised  what  he 

proaoh'd. 

Arm9$rong*$  Art  if  Preenving  UtaUK 

Tlie  royal  letters  are  a  lluBf  of  eewn, 

A  king,  that  would,  night  reoommend  his  horse ; 

And  deans,  no  doubt,  and  chapters  with  one  voice. 

As  bound  in  duty,  would  confirm  the  choice. 

Behold  your  bishop !— well  ho  plays  his  part, 

Christian  in  name,  and  infidel  in  heart. 

Ghostly  in  ofRce,  eartlily  in  his  plan, 

A  slave  at  court,  elsewhere  a  lady's  man. 

Dumb  as  a  senator,  and  as  a  priest; 

A  piece  of  mere  choroh-fhrnitare  at  best 

Coieper's  Ttncmkan 

Your  lordship  and  your  grace,  what  schools  can 

teach 
A  rhetoric  equal  to  those  parts  of  speech  7 
What  need  of  Homer's  verse,  or  Tully's  prose. 
Sweet  interjections !  if  he  learn  but  those : 
Let  reverend  churls  his  ignorance  rebuke 
Who  starve  upon  a  dog's^ar'd  Pentateuch, 
The  parson  knows  enough  who  knows  a  duke. 

Cawper'§  TYroctmum. 
In  man  or  woman,  but  far  most  in  man. 
And  most  of  all  in  man  that  ministers 
And  serves  the  altar,  in  my  soul  I  loathe 
All  affectation.    'TIS  my  perfect  scorn ; 
Object  of  my  implacable  disgust 

CoujMr'f  Tatk 

Behold  the  picture !  Is  it  like  7  Like  whom  7 
The  things  that  mount  the  rostrum  with  a  skip 
And  then  skip  down  again*    Pronounce  a  text, 
Cry  hem ;  and  reading  what  they  never  wrote. 
Just  fifteen  minutes  huddle  up  their  work. 
And  with  a  well-bred  whisper  oloee  the  eoene. 

Coufper*»  ToA, 
From  such  apostles,  oh  ye  mitred  heads. 
Preserve  the  church ;  and  lay  not  careUes  handa 
On  skulls  that  cannot  teach,  and  will  not  leanu 

CoMpeHs  Tatk 
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I  venerate  the  man  wlioee  hmxt  U  wami, 
WImw  luuide  ue  pore,  wlioee  doctrine  and  wlioee 

life  . 
Gnincidcnt,  eihibit  lucid  proof 
That  lie  ie  iMoeet  in  the  ea«red  oaoae. 

Cewpw'e  Tuk. 

He  that  negotiatee  between  God  and  mnn, 
A»  God*B  ambaaaador,  the  gfnuul  eoncerna 
Of  jodgment  and  of  mercy,  should  beware 
Of  li|rhtnes8  in  hia  speech,    ^ia  pitifnl 
To  OQort  a  grrin,  ^en  yoo  ahould  woo  a  soul ; 
Tt>  break  a  jest,  when  pity  would  inspira 
Pathetic  exhortation ;  and  address 
Hie  skittish  fimcy  with  facetious  tales, 
When  sent  with  Gk)d*8  commission  to  the  heart. 

Couper'B  TVmIe. 

Ghoreh  ladders  are  not  always  mounted  beat, 
By  learned  clerks,  and  Latinists  profeaa'd 

C/MDpsr. 

Learn  three-mile  prayers,  an*  hal^mile  ifracea, 
Wi'  weel^pread  looyea,  an*  lang",  wry  fiices ; 
Grant  up  a  solemn,  lengthenM  groan. 
And  damn  a*  parttea  but  your  own ; 
I*U  warrant  then  ye 're  nae  deoeiirer, 

A  steady,  sturdy,  staunch  believer. 

Burat. 

Hear  how  he  clears  the  points  o*  fiiith 
Wr  rattlin  an*  thumpin  I 
Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath, 
Hs  's  stamptn,  an'  he  *k  jumpin ! 

Bume9  Hokf  Friar. 

Haughty  of  heart  and  brow  the  warrior  came. 
In  look  and  langoage  proud  as  proud  could  be. 
Vaunting  his  lordsluES  lineage,  iighta  and  feme ; 
Yet  was  that  bare-foot  monk  more  proud  than  he. 

SeeU*9  Viwm  of  Don  Roderick. 

Such  vast  impressions  did  his  sermons  make, 
He  always  kept  his  flock  awake. 

Dr.  WckoC$  Peter  Pindar. 

In  short,  no  dray-horse  ever  work'd  so  hard. 
From  vaults  to  drag  up  hogshcadi  tun,  or  pipe. 
As  this  good  priest,  to  drag,  for  small  reward, 
Tlie  souls  of  sinners  from  the  devil^s  gripe. 

Dr.  Wolcar9  Peter  Pindar. 

Bid  gentlemen  of  fortune  die. 
And  leave  the  church  a  good  round  sum ; 
Lo!  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
The  paraoQ  finnk'd  their  tools  to  kingdom  oome. 

Dr.  WolcoC9  Peter  Pindar. 

Whate'er 
I  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  rest  between 
Heaven  and  myself — I  ihall  not  chooao  a  mortal 
To  be  my  mediator. 

Byrm*«  Ifini^sd, 


Around  his  form  hb  loose  long  robe  was  dirown, 
And  wiapp'd  a  breast  bestow'd  on  heaven  alone. 

BffrmC9  Coreahr. 

Father !  thy  days  have  passM  in  peace, 
'Mid  bunted  beads,  and  oountless  prayer. 
To  bid  the  sins  of  others  cease, 
Thyself  without  a  crime  or  care. 
Save  transient  ills  that  all  must  bear. 
Has  been  thy  lot,  from  youth  to  age. 

Byr€tk*9  Cfimmr, 

Dark  and  unearthly  is  the  scowl. 
That  glares  beneath  his  dusky  cowl— 
Hie  flash  of  that  dilating  eye 
Reveals  too  much  of  times  gone  by. 

ByrorCe  Giaour. 

But  the  unfaithful  Priest,  what  tongue 

Enough  shall  execrate  7 

Pottock. 

•'WhatisaChureh?"  Let  troth  and  reason  speak; 

They  should  reply— **  The  faithful,  pure,  and 

meek, 

From  Christian  folds,  the  one  selected  raoe, 

Of  all  profossione,  and  of  every  plaeo." 

Crmbbe 

I  like  a  church,  I  like  a  cowl, 

I  love  a  prophet  of  the  soul, 

And  on  my  heart  monastic  aisles 

Fall  like  sweet  strains  or  pensive  smiles, 

Yet  not  for  all  his  foith  can  see, 

Would  I  that  cowled  churchman  be. 

lUdph  Waldo  Emei  9om. 

By  the  white  neck-doth,  with  its  straiten'd  tie. 
The  sober  hat,  the  Sabbath-speaking  eye. 
Severe  and  smileless,  he  that  runs  may  read 
Tlie  stem  disciple  of  Geneva's  creed. 

O.  W.  Hdmn. 

A  livelier  bearing  of  the  ootward  man, 
The  lighUhued  gloves,  the  undevout  rattan. 
Now  smartly  rais'd  or  half-profanely  twiri'd^- 
A  bright,  fresh  twinkle  from  tlie  week-day  world,-  • 
Tell  their  plain  story;— yes,  thine  eyes  behold 
A  cheerful  Christian  from  the  liberal  fold. 

O.  W.  Hotm$9- 


CHURCH-YARD. 

The  solitary,  silent,  solemn  soene. 
Where  Cesars,  heroes,  peasants,  hermits  lie, 
Blended  in  dust  together;  where  the  slave 
Rests  from  his  labours;  where  th*  insulting  proMi 
Resigns  his  power,  the  miser  drops  his  board. 
Where  homaa  foUy  sleeps. 

Djfer'o  Rmm  ifBi 


n 


CIRCUMVENTION -CIGAR- CITY  AND  CITIZENS. 


Strang  thingr,  the  neighboon  say,  have  happened 

there; 
Wild  shrieks  have  issued  from  the  hollow  tombs, 
Bead  men  have  come  a^in,  and  walk*d  about; 
And  the  great  bell  has  toll*d  imning,  untouched. 
Such  tales  tlieir  cheer  at  wake  or  gossipping, 
Wbcn  it  draws  near  to  'witching  time  of  night 

Blair*$  Ormve, 
There  lay  the  warrior  and  the  son  of  song. 

And  there— in  silcnoe  till  the  judgment  day— > 
The  orator,  whose  all-persiiading  tongue 

Had  mov*d  the  nations  with  resistless  sway. 

Mrs.  Nortom. 
What  to  ns  the  grave  7 
It  brings  no  real  homily !  we  sigh, 
Pause  fi>r  awhile  and  murmur- **  All  must  die!** 
Then  rush  to  pleasure,  action,  sin,  once  more, 
Swell  tho  loud  tide  and  fret  unto  the  shore. 

The  New  Timon. 
In  dim  cathedrals,  dark  with  vaulted  gloom, 
What  holy  awe  invests  the  sacred  tomb ! 
There  pride  will  bow,  and  anxious  care  expand. 
And  creeping  avarice  come  with  open  hand ; 
The  gay  can  weep,  the  impious  can  adore. 
From  mom*8  iirst  glimmerings  on  the  chancel 

.    floor 
Till  dying  sunset  shed  his  crimson  stains 
Through  the  faint  halos  of  the  irisM  panes. 

O.  W.  Holmee. 
Yet  there  are  graves,  whose  rudely  shapen  sod 
Bears  tlic  fresh  footprints  where  the  sexton  trod ; 
Graves  where  the  verdure  has  not  darM  to  shoot, 
W^bcre  the  chance  wildflowcr  has  not  fix*d  its  root. 
Whose  slumbering  tenants,  dead  witliout  a  name, 
Qlie  eternal  record  shall  at  length  proclaim 
Pure  as  the  holiest  in  the  long  array 

Of  hooded,  mitred,  or  tiara'd  clay  ! 

O.  W.  Uolmet. 


CIRCUMVENTION. 

They  must  sweep  my  way. 

And  marshal  me  to  knavery :  Let  it  work — 

For  His  the  sport,  to  have  the  engineer 

Hoist  with  his  own  petard ;  andH  shall  go  hard. 

But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines. 

And  blow  them  at  the  moon. 

Shakt.  Hamlet, 

Thife  work  requires  long  time,  dissembling  looks, 
(?ommixt  with  undermining  actions, 
Watching  advantages  to  execute 
Our  foes  are  mighty,  and  their  number  great, 
U  tnereibre  follows  that  our  stratagems 
Mu^  branch  forth  into  manifold  deceits, 
Kndl«ss  devices,  bottomless  oonduaioDs. 

Chapman^B  AJ^iontUM. 


Bear  your  wrongs  ooneeaJ*d, 
And  patient  as  the  tortoise ;  let  thw  camel 
Stalk  o'er  your  back  unbmis'd:  sleep  with  thi 

lion. 
And  let  this  brood  of  seciire  fboUsh  mice 
Play  with  your  nostrils,  till  the  time  be  ripe 
For  the  bloody  audit,  and  the  fatal  gripe : 
Aim  like  a  cunning  Ibwler,  oloso  one  eye. 
That  you  the  better  may  your  game  espy. 

)Fe6ster*s  WkiU  DetA 


CIGAR. — {See  Smoking.) 


CITY  AND  CITIZENS. 

These  base  mechanics  never  keep  their  words 
In  any  thing  they  promise.    *T  is  their  trade 
To  swear  and  break ;  they  all  grow  rich  by  breaking 
More  than  their  words ;  their  honesties  and  credits, 
Are  still  tho  first  commodities  they  put  otL 

Jonaon'B  New  Jwl 
Indeed  all  our  chief  living,  is  by  ibols 
And  knaves ;  we  could  not  keep  open  shop  else : 
Fools  tliat  enter  into  bands,  and  knaves  bind  them. 

MidMetmet  Phumx. 
The  fawning  citizen,  whose  lovc*s  bought  dearest. 
Deceives  his  brother  when  the  sun  shines  dearest, 
Gets,  borroMTs,  breaks,  lets  in  and  stops  out  light, 
And  lives  a  knave,  to  loave  his  son  a  knight 

Brown'9  PaMonl$, 

Take  heed  what  yon  say,  sir. 

An  hundred  honest  men !  why,  if  there  were 

So  many  i*  th*  city,  'twere  enough  to  forfeit 

Their  charter. 

ShirUy*$  Gameetef 

So  merchant  has  bis  house  in  town. 

And  country-seat  near  Banstead  down  : 

From  one  he  dates  his  foreign  letters. 

Sends  out  his  goods,  and  duns  his  debtors ; 

In  t'other,  at  his  hours  of  leisure. 

He  smokes  his  pipe,  and  takes  his  pleasure. 

Prior^B  Ahna. 

Religious,  punctual,  frugal,  and  so  forth ; 

His  word  would  pass  for  more  than  he  was  worth. 

One  solid  dish  his  wcck-day  meal  afl&rds. 

And  added  pudding  solemniz*d  the  Lord's; 

Constant  at  church  and  'change,  his  gains  wers 

sure. 

His  givings  rare,  save  farthings  to  the  poor. 

Pope'e  Moral  £ssayiL 

Or  at  some  banker's  desk,  like  many  more. 

Content  to  tell  that  two  and  two  make  fout. 

His  name  had  stood  in  dty  annals  fair. 

And  prudent  dulness  mark'd  him  for  a  mayor. 

CkurckiWt  Rcaaad 


CLOUDS. 


TO 


The  cit — a  coninioii  •ouncnman  by  j^aoe, 

Ten  thoraand  mighty  nothinga  in  hia  fiiee^ 

Bj  litoaticni  aa  by  hatora  gpreat, 

With  nice  preckioii  paroela  oat  the  atatd ; 

Proves  and  disprorea,  affirma  and  then  deniea, 

Objects  himself^  and  to  himaelf  repliea : 

Wielding  aloft  the  pofitician*8  rod| 

Makes  PHt  by  tnnia  a  devil  and  a  god  i 

Maintains  eT*n  to  the  very  teeth  of  pow'r. 

The  same  thing  right  and  wrong  in  half  an 

houTf 
Now  all  is  well,  now  he  aoapecta  a  plot* 
And  plainly  provea  whatever  ia — \M  not : 
FearfiiUy  wise,  he  ahakea  hia  empty  head, 
And  deali  out  enkpirea  as  he  deals  out  thread; 
His  useless  scales  are  in  a  comer  flung, 
And  Eiirope*8  balance  hanga  upon  his  tongue. 

ChurekOrM  Rotdad. 

Suburban  villas,  highway^de  retreats, 

Tliat  dread  th'  encroachment  of  our  growing 

streets. 
Tight  boxes,  neatly  aaah'd,  and  in  a  blaze 
With  all  a  July's  sunV  collected  rays. 
Delight  the  citizen,  who  gasping  there 
Breathes  clouds  of  dust,  and  calls  it  country  air. 

Cowp^9  Retirement 

1  dwell  amid  the  city, 

And  hear  the  flow  of  souls  2 
I  do  not  hear  the  several  contraries 
I  do  not  hear  the  separate  tone  that  rolls 

hi  art  or  speech. 
For  pomp  or  trade,  ftr  merrymake  or  iblly, 
I  hear  the  confluence  and  sum  of  each. 

And  that  is  melancholy !  — 
Tliy  voice  is  a  complaint,  O  crowned  city, 
Tlie  blue  sky  covering  thee,  like  God's  great 

pity. 

Mi9$  BarreU. 

Gome  out,  love — the  night  is  enchanting ! 

Tlie  moon  haogs  just  over  Broadway ; 
The  stars  are  all  lighted  and  panting  — 

(Hot  weather  up  there,  I  dare  say !) 
Tis  seldom  that  "  coolness"  entices, 

And  love  is  no  better  for  chilling— > 
Tet  come  up  to  Thompson's  ibr  ices 

And  cool  your  warm  heart  for  a  shilling  I 

jv^.  P.  wm$. 

flow  tenderly  Rousseau  review*d 
His  periwinkles !    Mine  are  stewM ! 

My  rose  blooms  on  a  gown ! 
I  hunt  in  yam  for  eglantine. 
And  find  my  blue-bell  on  the  sign 

That  marks  the  Bell  and  CJrown! 

Hood, 


Where  are  ye,  linnet !  lark !  and  thrush ! 
Thlit  perch  on  leafy  bough  and  bush. 

And  tune  the  various  song  7 
Two  hurdy-gurdies,  and  a  poor 
Street-Handel  grinding  at  my  door. 
Are  all  my  **  tunefld  throng.** 


Hooi 


CLOUDS. 

The  clouds  were  touch*d. 

And  in  their  silent  faces  could  be  read 

Unutterable  love. 

Wmrdswortk 

The  clouds  that  gather  round  the  ietting  sun 
Do  take  a  sober  colouring  from  an  eye 
That  hath  kept  watch  o*er  man^s  mortality. 

Wordsworik, 

There  *s  not  a  cloud  in  that  blue  plain. 
But  teUs  of  storms  to  come  or  past; — 

Here,  flying  loosely  as  the  mane 
Of  a  young  war-horse  in  the  blast ;  — 

There,  rollM  in  masses  dark  and  swelling 

As  proud  to  be  the  thunder's  dwelling. 

Jtfosre. 

The  clouds  consign  their  treasure  to  the  fields, 
And,  softly  shaking  on  the  dimpled  pool 
Prelusive  drops,  let  all  their  moisture  flow. 
In  large  effusion  o*er  a  freshenM  world. 

Tham$tn 

That  cloud  was  beautiful,  —  waa  one 

Among  a  thousand  round  the  sun : 

The  thousand  shared  the  common  lot; 

They  came,  •—  they  went,  —  they  were  forgot ; 

Thid  fiiity  form  alone  impross'd      i 

Its  perfect  image  in  my  breast. 

And  shines  as  richly  blazoned  there 

As  in  its  element  of  air. 

J»  jKonteofiwjf- 

'  Now  a  cloud. 

Massive  and  Uack,  strides  up;  the  angry  gieam 
Of  the  red  lightning  cloavea  the  frowning  folds. 

SireeC$  Poem$ 

Wafted  up. 

The  stealing  doud  with  soft  grey  blinds  the  sky 

And  in  its  vapory  mantle  onward  steps 

The  summer  shower. 

StreeCs  P 

Ve  dottds,  that  are  the  ornament  of  heaven , 

Who  give  to  it  its  gayest  shadowinga 

And  its  most  awfcl  glories ;  ye  who  roll 

In  the  dark  tempest,  or  at  dewy  evening 

Bow  low  in  tenderest  beauty; — ye  are  to  Qs 

A  volume  fbll  of  wisdonu 

PsrneaTsPi 
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COMET. 

Lo!  from  the  dread  immensity  of  tpftce 

Returnin^r,  w'ith  accelerated  ooonei 

The  ru»hin^  comet  to  tlie  sun  descends : 

Aud  as  he  sinks  below  the  shading  earth, 

With  awful  train  projected  o'er  the  heavens, 

71ie  guilty  nations  tremble. 

T%onitm*t  Sasaons. 

Hast  thou  ne*er  seen  the  oomet's  flaming  flight? 
Th*  illustrious  stranger  passing,  terror  iheds 
On  gazing  nations,  from  his  fiery  train 
Of  length  enormous,  takes  his  ample  round 
'llurough  depths  of  ether;  coasts  unnumber'd 

worlds. 
Of  more  than  solar  glory;  doubles  wide 
Heaven*8  mighty  cape ;  and  then  revisits  earth, 
From  the  long  travel  of  a  thousand  years. 

young's  JVi^At  Tkoughts. 

Lone  traveller  through  the  fields  of  air. 

What  may  thy  presence  here  portend  7 
Art  oome  to  greet  the  planets  fair. 

As  fi'icnd  greets  friend? 
Whato'er  thy  purpose,  thou  dost  teach 

Some  lessons  to  the  hnmble  loul ; 
Hiough  far  and  dim  thy  pathway  reach. 

Yet  still  thy  goal 
Tends  to  the  fountain  of  that  light 

From  whence  thy  golden  beams  are  won ; 

60  should  we  turn,  flxxn  earth's  dark  night, 

To  God  our  sun. 

MSri;  HM9  Fomt. 


CX)MFORT. 

What  is  comfort, 
Wlien  the  poor  patient's  heart  is  past  relief? 
ll  is  no  doctor's  art  can  cure  my  grie£ 

MidtUdon. 

lliore  is  a  heaven  yet  to  rest  my  soul  on 
In  midst  of  all  unhappiness,  which  I  look  on 
With  the  same  comfort,  as  a  distreas'd  seaman 
A  far  off  views  the  ooast  he  would  enjoy, 
>yhen  yot  the  seas  do  toss  his  reeling  bark, 
*Twixt  hope  and  danger. 

Shirley's  Mai^$  Reoenge. 

How  can  your  griefii 
Bxpect  comfort  ftom  him,  wbo  knows  Jiol  how 
He  can  redress  his  own  f 

Sir  W.  Dkgmmuas  UnftrtmaU  Lmoer. 

For  in  a  dearth  of  comforts,  we  are  taught 
To  be  contented  with  the  least 

Sir  W.  jDaeenafiX's  Fair  KroounZe. 


60  dying  men  reoeive  vain  comforts 
From  those  visitants  they  love,  when  thej 
P^vnade  them  to  be  patient  at  the  loss  of  life, 
With  saying  they  are  mortal  too,  and  mean 
T*  endure  the  like  calamity ;  as  if 
To  die  were  from  good  fellowship,  from  froe 
Intent  t'  accompany  departiiig  firiends. 
When  such  last  courtesy  proceeds  not  fhmi 
Their  will,  hot  nature's  obstinate  doereo. 

Sk  W.  Dat€mnt*$  Fair  FawuriU, 

Your  comforti 
Come  as  in  draugiits  the  elemental  dew 
Does  on  the  earth ;  it  wets,  bat  leaves  no  moistiire 
To  give  the  sear'd  plants  growth. 

ClapOmmeM  AJhatut  WaBemttwL 

Comfort  cannot  soothe 
The  heart  whose  life  is  centred  in  the  thought 
Of  happy  loves,  once  known,  and  still  in  hope. 
Living  with  a  consuming  energy. 

And  should  thy  comfort  with  my  eSartM  cease. 

And  only  then — perpetual  is  thy  peace. 

Crabbe, 

It  is  a  little  thing  to  speak  a  phrase 

Of  common  comfort,  which  by  daily  use 

Has  almost  lost  its  sense ;  yet  on  tiie  car 

Of  him  who  thought  to  die  unmoum'd  *t  will  fall 

Like  choicest  music. 

Talfaitrd, 


COMMONWEALTH. 

We  win  renew  the  times  of  trutti  and  Juslieei 
Condensing  in  a  fiiir  fbee  commonwealth 
Not  rash  equality,  but  equal  rights, 
Proportion'd  like  the  columns  of  the  temple, 
(riving  and  taking  strength  redproca^ 
And  making  firm  the  whole  with  grace  and  beauty. 
So  tliat  no  part  could  be  removed  without 
Infringement  of  the  general  sjrmmetry. 

Byr(m*M  DsgB  sf  Veidee, 


COMPANY.— (See  Society.) 


COMPASSION.  — (See  Mercy.) 


COMPLAINT. 

To  ten  thy  mis'ries  wiU  no  comfort  breed ; 
^en  help  thee  most,  that  think  thou  hast  no  need; 

But  if  the  world  once  thy  misfortunes  know. 
Thou  soon  shalt  lose  a  friend  and  find  a  foe. 

Bandofyk 
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0  njt  why  age,  and  frie^  oacI  pain, 
flbafl  long  to  go,  but  long  in  fain ; 
Why  yrieo  is  left  to  mock  at  time. 
And,  grey  in  years,  grow  grey  in  erime;  ' 
While  youth,  that  every  eye  makes  glad, 
And  beauty,  all  in  radiance  olad, 
And  goodness,  cheering  every  hearti 
Come,  but  come  only  to  depart ; 
Sonbeams,  to  cheer  life's  wintiy  dlay— * 
Sunbeams,  to  flash,  then  fade  away. 

Cme,  now  again  thy  woes  impart, 

TeU  all  thy  sorrows,  all  thy  sin; 

We  cannot  heal  the  throbbing  heart* 

Till  we  disoeia  the.  wounds  within. 

Cralhe, 

And  is  there  none  with  me  to  share 
The  glories  of  the  earth  and  sky  7 

The  eagle  through  the  pathless  air 
Is  fellowM  by  one  burning  eye. 

O.  W.  jKMmetk 


COMPLIMENTS. 

Bsniah  all  compliments,  but  single  truth, 
From  ev*ry  tongue,  and  ev'Ty  shepherd's  heart. 
Let  them  use  still  persuading,  but  no  art. 

Beaumont  and  Fleteher'§  FaW^td  Shtpherdess, 

TVeachery  oft  lurks 

In  oompliments.    Ton  have  sent  so  many  posts 

Of  undertakiiigs,  they  outride  per^rmance ; 

And  make  me  think  your  fiur  pretences  aim 

At  lome  intended  ill,  which  my  prevention 

Most  strive  to  avert 

NaWe  Tottenham  Cimrt 

Kuiy,  their  wits  were  not  so  changeable 

As  their  &ce8,  and  having  but  one  suit 

Of  compliment,  and  that  not  un&shionable. 

They  were  £iin  to  supply  it  with  legs  and  silence. 

KiUegrev^$  Cotta^raof. 

When  strange  stranger  met  upon  the  way. 

Tint,  each  to  each  bow*d  most  respectfhlly, 

And  large  profession  made  of  humble  service. 

And  then  the  stranger  took  the  other's  pune. 

And  he  that  stabb'4  his  neighbour  to  the  heart) 

Stabb'd  him  politely,  and  retum'd  the  blade 

Reeking  into  its  sheath  with  graceftd  air. 

Pdktek. 


CONCEALMENT.— (See  SscBBST.y 


This  sel^conoeit  is  a  most  dangerous  shelf, 
Where  many  have  made  shipwreck  unawares : 
He  who  doth  tmit  loo  much  nnio  himself. 
Can  never  fell  to  fell  in  many  enarea 

Sni  cfStMUni'a  Cramm, 

A  strong  conceit  u  rich ;  so  most  men  dnem  : 
If  not  to  be,  'tis  comfort  yet  to  seem. 

'Jtfarston's  Antonio  and  Mellida. 

Drawn  by  conceit  feom  reason's  plan. 

How  vain  is  that  poor  creature,  man ! 

How  pleas'd  is  ev'ry  paltry  elf 

To  prate  ahoot  that  thing,  him4el£ 

ChurchSL 


CONCEIT. 


bodies,  strongest  worki. 

8kak$.H9mU 


CONFIDENCE. 

Bet  on  yoor  food  | 
And  with  a  heart  new  fir'd  I  fellow  you. 
To  do  I  know  not  Whal    But  it  sufficeth, 
That  Brutus  leads  me  en. 

•  ifflWrfai  JttUuM  Cttatf, 

I  took  him  for  the  plainest  harmless't  creature. 
That  breath'd  upQ%  the  earth  a  Christian ; 
Made  him  my  book,  wherein  my  soul  recorded 
The  history  of  all  my  secret  thoughts. 

ShaU  Richard  III 

Hiou  know'st  how  fearless  is  my  trust  in  thee. 

Mist  LaiutoH, 

*■  Trust  in  thee  7'    Ay,  dearest,  there 's  no  one  but 

must, 
Unless  truth  be  a  feble,  in  such  as  thee  trust ! 
For  who  can  see  heaven's  own  hue  in  those  eyes. 
And  doubt  that  truth  with  it  came  down  from  the 

skies; 
While  each  thought  of  thy  bosom,  like  morning's 

young  Hght» 
Almost  eve  'tis  bom,  flashes  there  on  his  sight ! 

€/•  F«  MoffvuoL 


CONSCIENCE. 

The  sweetest  cordial  we  receive  at  last. 
Is  conscience  of  our  virtuous  actions  post. 

Otfe'e  Ore$U9, 

Conscience ! 
Poor  plodding  priests  and  preaching  fliars  make 
Their  hollow  pulpits;  and  empty  aisles 
Of  churches  ring  with  that  round  word ;  but  we 
Hiat  draw  tiie  subtile  and  more  piercing  air 
In  that  sublimed  region  of  a  courts 
iCnow  all  is  good  we  make  so,  anu  go  on 
Seeur'd  by  the  prosperity  of  our  enemies, 

JEieii  JwM^n 

7* 
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CONSCIENCE. 


When  tjrraimizing  pain  ihaU  stop 

Tile  paaaage  of  thy  breath, 

And  thee  eompel  to  iwear  thjBelC 

True  servant  unto  death: 

Then  shall  one  Tutnous  deed  impart 

More  pleasure  to  thy  mind, 

llian  all  the  treasures  that  on  earth, 

Ambitious  thoughts  can  find^ 

The  well^pent  time  of  one  short  day, 

One  hour,  one  moment  then, 

Shall  be  more  sweet  than  all  the  joys 

Amongst  us  mortal  men. 

Then  shalt  thou  find  but  one  reffage 

Which  comfort  can  retain: 

A  guiltless  conscience  pure  and  dear 

From  touch  of  sinfUl  stain. 

Brandon*9  OcUnia  to  ifnlsnuiff. 
Consider  all  thy  actions,  and  take  heed 
On  stolen  bread,  tho'  it  is  sweet,  to  feed 
Sin,  like  a  bee,  unto  thy  hive  may  bring 
A  little  honey,  but  expect  the  sting. 
Thou  may*st  conceal  thy  sin  by  cunning  art. 
But  conscience  sits  a  witness  in  thy  heart ; 
Which  will  disturb  thy  peace,  thy  rest  undo. 
For  that  is  witness,  judge,  and  prison  too. 

WaUoM. 
Conscience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  use, 
DcvisM  at  first  to  keep  the  strong  in  awe. 

8hak9.  Richard  III. 
My  consdenoe  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues. 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale, 

And  every  tale  condemns  me  far  a  villain. 

Shak9.  Richard  III. 

Oh — I  have  passM  a  miserable  night. 

So  full  of  fearful  dreams,  of  ugly  sights. 

That,  as  I  am  a  Christian  fitithful  man, 

I  would  not  spend  another  such  a  night. 

Though  *twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days : 

So  full  of  dismal  terror  was  the  time. 

8hak$.  Rickird  III. 
O,  Brackenbury,  I  have  done  these  things, 
That  now  give  evidence  against  my  soid. 

ShakM.  Richard  III. 

It  is  a  dangerous 

Tiling,  it  makes  a  man  a  coward :  a  man 

Cannot  steal  but  it  accuseth  him ;  a  man 

Cannot  swear,  but  it  checks  him. 

*Ti8  a  blushing  shame-fac*d  spirit,  that 

Mutinies  in  a  man^s  bosom ;  it  fills 

One  fhll  of  obstacles.    It  made  me  once 

Hesiore  a  purse  of  gold,  that  by  chance  I 

Tound.    It  beggars  any  man  that  keeps  it 

It  is  tnmM  out  of  towns  and  cities  ibr 

A  dang'roos  thing ;  and  every  man  that  means 

Tu  live  well,  endeavours  to  trust  to  himself^ 

.And  live*  witliout  it 

Shaks.  Richard  III 


Give  me  another  horse, — Limd  vr^  my  r^midit, 

Have  mercy,  Jesa!— sofl;-— Tdld  hot  drcanw^- 

O  coward  conscience,  how  dost  thou  afflict  me  !— 

The  lights  born  blue. — It  is  now  dead  midnight 

Cold  fearful  drops  stand  on  my  fearful  flesh. 

What  do  I  fear  7  myself  7 

ShakB.  Richard  III 

Suspicion  haunts  the  guilty  mind ; 
The  thief  doth  fetfr  each  bush  an  officer. 

Shako.  Henry  VI.    Pari  III 

What  stronger  breast-plate  than  a  heart  untainted  * 
Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  quarrel  just; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  lock*d  up  in  steel. 
Whose  conseience  with  injustice  is  corrupted. 

Shako.  Hemy  VI.    Pari  11 

Their  great  guilt, 

Like  poison  given  to  work  a  great  time  after, 

Now  *gins  to  bite  t^e  spirits. 

_  Shako,  TtntpeoL 

O,  it  is  monstrous! — monstrous! 

Methought,  the  billows  spoke  and  tdd  me  of  it ; 

The  winds  did  sing  it  to  me,  and  the  thunder. 

That  deep  and  dreadflil  organ-pipe,  pronouncM 

The  name  of  Prosper. 

Shako.  TempeoL 

Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  aU , 

And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 

Is  sicUyM  o*er  with  the  palo  cast  of  thought ; 

And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment. 

With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  away. 

And  lose  the  name  of  action. 

Shako.  HamUt 

Leave  her  to  heaven, 

And  to  thoee  thorns  that  in  her  bosom  lodge. 

To  prick  and  sting  her. 

Shako.  HamleL 

O,  Hamlet,  speak  no  more : 

Thou  tum'st  mine  eyes  into  my  vciy  soul ; 

And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots, 

As  will  not  leave  their  tinct. 

Shako,  Handet. 

Foul  whispVings  are  abroad;  and  unnatural  deeds 
Do  breed  unnatural  troubles :  infected  minds 
To  their  deaf  pillows  will  discharge  their  secrets. 

Shako.  Macbdk 

Bettor  be  with  the  dead. 

Whom  we,  to  gain  our  place,  have  sent  to  peace. 

Than  on  the  torture  of  the  mind  to  lie 

In  restless  ecstacy. 

Shako.  Machitk, 

The  colour  of  the  king  doth  come  and  go 
Between  his  purpose  and  .his  conscience. 
Like  heralds  Hwizt  two  dreadful  battles  set : 
His  passion  is  so  ripe,  it  needs  mart  break. 

Shako.  King  John 


CONSCIENCE. 
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I  feel  within  me 
4  petoe  above  all  earthly  dirties, 
A  ftill  and  quiet  oonscionce* 

ShaJiM,  Hmry  VIIL 

He  that  has  light  within  his  own  dear  breast, 

May  tit  i'  th*  centre,  and  enjoy  bright  day : 

JBat  he  that  hides  a  dark  sool,  and  foul  thoughts, 

Benighted  walks  under  the  mid-day  sun ; 

Hbnself  is  his  own  dungeon. 

ilf tfion*t  ComuM. 

But  his  doom 

ReservM  him  to  more  wrath ;  for  now  the  thought, 

Both  of  lost  happiness  and  lasting  pain. 

Torments  him 

Jlfi3ton*t  Paradite  LtmL 

Now  conscience  wakes  despair 
That  8hmiber*d,  wakes  the  bitter  memory 
Of  what  he  was,  what  is,  and  what  must  be 
Worse;  if  worse  deeds,  worse  sufferings  must 
ensue.  MtUorCt  ParadUe  Lott, 

0  ooucience,  into  what  abyss  of  fears 

And  horrors  hast  thou  driven  me ;  out  of  which 

1  find  no  way,  from  deep  to  deeper  plungM. 

MUtoiCw  PandiMt  Lo&L 

Why  should  not  conscience  have  vacation 
As  well  as  other  courts  o'  th*  nation  ; 
Have  equal  power  to  adjourn. 
Appoint  appearance  and  return. 

BuUer'B  Hudibrat. 

What's  tender  eonscienoe  ?    *Tis  a  botch. 
That  wili  not  bear  the  gentlest  touch ; 
Bbt  breaking  out  despatches  more 
Than  the  ejndemical^st  plague-sore. 

BuOer't  Hudihras. 

Here,  here  it  lies ;  a  lump  of  lead  by  day ; 
And  in  my  short,  distracted,  nightly  slumbers, 

The  hag  that  rides  my  dreams. 

Dnfden, 

*Tis  ever  thus 

With  noble  minds,  if  chance  they  slide  to  iblly; 

fiemcme  stings  deeper,  and  relentless  conscience, 

Poors  more  of  gall  into  the  bitter  cup 

Of  their  severe  repentance* 

MawrCt  Etfrida. 

Some  scruple  rose,  but  thus  he  eas'd  his  thought, 
111  now  ^ve  aixpenee  where  I  gave  a  groat ; 
Where  once  I  went  to  church  1*11  now  go  twice, 
And  am  no  clear  too  of  all  other  vice. 

Pope*9  itforaJ  E$my* 

See,  firam  hchind  her  secret  stand. 
The  sly  infhroer  minutes  ev*ry  fault. 
And  her  dread  diary  with  horror  fills. 

Ywnff9  Nig^  ThmtgkU, 


Conscience,  what  art  thou?    thou    tremendow 

power! 
Who  dost  inhabit  us  without  our  leave ; 
And  art  witliin  otiraelvea,  another  sclf| 
A  master-self,  that  loves  to  domineer. 
And  treat  the  monarch  frankly  as  the  slave : 
How  dost  thou  light  a  torch  to  distant  deeds  ? 
Make  the  past,  present,  and  the  ibtore  frown  7 
How,  ever  and  anon,  awake  the  soul. 
As  vnth  a  peal  of  thunder,  to  strange  horrors, 
In  this  long  restless  dream,  which  idiots  hug-'— 
Nay,  wise  men  flatter  with  th»  name  of  life. 

Ymmg'B  Bnthet$, 

Conscience,  and  nice  scriq)les 
Arc  taxes  that  abound  in  none  hut  meagre  soils, 
To  choke  the  aspiring  seeds  of  manly  daring : 
Those  pony  instincts,  which  in  ibeble  minds. 
Unfit  for  great  exploits,  are  miscallM  virtue. 

Knowledge  or  wealth  to  few  are  given. 

But  mark  how  just  the  ways  of  Heaven ; 

True  joy  to  all  is  free. 

Nor  wealth  nor  knowledge  grant  the  boon, 

*Tis  tliine,  O  conscience,  thine  alone. 

It  all  ^longs  to  thee. 

JITtcHt. 

Thus  oft  it  haps,  that  when  within. 
They  shrink  at  sense  of  secret  sin, 
A  feather  daunts  the  brave; 
A  fool's  wild  speech  confounds  the  wise, 
And  proudest  princes  veil  their  eyes, 
Before  their  meanest  slave. 

ScoW$  Marmiam, 

Oh !  conscience  2  eonscienoe !  ^nan's  most  fiiithfU 

fHend, 
Him  cajut  thou  comfort,  ease,  relieve,  defend : 
But  if  he  will  thy  firiendly  chocks  forego^ 
Thou  art,  oh !  woe  for  me,  his  deadliest  foe ! 

Cmbb€ 

There  is  no  future  pang 

Can  deal  that  justice  on  the  self-condemnM 

He  deals  on  his  own  souL 

Byrfm*$  Manfreu, 

Though  thy  slumber  may  he  deep, 
Yet  thy  spirit  shall  not  sleep. 
There  are  shades  which  will  not  VHuish, 
There  are  thoughts  thou  canst  not  bamsh. 

Byrvn's  Manjrevk 

Yet  still  there  whispers  the  small  votoo  withiii. 
Heard  through  God's  silence,  and  o'er  glory's  Uiii 
Whatever  creed  be  taught  or  land  be  trod, 
Man's  conscience  is  the  oracle  of  Ood ! 
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CONSPIRACY. 


Hioiigh  I  know  not 
That  I  do  wron^,  I  fbel  a  tboosand  6ara 
Which  are  not  ominoiifl  of  right 

Byron*t  Heaven  md  Eartk    Part  L 

But  at  sixteen  the  conacienoe  rarely  fnawa 
So  moeh  as  when  we  call  our  old  debts  in 
At  lizty  years,  and  draw  the  accounts  of  evi]. 
And  find  a  deooed  balance  with  the  dtinL 

Byrmu 

A  qniet  oonseienoe  makes  one  so  serene ! 
Christians  have  burnt  each  other  cpute  perroaded 
That  all  the  aposties  would  have  done  as  they  did. 

Byntu 

The  mind,  that  broods  o*er  gnilty  woes, 

Is  like  the  soor|Hoa  girt  by  6re^ 

In  circle  narrowing  as  it  glows, 

The  flames  around  their  captive  close, 

Till  inly  searched  by  thousand  throes, 

And  maddening  in  her  ire. 

One  and  sole  relief  she  knows, 

The  sting  she  noorishM  for  her  fi>es. 

Whose  venom  never  yet  was  vain, 

Gives  but  one  pang,  and  cures  all  pain. 

And  darts  into  her  desperate  brain* 

So  do  the  dark  in  soul  expire. 

Or  live  like  scorpion  girt  by  fire; 

So  writhes  the  mind  remorse  hath  riven. 

Unfit  for  earth,  undoom*d  for  heaven. 

Darkness  above,  despair  beneath, 

Around  it  flame,  within  it  death ! 

ByrmC9  Ohumr, 

Tliere  is  no  power  in  holy  men, 

Nor  cliarms  in  prayer — nor  purifying  form 

Of  penitence — nor  outward  look-— nor  fiut — 

Nor  agony — nor,  greater  than  all  these, 

Tlie  innate  tortures  of  that  deep  despairv 

Which  is  remorse  without  the  foar  of  bell. 

Bat  all  in  all  sufficient  to  itself 

Would  make  a  hell  of  heaven — can  exercise. 

From  out  the  unbounded  spirit,  the  quick  sense 

Of  its  own  sins,  wrongs,  sufieiiance,  and  revenge 

Upon  itselC 

Byron's  Manfred, 

Not  all  the  glory,  all  the  praise, 

T^at  decks  the  hero's  prosperous  days. 

The  shout  of  men,  the  laurel  crown. 

The  pealing  anthems  of  renown. 

May  conscience'  dreadful  sentence  drown. 

JIf rs.  Btdfird, 
Who  bom  so  poor. 
Of  intalleet  so  mean,  as  not  to  know 
What  seem'd  the  best;  and  knowhig  not  to  do? 
As  not  to  know  nh%i  God  and  oonseienoe  bade. 
And  wnat  tUey  bade  not  able  to  obey  7 

Pottock*$  Course  cf  Tme, 


With  peace  of  conscience,  like  to  innocent  men. 

Jlfassn^far 

TVost  me,  no  tDrtures  which  the  poets  foign 
Can  match  the  fierce,  unutterable  pain 
Ho  feels,  who  n^ht  and  day  devoid  of  rest. 
Carries  his  own  accuser  in  his  breast. 

Oiffor^e  JvmemL 

He  cannot  look  on  her  mild  eye ; 

Her  patient  words  his  spirit  quell. 
Within  that  evil  heart  there  lie 

The  hates  and  foars  of  helL 
His  speech  is  short;  he  wears  a  surly  brow — 
There  *s  none  will  hear  her  shriek ;  what  fear  ye 
now? 

The  workings  of  the  soul  ye  fear ! 

Dona's  Buccaneer, 

Dear  mother!  in  ourselves  is  hid 

The  holy  spirit>land. 
Where  Thmghi^  the  flaming  cherub,  stands 

With  its  relentless  brand; 
We  feel  the  pang,  when  that  dread  sword 

Inscribes  the  hidden  sin. 

And  tumeth  everywhere  to  guard 

The  paradise  within! 

Jlfr».  E.  Oaket  Smith. 

He  fears  not  dying— 'tis  a  deeper  fear, — 
The  thunder-peal  cries  to  his  conscience — ^•'  Hear  r* 
The  rushing  winds  fh>m  memory  lift  the  veil. 
And  in  each  flash  his  sins,  like  spectres  pale, 
Freed,  from  their  dark  abode,  his  guilty  breast. 
Shriek  in  his  startled  ear — « Death  is  not  restr 

Httle. 


OONSPIRACT. 

O  conspiracy! 
Sham'st  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night, 
When  evils  are  most  free  ?    O,  then  by  day. 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mask  thy  monstrous  visage?    Seek  none, 

I      conspiracy. 
Hide  it  in  smiles  and  affability; 
For  if  thou  put  thy  native  ecmUanee  on. 
Not  Erebus  itself  were  dim  enough. 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 


Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadfiil  thing, 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasms,  or  a  hideous  dream ; 
The  genius  and  the  mortal  instruments 
Are  then  in  council;  and  the  state  of  a  mnn. 
Like  to  a  littb  kmgdom,  Buffers  then 
The  nature  «f  an  insorrection. 
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To  be  head 
Wf  *]]  cat  off  any  member,  And  condcnm 
TirtQe  or  folly  for  a  diadem, 
Buitth  religion,  and  make  blood  as  cheap, 
As  when  two  armies,  tomM  into  one  heap 
Of  carcasKs,  lye  grov'ling  :  what  care  we 
For  tbe  slight  taintore  of  disloyalty  7 
None  will  commend  the  race  till  it  be  run. 
And  these  arc  deeds,  not  praisM  till  they  are  done. 

Robert  Comer$alL 

Proride  what  money,  and  what  arms  yon  can ; 
Who  has  the  gold,  shall  never  want  the  man. 

BarojCt  Merxa. 

My  plots  fall  short,  like  darta,  which  rash  hands 

throw. 
With  an  iH  aim,  and  haye  too  iar  to  go; 
Nor  can  I  long  discoveries  prevent, 
I  deal  too  much  among  the  innocent. 

Sir  Robert  Howard's  Vestal  Virgin. 

Oh ;  think  what  audooi  moments  pa«  between 
The  birth  of  plots,  and  Aeir  last  fatal  periods; 
Oh!  *tis  a  dreadftd  interral  of  time, 
niTd  np  with  lionror,  and  big  with  death* 

Addison*s  Cats. 

Conspiracies  no  sooner  should  be  fbrm'd 
"Hian  executed. 

Addison*s  Cato, 


like  thunder-clouds,  should  in  a  moment  form 
And  strike,  like  lightning,  ere  the  sound  is  heard. 

DovoeU  SeUuma. 


CONSIDERATION. 

Gnsideration  like  an  angel  came. 

And  whippM  the  offending  Adam  out  of  him 

Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradise. 

To  envek^  and  contain  celestial  spirits. 

Shaka.  Henry  V, 

Hang  consideration ! 
^en  this  is  spont,  is  not  our  ship  the  same, 
Our  courage  too  the  same,  to  fetch  in  more  7 
The  earth,  where  it  is  fertilest,  returns  not 
More  than  three  harvests,  while  the  glorious  sun 
Posts  through  tho  zodiac,  and  makes  up  the  year. 
But  the  sea,  which  is  our  mother  (that  embraces 
Both  the  rich  Indies  in  her  outstretchM  arms,) 
Yields  every  day  a  crop  if  we  dare  reap  it 
Ko,  no,  my  mates,  let  tradesmen  think  of  thrift. 
And  vmms  hoard  up ;  let  our  expense 
Bd  as  our  oandngs  in  are,  without  boonds. 

Massttigett 
F 


CONSTANCY. 

I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star ; 
Of  whose  true,  fiz'd  and  resting  quality 
There  is  no  felloW  in  the  firmament 

Shake.  Julius  Casar, 
Sooner  Pll  think  the  sun  would  cease  to  cheer 
The  teeming  earth,  and  then  forget  to  bear ; 
Sooner  that  rivers  would  run  back,  or  Thames 
With  ribs  of  ice -in  June  Would  bind  his  streams ; 
Or  natut^  by  whose  stiength  the  world  endures. 
Would  change  her  course  befiire  you  alter  yours. 

Jonson 
It  is  a  noble  constancy  yoo  shew 
To  this  afflicted  house :  that  not  like  others. 
The  friends  of  season,  you  do  follow  fortune. 
And  in  the  winter  of  their  fate,  forsake 
The  place,  whose  glories  warmM  you. 

Jonson's  Sejamis. 

First  shall  the  heavVs  bright  lamp  forget  to  shine, 
Tlie  stars  shall  fh>m  the  azurM  sky  decline : 
First  shall  the  orient  with  the  west  shake  hand. 
The  centre  of  the  world  shall  cease  to  stand : 
First  wolves  shall  league  with  lambs,  the  ddphins 

fly. 

The  lawyer  and  physician  fees  deny : 
The  Thames  with  Tagus  shall  exchange  her  bed, 
My  mistress*  locks  with  mine  shall  first  turn  red : 
First  heaven  shall  lie  below,  and  hell  above, 
Ere  I  inconstant  to  mj  Delia  proVe. 

HowelL 
Wlicn  all  things  have  their  trial,  you  shall  find 
Nothing  is  oonstant  but  a  virtuous  mind. 

Skirley^s  Witty  Fair  OfM 

Make  my  breast 
Transparent  as  pure  crystal,  that  the  world 
Jealous  of  me,  may  see  the  foulest  thought 
My  heart  does  hold.    Where  shall  a  woman  lum 
Her  eyes  to  find  out  constancy. 

Buckingham, 

No  never  fiom  this  hour  to  part, 
We  *11  live  and  love  so  true, 
The  sigh  that  rends  thy  constant  heart, 
Shall  break  thy  Edwin's  too. 

OcUsmUh's  HermU. 

Yes,  list  the  eagle  change  his  plume. 
The  leaf  its  hue,  the  flower  its  hkom. 
But  ties  around  that  heart  were  spun. 
Which  would  not,  could  not  be  undone. 

Campbet^ 

The  mountain  rifl 
Seeks  with  no  surer  flow  the  far,  bright  sea, 
Than  my  unchang*d  aflbctintts  flow  to  thee. 

PsrJb  Bef^amm 
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The  love  that  is  kept  in  the  bcaaty  of  tnut, 
Cannot  pass  like  the  foam  from  the  seas, 

(>r  a  mark  that  the  fing^cr  hath  traced  in  the  dost, 
^Vhcre  *t  is  swept  bj  the  breath  of  the  breeze. 

Mr$.  Weiby. 

Tliero  is  nothing  bat  death 
Our  affections  can  sever. 

And  till  Iife*s  latest  breath 

Love  shall  bind  us  for  ever. 

PtrcitaL 

1  have  "Won 

Thy  heart,  my  gentle  g^ri  \  but  it  hath  been 

When  that  soft  eye  was  on  me ;  and  the  k>ve 

I  told  beneath  the  evening  influence, 

Hhall  be  as  eotuUmt  as  its  geatlfl  ftar. 

WiOiM. 

Though  youth  be  past,  and  beauty  fled. 
The  constant  heart  its  pledge  redeems. 
Like  box,  that  guards  the  flowerless  bod 
And  brighter  from  the  contrast  soems. 


CONTEMPLATION.—  See  Reflec- 
tion.) 


CONTEMPT. 

As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men, 

After  a  weU-graced  actor  leaves  the  stage. 

Arc  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next, 

Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious : 

Even  BO,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men*8  eyes 

Did  scowl  on  Richard. 

Shaki.  Richard  JL 

Hold,  Qifibrd ;  do  not  honour  him  so  much. 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart; 
What  valiiur  were  it  when  a  cur  doth  grin. 
For  one  to  thrust  his  hand  between  his  teeth, 
When  Lo  might  spurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 

ShaH.  Henry  VI.    Part  III 
T  is  true,  I  am  hard  buffeted. 

Though  few  can  be  my  foca^ 
Harsh  words  fafl  heavy  on  my  head. 

And  unresisted  blows. 

R,  M.  JirOnes. 

/,  to  herd  with  narrow  foreheads, 

Vacant  of  our  glorious  gains. 
Like  a  beast  with  lower  pleasures. 

Like  a  beast  with  bwer  pains  I 

Ttnnyton, 

Shall  it  not  he  scorn  to  me 
To  harp  on  such  a  moulder'd  string  7 
I  am  shamed  through  all  my  nature 
T*t  have  k>v*d  so  slight  a  thing. 

TtfimjfWMi. 


CONTENT. 

There  is  a  jewel  which  no  Indian  mine  can  boy 
No  chemic  art  can  oountoHcit; 
It  makes  men  rich  in  greatest  poverty. 
Makes  water  wine,  turns  wooden  cups  to  gold, 
The  homely  whistle  to  sweet  music^s  strain; 
Seldom  it  comes,  to  few  from  heaven  sent. 
That  much  in  little  -—  all  in  naught  -^  content 

Wiiby 
Contentment  gives  a  crown. 
Where  fi>rtune  hath  deny*d  it 

ThomoM  For^o  Looe't  Labyriulk 

Oh  calm,  hush'd,  rich  content, 
Is  there  a  being,  blessedness,  without  thee  7 
How  soft  thou  down*st  the  couch  where  thou  dost 

rest. 
Nectar  to  life,  thou  sweet  ambrosian  feast 

MoMtonCofirot  part  tf  Antonio  and  MeKda, 

Yet  oft  we  see  that  some  in  homUe  state 
Are  cheerful,  pleasant,  happy,  and  content: 
When  those  indeed  that  are  of  higher  state. 
With  vain  additions  do  their  thoughts  torment 

Lady  Carew'o  Moriam. 

How  man*8  desire 
Pursues  contentment !    *T  is  the  soul  of  action, 
And  the  propounded  reason  of  our  life. 

Nabb*$  Tottenham  Cmt 

The  mind*s  content 

Sweetens  all  suff  Vings  of  th*  afflicted  sense. 

Those  that  are  bred  in  labour  think  it  sport, 

Above  the  sofl  delight  which  wanton  appetite 

Begets  for  others,  whom  indulgent  fortune 

Prefers  in  her  degrees,  though  equal  nature 

Made  all  alike. 

NoWb  Tottenham  CtmrL 

Each  good  mind  doubles  his  own  free  cantcnt, 
When  in  anothcr*B  use  they  give  it  vent 

Sir  GiUt  Gootecap, 

I  swear,  His  better  to  be  lowly  bom. 

And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content,  | 

Than  to  be  perk*d  up  in  a  gUstering  grief| 

And  wear  a  golden  sorrow.  i 

Shako,  Henry  VI JL 

Poor  and  content,  is  rich  and  rich  enough ; 
But  riches,  fincless,  is  as  poor  as  winter, 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor. 

Shako.  OtheOt 

My  crown  is  in  my  h«art,  not  on  my  head ; 
Not  deckM  with  diamonds,  and  Indian  stones, 
Nor  to  be  seen :  my  crown  is  call*d  content; 
A  crown  it  is  that  seldom  kings  enjoy. 

Shako.  Henry  VI.  P^  I^^  , 
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Best  state,  conteotless, 

Hath  a  distracted  and  most  wretched  beiD|r, 

Wono  than  the  worst  content. 

Shakt.  Timon, 

Most  miserable 
Is  the  desire  that's  gflorious:  blessed  be  those 
How  mean  soe'er,  that  have  their  hcmest  wills, 
^Vhich  seasons  comfort. 

Shaks.  Cymh. 

He  that  commends  me  to  mine  own  content, 
GcxDmends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get 

Shak9.  Cymb. 

Much  will  always  wanting  be 
To  him  who  much  desires.    Thrice  happy  he 
To  whom  the  wiBe  indnlgeney  of  heaven. 
With  sparing  hand,  bat  just  enough  has  given. 

Cmdey, 

CeHars  and  granaries  in  vain  we  fill 
With  ail  the  bounteoos  summer's  store. 
If  the  mind  thirst  and  hunger  still  r 
The  poor  rich  man  *s  em{AaticaUy  poor. 
Slaves  to  the  things  wo  too  much  pri2e, 
We  masters  grow  of  all  that  we  despise. 

Cowlmf, 

The  eynic  huga  his  poverty. 
The  pelican  her  wilderness; 
And  'tis  the  Indian's  pride  to  be 
Naked  on  frozen  Caucasus: 
CoDtentment  cannot  smart ;  stoics,  we  see, 
Make  torments  easy  to  their  apathy. 

Anon. 

0  may  I  with  myself  agree, 
And  never  covet  what  I  see; 
Coatent  me  with  an  humble  shade. 
My  passions  tam'd,  my  wishes  laid; 
For  while  our  wishes  wildly  roll. 
We  banish  qniet  from  the  soul; 
Tis  thenr  the  busy  beat  the  air, 
And  misers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

Dyer'B  Orongar  HiU, 
0  grant  me,  heav'n,  a  middle  state, 
Neither  too  humble  nor  too  great ; 
More  than  enough  fbr  nature's  ends. 
With  something  left  to  treat  my  friends. 

MaOa. 

Tafit  Ibr  greatness,  I  her  snares  defy, 
And  look  on  riches  with  untainted  eye 
To  others  let  the  glitt'ring  baubles  fall, 
Content  shall  place  us  ihr  above  them  all. 

ClmrcMa. 
^Vhat  tho'  we  quit  all  glittering  pomp  and  greatness, 
Tht  botfy  noisy  flattery  of  courts, 
Wo  shall  enjoy  ccntcnt;  in  that  alone 
Is  greatness,  power,  wealth,  honour,  all  summ'd  up. 

Pou)eW9  King  tf  NajieM. 


Contentment,  rosy,  dimpled  maid. 

Thou  brightest  daughter  of  the  sky. 

Why  dost  thou  to  the  hut  repair, 

And  from  the  gilded  palace  fly  7 

I've  trac'd  tliee  on  the  pessant's  cheek ; 

I  've  mark'd  thee  in  the  milkmaid's  smt.e ; 

I've  heard  thee  loudly  laugh  and  speak. 

Amid  the  sons  of  want  and  toil ; 

Yet  in  the  circles  of  the  great,. 

Where  fortune's  gifts  are  all  combin'd, 

I  've  sought  thee  early,  sought  thee  late. 

And  ne'er  thy  lovely  form  could  And. 

Since  then  from  wealth:  and  pomp  yon  flee, 

I  ask  but  competence  and  thee ! 

Lady  Mannerg 

Life's  but  a  short  chase;  our  game — content. 

Which  most  pursued,  is  most  compell'd  to  fly : 

And  he  that  mounts  him  on  tho  swiftest  hope, 

SliaU  soonest  run  his  courser  to  a  stand ; 

While  the  poor  peasant  from  some  distant  hill, 

Undanger'd  and  at  ease,  views  all  the  sport, 

And  sees  content  take  shelter  in  his  cottage.    . 

Cibber'B  llichard  III 

Her  poverty  was  glad ;  her  heart  content, 
Nor  knew  she  what  the  spleen  or  vapours  meant 

Dryden, 
Contentment  parent  of  delight. 
So  much  a  stranger  to  our  sight, 
^7f  goddess  in  what  happy  place. 
Mortals  behold  thy  blooming  flice; 
Thy  gracious  auspices  impart. 
And  fbr  thy  temple  choose  my  heart. 
They  whom  thou  deignest  to  inspire, 
Thy  science  learn,  to  bound  desire; 
By  happy  alchymy  of  mind. 
They  turn  to  pleasure  all  they  find. 

OrutCs  SpUem. 

The  bliss  of  man  (could  pride  that  blessing  find) 

Is  not  to  act  or  think  beyond  mankind 

No  pow'rs  of  body  or  of  soul  to  ahare. 

But  what  his  nature  and  his  state  can  bear. 

Why  has  not  man  a  microscopic  eye  ? 

For  tliis  plain  reason — man  is  not  a  fly. 

Say  fbr  what  use  were  finer  optics  given 

T*  inspect  a  mite,  not  comprehend  the  heav'n  / 

Or  touch,  if  tremblingly  alive  all  o'er. 

To  Mnart  and  agonize  at  e\*ry  pore  7 

Or  quick  effluvia  darting  through  the  brain, 

Die  of  a  rose  in  aromatic  pain  7 

If  nature  thund'red  in  his  op'nibg  ears. 

And  stunn'd  him  with  the  music  of  the  sphert^. 

How  would  he  wish  that  heaven  had  left  him  stiU 

The  whisp'ring  sephyr,  and  the  purling  rill  7 

Who  finds  not  providence  all  good  and  wise, 

Alike  in  what  it  gives  and  what  denies. 

J'cpe't  £tsay  en  Mm. 
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CONVERSATION  -  COQUETTE. 


Honour  imd  shame  from  no  condition  rise ; 
Act  well  your  part,  there  all  the  honour  lies. 
Fortune  in  men  has  some  small  diffi^rence  made. 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade ; 
llie  cobler  apron*d,  and  the  parson  govmM, 
The  friar  hooded,  and  tlxe  monarch  crown'd. 
••  What  differ  more,"  you  cry,  ••  than  crown  and 

cowV 
I  n  tell  you,  friend ! — a  wise  man  and  a  fool. 
Vou*!!  find,  if  once  the  monarch  acts  the  monk. 
Or,  oobbler-like,  the  parson  will  be  drunk. 
Worth  makes  the  man  and  want  of  it  the  fellow ; 
Die  rest  is  all  but  leather  or  pruneHa. 

Fvp^t  Email  on  Man. 
Cease  then,  nor  order  imperfection  name : 
Our  proper  bliss  depends  ihi  what  we  blame. 
Know  thy  own  point ;  this  kind,  this  due  degree 
Of  blindness,  weakness,  heav'n  bestows  on  thee. 
6ubmit — in  this  or  any  other  sphere. 
Secure  to  be  as  blessM  as  thou  canst  bear. 

Pope^»  Enay  en  JWsii. 

As  in  those  domes,  where  Oesars  once  bore  sway, 
0efac*d  by  time,  and  tottVing  in  decay, 
There  in  the  ruin,  heedless  of  the  dead. 
The  shelter-seeking  peasant  builds  his  shed ; 
And  wondering  man  could  want  a  larger  pile. 
Exults,  and  owns  bis  cottage  with  a  smile. 

GddtmWCs  TrattOer, 

fie,  fairly  looking  into  lifers  account, 
Saw  frowns  and  favours  were  of  like  amount ; 
And  viewing  all — bis  perils,  prospects,  purse, 
He  said,  **  content;-— *t is  well  it  is  no  worse." 

Crahbe, 
Happy  the  life,  that  in  a  peaceful  stream. 
Obscure,  unnoticed  through  the  vale  has  flowM ; 
'llie  heart  that  ne*er  was  charmM   by  fortune's 
gleam 

Is  ever  sweet  cuntentmenf  s  blest  abode. 

PereivdL 
Lo  now,  from  idle  wishes  clear, 

I  make  the  good  I  may  not  find ; 
Adown  the  stream  I  gently  steer, 

And  shift  my  sail  with  every  wind. 
And  half  by  nature,  half  by  reason^ 

Can  still  with  pliant  heart  prepare. 
The  mind,  attuned  to  every  season, 

The  merry  heart  that  laughs  at  care. 

H,  M.  MUman. 
Think*st  thou  the  man  whose  mansions  hold 
'Ilie  worldling's  pomp  and  miser's  gold. 

Obtains  a  richer  prise 
rhan  h«  who,  in  his  cot  at  rest, 
rinds  heavenly  peace  a  willing  guest, 
And  l>ears  the  promise  in  his  breast 

*'•«*  tresflure  iti  the  skies  7 

Mr$,  Sigoume^, 


Content  dwells  with  him,  for  his  mind  is  fed. 
And  temperance  has  driven  out  unrest. 


TTtUis 
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COQUETTE. 

While  to  his  arms  the  blushing  bride  he  took. 
To  seeming  sadness  she  compos'd  her  look ; 
As  if  by  force  subjected  to  his  will, 
lliough  pleas'd,  dissembling,  and  a  woman  still. 

DrffdeiCt  Cynum  and  Ipkigenia 
She  lik'd  his  soothing  lutes,  his  presents  more. 
And  granted  kisses,  but  would  grant  no  more. 

'  Cray's  TVieio. 
Then  in  a  kiss  she  brcath'd  her  various  arts, 
Of  trifling  prettily  with  wounded  hearts; 
A  mind  for  love,  but  still  a  changing  mind. 
The  lisp  aflccted,  and  the  glanco  design'd ; 
The  sweet  confusing  blush,  the  secret  wink. 
The  gentle  swimming  walk,  the  courteous  sink ; 
The  stare  fi>r  strangeness  fit,  for  soom  the  fi-own 
For  decent  yielding,  looks  declining  down ; 
The  practis'd  languish,  where  well-feign'd  desire 
Would  own  its  melting  in  a  mutual  fire ; 
(yay  smiles  to  comfort ;  April  showers  to  move ; 
And  all  the  nature,  ail  the  art  of  love. 

Panics  Hetwd. 
From  loveless  youth  to  unrcspected  age 
No  passion  gratified,  except  her  rage. 
So  much  the  fury  still  outran  the  wit, 
The  pleasure  misi  her,  and  the  scandal  hit 

Fops's  Moral  JBssoys. 
There  affectation,  with  a  sickly  mien, 
Shows  in  her  cheeks  tbe  roses  of  eighteen , 
Practis'd  to  lisp,  and  hang  the  head  aside, 
Faints  into  airs,  and  languishes  with  pride : 
On  the  rich  quilt  sinks  with  becoming  woe. 
Wrapt  in  a  gown,  for  sickness  and  fi>r  show. 

Pope's  Rape  of  the  Lock. 
Her  lively  looks  a  sprightly  mind  disclose. 
Quick  OS  her  eyes,  and  as  unfix'd  as  those ; 
Favours  to  none,  to  all  she  smiles  extends, 
Oft  she  rejects,  but  never  pnee  o&nds. 
Bright  as  the  sun  her  eyes  the  gaiers  strike. 
And,  like  the  sun,  they  shine  oit  all  alike. 

Pape'o  Rape  qf  ika  Lack. 
See  how  the  world  its  veterans  rewards ! 
A  youth  of  finolics,  an  old  age  of  cards ; 
Fair  to  no  purpose,  artfiil  to  no  end ; 
Young  without  lovers,  old  without  a  friend ; 
A  fbp  their  passion,  but  their  prize  a  sot ; 
Alive,  ridiculous ;  and  dead,  forgot ! 

Po/w's  Jtfsral  Etoayo, 
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OdioQB!  in  woollen!  U would  a  nimt  provoke, 
(Were  the  Ust  words  that  poor  Narcissa.  spoke) 
**  No,  let  a  charming  chintz,  and  Brussels  lace, 
"Wrap  my  cold  limbs,  and  shade  mj;  lifeless  face : 
"One  would  not,  sore,  be  fiightful  when  one^s 

dead— 
**  And —Betty — giye  this  cheek  a  little  rod." 

Pope's  Moral  Essayi, 

With  every  pleasin^^,  every  prudent  part. 
Say,  **  what  can  Cbloe  want  ?^* —  she  wants  a  heart 
She  speaks,  behaves,  and  acts  Just  as  she  ought; 
Bat  never,  never  reachM  one  generous  thought. 
Virtac  she  finds  too  painful  an  endeavour. 
Content  to  dwell  in  decencies  ibr  ever. 
So  very  reasonable,  so  unniov'd, 
Ab  never  yet  to  love,  or  to  be  ]ov*d. 

Pope^i  Menl  Bnay* 

Nymph  of  the  mincing  mouth  and  languid  eye, 
And  lisping  tongue  so  soft,  and  head  awry. 
And  fluttVing  heart,  of  leaves  of  aspen  made ; 
^Vho  were  thy  parents,  blushful  virgin?—- say ; 
Perchance  dame  Folly  gave  thee  to  the  day. 
With  GiSer  Ignorance's  aid. 

Dr.  WoleoC*  Peier  Pindar. 

Now  Laura  moves  along  the  joyous  crowd, 
Soiiles  in  her  eyes,  and  simpers  on  her  lips ; 
To  some  she  whispers,  others  speaks  aloud. 
To  some  die  curtsies,  and  to  some  she  dips. 

Bynm'9  Bcppo, 

Sich  is  your  cold  coquette,  who  can't  say  "no ;" 
And  won*t  say  **  yes,"  and  keeps  you  on  and  offing 
On  a  lee  shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow ; 
Then  sees  your  heart  wrcckM  with  an  inward 

scoffing: 
This  works  a  world  of  sentimental  woe, 
And  sends  new  Wertcrs  yearly  to  their  coffin ; 
fiat  yet  is  merely  innocent  flirtation. 
Not  quite  adultery,  but  adulteration. 

Byron. 

Tht  vain  coquette  each  suit  disdains, 
And  glories  in  her  lover's  pains ; 
With  age  she  fades — each  lover  flies, 
Contemn'd,  Ibrloni,  she  pines  and  dies. 

Oay'B  FahleB, 

Who  has  not  heard  coquettes  complain 
Of  days,  months,  jroars,  mis-spent  bx  vain  T 
For  time  misus'd  they  pine  and  waste. 
And  Jove's  sweet  pleasures  never  taste. 

Oay. 

Cui  I  again  that  look  recall, 

llut  once  could  make  me  die  fi>r  thee  ?— 

No,  no ! — the  eye  that  beams  on  all, 

Shall  never  more  be  priz'd  by  me. 

Moor$m 


Would  you  teach  her  to  love? 
For  a  time  seem  to  rove; 

At  first  she  may  frown  in  a  pet; 
But  leave  her  awhile, 
She  shortly  will  smile. 

And  then  you  may  win  your  coquette. 

Byron* 
Now  I  pray  thee  do  not  call 

My  cousin  a  coquette. 
When  I  tell  you  she  had  danglers 

By  the  dozen  in  her  net; 

For  she  was  very  beautiful. 

Bewildering  and  bright. 

Jlfrt.  Otgaod 

But  why,  oh  why,  on  all  thus  squander 

The  treasures  one  alone  can  prize,^- 
Why  let  the  looks  at  random  waniter, 

Which  beam  from  those  deluding  eyes  ? 
Those  syren  tones,  so  lightly  spoken. 

Cause  many  a  heart,  I  know,  to  thrill ; 
But  mine,  and  only  mine,  till  broken, 
.  In  every  pulse  must  answer  stilL  | 

C,  K  Hqffmam. 
...  I  would  sooner  bind 

My  thoughts  to  the  open  sky : 
I  would  worship  as  soon  a  familiar  star. 

That  is  bright  to  every  eye. 
'Twere  to  love  the  wind  that  is  free  to  all-— 

The  wave  of  the  beautiful  sea— 

'Twcre  to  hope  for  all  the  light  in  heaven. 

To  hope  for  the  love  of  thee. 

WUlu. 


CORPULENCE. 

Would  he  were  fatter :  —  But  I  fear  him  not : 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
So  soon  as  that  spare  Cassius. 

Shaka.  Julius  Ctuar, 

Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat. 
Sleek-headed  men,  and  such  as  sleep  o'  nights: 
Yond*  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look ; 
He  tliinks  too  much ;  such  men  are  dangerous. 

Shaka.  JuliuM  Ccuaf 
Now  FalstaiT  sweats  to  death. 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along : 
Were 't  not  for  laughing  I  should  pity  liim. 

Skaka.  Henry  IV,     Part  i 
Still  she  strains  the  aching  clasp 

That  binds  her  virgin  zone ; 
I  know  it  hurts  her,  though  she  looks 

As  cheerful  as  she  can, 
Her  waist  is  larger  than  her  life 

For  life  is  but  a  span* 
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COimiTTION. 

My  business  in  this  state, 

Made  mo  a  looker-on  here  in  Vienna, 

Where  I  have  seen  corruption  boil  and  bubble, 

Till  it  o'errun  the  stew. 

Shaki,  Mea,for  Mea, 

Cormption  is  a  tree,  whose  branches  are 
or  an  unmeasurable  length ;  they  spread 
EvVy  where ;  and  the  dew  that  drops  from  thence 
Hath  infected  some  chairs  and  stools  of  authority. 
Beaumont  and  FUtcher'a  Honett  Mart's  Fortune, 

Justice  herself^  that  sitteth  whimpled  *bout 
The  eyes,  doth  it  not  because  she  will  take 
No  go\6,  but  that  she  would  not  be  seen  blushing 
When  she  takes  it;  the  balances  she  holds 
Are  not  to  weigh  the  rights  of  the  cause,  but 
The  weight  of  the  bribe :  she  will  put  up  her 
Naked  sword,  if  thou  offer  her  a  golden  scabbard. 

Xtfiy>t  Mida$. 

He  who  tempts,  though  in  vain,  at  least  asperses 

The  tempted  with  dishonour  foul,  supposed 

Not  incorruptible  of  faith,  not  proof 

Against  temptation. 

Jlft2ton*t  ParadiH  LotL 

As  some  of  us,  in  trusts,  have  made 

The  one  hand  with  the  other  trade : 

Gain*d  vastly  by  their  joint  endeavour. 

The  right  a  thief^  the  left  receiver ; 

And  what  the  one,  by  tricks,  forestaU*d, 

The  other,  by  as  sly,  retailM. 

BuOer'B  Hudtbrn, 

He  that  complies  against  his  will, 
[s  of  his  own  opinion  still ; 
Which  he  may  adhere  to,  yet  disown. 
For  reasons  to  himself  best  known. 

Butler's  HudSbras, 

Know  what  a  leading  voice  is  worth. 
A  seconding,  a  third,  or  fourth ; 
How  much  a  casting  voice  comes  to. 
That  turns  up  trumps  of  ay,  or  lut: 
And  by  adjusting  all  at  th'  end. 

Share  every  one  his  dividend. 

BuOerU  Hudibras, 

Far  as  the  sun  his  radiant  course  extends. 
Interest,  my  friend,  with  sway  despotic  rules. 
Some  fight  for  interest,  some  for  interest  pray. 
And  were  not  hnnesty  the  road  to  want, 
V  woiud  not  be  that  slighted  thing  it«is. 

Oentleman^s  Osman. 
I  tence,  wretched  nation !  all  thy  woes  arise, 
AvnwM  corruption,  iicensM  perjuries, 
tlternal  taxes,  treaties  for  a  day, 
Nsf  vants  that  rule,  and  senates  that  obey. 

Lard  LyUUUm. 


•T  is  hence  you  lord  it  o'er  your  servile  senates ; 
How  low  the  slaves  will  stoop  to  gorge  their  lusta 
When  aptly  bolted ;  ev'n  the  tongues  of  patriots. 
Those  sons  of  clamour,  ofl  relax  the  nerve 
Within  the  warmth  of  favour. 

*  Brooke's  Gustavus  Vasa 

The  impious  man,  who  sells  his  country's  freedom 

Makes  all  the  guilt  of  tyranny  his  own. 

His  are  her  slaughters,  her  oppressions  his ; 

Just  heav'n !  reserve  your  choicest  plagues  for  him, 

And  blast  the  venal  wretch. 

Martyn^s  Timoleon. 

l£,  ye  powers  divine ! 
Ye  mark  the  movements  of  this  nether  work), 
And  bring  them  to  account,  crush,  crush,  tliose 
vipers,  • 

Who,  singled  out  by  a  community 
To  guard  their  rights,  shall,  for  a  grasp,  of  air, 
Or  paltry  office,  sell  'em  to  the  foe. 

Miller's  MahmeL 

Unless  corruptiQn  fhut  deject  the  pride. 
And  guardian  vigour  of  the  free-born  soul, 
All  etude  attempts  of  violence  are  vain ; 
Too  firm  within,  and  while  at  heart  untouch'd, 
Ne'er  yet  by  force  was  freedom  overcome. 

Tlwmson's  Liberty, 
Bat  though  bare  merit  might  in  Rome  appear 
The  strongest  plea  fi>r  favour,  't  is  not  here ; 
We  form  our  judgment  in  another  way ; 
And  they  wiU  best  succeed,  who  best  can  pay ; 
Those,  who  would  gain  the  votes  of  British  tribes, 
Must  add  to  force  of  merit,  force  of  bribes. 

Churehilts  Rosciad. 

In  Britain's  senate,  ho  a  seat  obtains. 
And  one  more  pensioner  St  Stephen  gains. 
My  lady  falls  to  play ;  so  bad  her  chance, 
He  must  repair  it ;  takes  a  bribe  from  France : 
The  house  impeach  him,  Coningsby  harangm-s, 
The  court  forsake  him,  and  Sir  Balaam  hangfs : 
Wife,  son,  and  daughter,  Satan,  are  thy  own, 
His  wealth,  yet  dearer,  forfoit  to  the  crown : 
The  devil  and  the  king  divide  the  prize. 
And  sad  Sir  Balaam  curses  God  and  dies. 

Pope's  Moral  Efsayi 
Ask  men's  opinion  ;  Scoto,  now  shall  tell. 
How  trade  increases,  and  the  world  goes  well : 
Strike  off  his  pension  by  the  setting  sun, 
And  Britain,  if  not  £urope,  is  undone. 

Pope's  Moral  Essays 

The  veriest  hermit  in  the  nation 

May  yield,  God  knows,  to  strong  temptation. 

Pspe 

Who  having  lost  his  credit,  pawn'd  his  rent, 
Is  therefore  fit  to  have  a  government. 
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This  mournful  truth  is  every  where  confcfl8*d. 
Slow  rises  worth  by  poverty  deprcasM : 
Rat  here  more  slow,  where  all  are  slavee  to  gold, 
Where  looks  are  merchandise,  and  smiles  are  sold : 
When  won  by  bribesi,  by  flatteries  impIorM, 
The  groom  retails  the  favour  of  his  lord. 

Dr.  Johnscn''$  London. 

Here  let  those  reign,  whom  penaons  can  incite, 
To  vote  a  patriot  black,  a  courtior  white. 
Explain  their  country's  dear-bought  rights  away, 
And  plead  for  pirates  in  the  face  of  day ; 
With  slavish  tenets  taint  our  poisonM  youth. 
And  lend  a  lie  the  oonfklence  of  truth. 

Dr.  Johnmm^t  London. 

Ere  masquerades  debauch'd,  excise  oppress*d. 
Or  English  honour  grew  a  stfmding  jesL 

Dr.  Joknaori't  London. 
Our  supple  tribes  repress  their  patriot  throats, 
And  ask  no  questions  but  the  price  of  votes. 

Dr.  Jolm§on*9  Vanity  cf  Human  Wiaheo. 
Talk  not  of  a  grant : 
What  a  king  ought  not,  that  he  cannot  give ; 
And  what  is  more  than  meet  from  princes'  bounty, 

Is  phmdcr,  not  a  grant 

Young'i  BrotherB. 

Thieves  at  home  must  hang ;  but  he  that  puts 
Into  his  ovcrgorged  and  bloated  purse, 
The  wealth  of  Indian  provinces,  escapes. 

Cowper^t  Taik. 

He  burns  with  most  intense  and  flagrant  leol 
To  serve  his  oountry.    Ministerial  grace 
Deals  him  out  money  firom  the  public  chest, 
Or  if  that  mine  be  shut,  some  private  purse 
Supplies  his  need  with  an  usurious  loan, 
'  To  be  refunded  duly,  when  his  vote, 
Well-managed,  shall  have  eam*d  its  worthy  price. 

Cowpar'9  Ta»k, 
Whoso  seeks  an  audit  here 
Propitious,  pays  his  tribute,  game  or  fish. 
Wild  ibwl  or  ven'son,  and  his  errand  speeds. 

Cou^ef^B  Taolu 
Examine  well 
His  mi]k*white  hand,  the  palm  is  hardly  clean—- 
But  here  and  there  an  ugly  smutch  appears. 
Foh!    'Twas  a  bribe  that  lea  it    Hehas  touch*d 

Corruption. 

Coieper't  Task. 

To  bribe  the  mob,  with  brandy,  beer,  and  song. 

To  put  their  greasy  fists  to  court  addresses, 

FoO  of  professions  kind,  and  sweet  caresses, 

And  with  a  fiddle  lead  the  hogs  along. 

Dr.  Wolcotg  Peter  Pindar. 
Er*en  grave  divines  submit  to  glittering  gold ! 
Xbe  best  of  consciences  are  bought  and  sold. 

Dr,  WoUaCo  Pdw  Pindar, 


A  close  staie-^eech,  who,  sticking  to  the  nation, 
Ab  adders  deaf  to  honour's  execration. 
Sucks  from  its  throat  the  blood  by  night,  by  day, 
Nor  till  the  state  expires,  will  drop  away. 

Dr.  WoUoCi  Peter  Pindar 

And  conscienoe,  truth,  and  honesty  are  made 
To  rise  and  iall,  like  other  wares  of  trade. 

Moore, 

'T  is  pleasant,  purchasing  our  fellow-creatures, 
And  all  are  to  be  sold,  if  you  consider 
Their  passions,  and  are  dext'rous ;  some  by  features 
Are  bought  up,  others  by  a  warlike  leader. 
Some  by  a  place,  as  tend  their  years  or  natures ; 
Tlie  most  by  ready  cash — but  all  have  prices, 
From  crowns  to  kicks,  according  to  their  vices. 

Byron. 


COUNTRY. 

I  con  make  any  country  mine :  I  have 

A  private  coat  for  Italian  stilettos, 

I  can  be  treach'rous  with  the  Walloon^  drunk  with 

Tlie  Dutck,  a  chimney-sweeper  with  the  Irish, 

A  gentlemen  with  the  Welch^  and  turn  arrant 

Thief  with  the  English.  What  then  is  my  country 

to  me  7 

Roulei^s  Noble  Spanish  Soldier. 

Stand 
Firm  for  your  country,  and  become  a  man 
Honour'd  and  lov'd :  It  were  a  noble  life, 
To  be  finmd  dead  embracing  her. 

JcknmnCs  Catiline, 

He  who  loves  not  his  country  can  love  nothing. 

Byion, 

And  lives  there  man,  with  soul  so  dead. 

Who  never  to  himself  hath  said  — 

Tliis  is  my  own,  my  native  land ! 

Sir  Walter  ScoU 

They  love  their  land  because  it  is  their  own, 

And  scorn  to  give  aught  other  reason  why. 

UaUeck 

Who  dies  in  vain 

Upon  his  country's  war-fields  and  within 

The  shadow  of  her  altars  7    Feeble  heart ! 

I  tell  thee  that  the  voice  of  patriot  blood, 

Thus  pour'd  for  faith  and  freedom,  hath  a  tune 

Which  from  the  night  of  ages,  from  the  gulf 

Of  death  shall  burst  and  make  its  high  appeal 

Sound  unto  earth  and  heaven  I 

Mrs,  Hsmatu^ 

My  country!  ay,  thy  sons  are  proud. 

True  heirs  of  freedom's  glorious  dower ; 

For  never  here  has  knee  been  bow'd 

In  homage  to  a  mortal  power  \ 

^  Mrs.  HaU. 
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Ni)  fearing,  no  doubting,  thy  soldier  shiiU  know, 
Whi^n  here  standi  his  coontry,  and  yonder  her  ibe ; 
One  look  at  the  bright  sun,  one  prayer  to  the  eky. 
One  glance  where  our  banner  floata  gk»riaiii  on 

high: 
Tlicn  on, 08  the  young  lion  bonnda  on  hie  prey; 
1«ct  the  sword  flash  on  high,  fling  tho  scabbard 

away; 
Roll  on,  like  the  thunderbolt  over  the  plain ! — 
Wc  come  back  in  gkuy,  or  come  not  again. 

Thomas  Gray,  Ju 

Tliou,  O,  my  country,  hast  thy  foolish  ways, 
Too  apt  to  purr  at  every  stranger's  |waise, — 
Hut  if  the  stranger  touch  thy  modes  or  laws, 
OiT  goes  the  velvet,  and  out  come  the  claws ! 

O.  W.  Hclines. 


COUNTRY  LIFE. 

None  can  describe  the  sweets  of  country  life, 
But  those  blest  men  that  do  enjoy  and  taste  them. 
Plain  husbandmen,  tho*  far  below  our  pitch 
Of  fortune  plac*d,  enjoy  a  wealth  above  us : 
To  whom  the  earth  with  true  and  bounteous  justice. 
Free  from  war's  cares  returns  an  easy  ibod. 
They  breathe  the  fresh  and  uneorrupted  air. 
And  by  clear  brooks  enjoy  untroubled  sleeps. 
T!icir  state  is  fearless  and  secure,  enrich'd 
With  several  blessings,  such  as  greatest  kings 
•Might  in  true  justice  envy,  and  themselves 
Would  count  too  happy,  if  they  truly  knew  them. 

Mai/*3  Agrigpina. 

The  fields  did  laugh,  the  flowers  did  freshly  spring, 
The  trees  did  bud  and  early  blossoms  bore, 
And  all  the  quire  of  birds  did  sweetly  sing, 
And  told  that  gardin*s  pleasures  in  their  caroling. 

Spenser'a  Fairy  Queen, 
Oh,  this  Ufe 
I3  nobler  than  attending  for  a  check , 
Richer  than  doing  nothing  fi>r  a  bauble; 
Prouder  than  rustling  in  unpaid-for  silk : 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him,  that  makes  them  fine. 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrossed. 

Shake.  CymheUnc, 

Abused  mortals  I  did  you  know 

Where  joy,  heart's-ease,  and  comfiurts  grow; 

You  'd  scorn  proud  towers, 

And  seek  them  in  these  bowers. 

Where  winds  sometimes  our  woods  perhaps  may 

shake, 
But  blustering  care  could  never  tempest  make, 
Nnr  murmurs  e'er  come  nigh  us, 
Siivjng  of  fountains  that  glide  by  us. 

Sir  W.  Raleigh. 


Blest  silent  groves !  O  may  ye  be 

For  ever  mirth's  best  norsery! 

May  pore  contents 

For  ever  pitch  their  tents 

Upon  these  downs,  these  meads,  these  rocks,  these 

mountains, 

And  peace  still  slumber  by  these  purling  fountains ! 

Which  we  may  every  year 

find  when  we  come  a  fishing  here ! 

Sir  W.  Raleigh. 

ThiB  is  a  beautiful  life  now,  privacy. 

The  sweetness  and  Uie  benefit  of  essence : 

I  see  there  is  no  man  but  may  make  his  paradise. 

And  it  is  nothing  but  his  love  and  dotage 

Upon  the  world's  foul  joys  that  keeps  him  out  on  'L 

Beaumont  and  Fldcher'e  Nice  Valour, 

Under  a  tufk  of  sliodc  that  on  the  green 

Stood  whisp'ring  sofl,  by  a  fresh  fountain  side 

They  sat  them  down ;  and  after  no  more  toil 

Of  their  sweet  gard'ning  labour  than  suffic'd 

To  recommend  cool  zephyr,  and  made  ease 

More  easy,  wholesome  tliirst  and  appetite 

More  grateful,  to  their  supper  fruits  tliey  fell. 

JIftZton's  Paradiee  LotL 
Now  purer  air 
Meets  his  approach,  and  to  the  heart  inspires 
Vernal  delight  and  joy,  able  to  drive 
All  sadness  but  despair :  now  gentie  galea, 
Fanning  their  odoriferous  wings,  dispense 
Native  perflunes,  and  whisper  whence  they  stole 
Those  balmy  spoils. 

MiUon's  Paradiee  LotL 

The  flow'ry  lap 
Of  irriguous  valley  spread  her  store, 
Flow'rs  of  all  hue,  and  without  thorn  the  rose. 

MiiUnCe  Paradiee  Loot 
A  wilderness  of  sweets :  for  nature  here 
Wanton'd  as  in  her  prime,  and  play'd  at  will 
Her  virgin  fancies,  pouring  forth  more  sweets ; 
Wild  above  rule* or  art,  enormous  bliss. 

MiHon'e  Paradiee  LoeL 
'T  is  a  goodly  scene  — 
Yon  river,  like  a  silvery  snake,  lays  out 
His  coil,  i'  th'  sunshine  lovingly  —  it  breathes 
Of  freshness  in  this  lap  of  flowery  meadows. 

Sir  A.  Hunt'e  Julian, 
O  happy  if  ye  knew  your  happy  state. 
Ye  rangers  of  the  fields !  whom  nature's  boon 
Cheers  with  her  smiles,  and  ev'ry  element 
Conspires  to  bless. 

SomerviUe*e  Chase. 

Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene. 
The  dark  unfathom'd  caves  of  ocean  bear ; 
Full  many  a  flower  is  bom  to  blush  unseen. 
And  waste  its  sweetness  on  the  desert  air. 

Gray'e  Ckareh^Yard. 
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0  hapiiy  plains  *  remote  ftom  wmr**  alarmti 

And  ail  the  ravages  of  hostile  anns ! 

And  happy  shepherds,  who,  seonre  frani  fear, 

On  open  downs  preserve  your  fleecy  eare! 

Whose  spacious  bams  groan  with  incareasing  store. 

And  whirling  flails  disjoint  the  cracking  floor  I 

No  barbarous  soldier,  bent  on  cruel  spoil,   * 

Spreads  desolation  o'er,  your  iertile  soil ; 

No  trampling  steed  lays  waste  the  ripen*d  grain ; 

Nor  crackling  flies  devour  the  promisM  gain ; 

No  flaming  heavens  cast  their  blaze  afar. 

The  dreadful  signal  of  invasive  war ; 

No  trumpets  clangour  wounds  the  mother*B  ear, 

And  calls  the  lover  &om  his  swooning  fair. 

Gay'8  Rural  Sports, 


What  happiness  the  rursl  maid  attends, 
In  cheerful  labour  while  each  day  she  spends  I 
She  grateflilly  receives  what  heaven  has  sent, 
And,  rich  in  poverty,  enjoys  content 
(Such  happiness^  and  such  unblemishM  fiime. 
Ne'er  glad  the  bosom  of  the  courtly  dame :) 
She  never  feels  the  spleen's  imagin*d  pains. 
Nor  melancholy  stagnates  in  her  veins ; 
She  never  loses  life  in  thoughtless  ease, 
Nor  oo  the  velvet  couch  invites  disease ; 
Her  home-spun  dress  in  simple  neatness  lies. 
And  for  no  glaring  equipage  she  sighs : 
Her  reputation,  which  is  all  her  boast, 
In  a  malicious  visit  ne'er  wa#  lost. 
No  midnight  masquerade  her  beauty  wears, 
And  health,  not  paint,  the  ftding  bloom  repairs. 

Gay'B  Rural  Sporit, 

Ye  happy  fields,  unknown  to  noise  and  strife, 
The  kind  rewardeis  of  industrious  life ; 
Ye  shady  woods,  where  once  I  us'd  to  rove. 
Alike  indulgent  to  the  muse  and  k>ve ; 
Ye  murmuring  streams  that  in  meanders  roll. 
The  sweet  composers  of  the  pensive  soul. 
Farewell  I    The  city  calls  me  from  your  bowers ; 
Farewell,  amusing  thought,  and  peaceful  hours. 

Gay*»  Rural  SportM, 

Perhaps  thy  lov'd  Lucinda  shares  thy  walk. 
With  soul  to  thine  attun'd.    Then  nature  all 
Wears  to  the  lover's  eye  a  look  of  love ; 
And  all  the  tumult  of  a  guilty  world, 
Toss'd  by  ungenerous  passions,  sinks  away. 

TTu/mmm^s  Seasom. 

Together  thus  they  shunn'd  the  cruel  scorn 
W^hich  virtue,  sunk  to  poverty,  would  jneet 
From  giddy  passion  and  low-minded  pride : 
Almost  on  nature's  common  bounty  fed ; 
like  the  gay  birds  that  sung  them  to  repose. 
Content  and  careless  of  to-morrow's  &re. 

ThommnCt  Seammi, 


Thrice  happy  he  I  who  on  the  sunless  side 
Of  a  romantic  mountain,  forest  cnlwn'd, 
Beneath  the  whole  coUooted  shade  reclines : 
Or  in  the  gelid  caverns,  wood-bine  wrought,' 
And  fresh  bedew'd  with  ever-spouting  streams. 
Sits  ooolly  calm ;  while  all  the  world  without, 
Unsatisfied  and  siok,  tosses  at  noon. 
Emblem  instructive  of  the  virtuous  man. 
Who  keeps  his  temper'd  mind  serene  and  pure. 
And  every  passion  aptly  harmonis'd, 
Amid  a  jarring  world  with  vice  inflam'd. 

Thommm^M  Seasons. 

The  lovely  young  Lavinia  once  had  friends ; 
And  fortune  smil'd,  deceitful,  on  her  birth ; 
For  in  her  helpless  years 'deprived  of  all. 
Of  every  stay,  save  innocence  and  heaven, 
She  with  her  widow'd  mother,  feeble,  old, 
And  poor,  liv'd  in  a  cottage,  far  retir'd 
Among  the  windings  of  a  woody  vale ; 
By  solitude  and  deep  surrounding  shades, 
But  more  by  bashful  modesty  conceal'd. 

TAoiTison's  Seatai^t 

Here  too  dwells  simple  truth ;  plain  innocenoe ; 
Unsullied  beauty ;  sound  unbroken  youth, 
Patient  of  labour,  with  a  little  pleas'd ; 
Health  ever  blooming ;  unambitious  toil; 
Calm  contemplation;  and  poetic  case. 

TAsmson's  Seanm, 

He  when  young  spring  protrudes  the  bursting  gems, 
Marks  the  first  bud,  and  sucks  the  healthful  gabs 
Into  his  freshen'd  soul ;  her  genial  hours 
He  full  enjoys ;  and  not  a  beauty  blows, 
And  not  an  opening  blossom  breathes  in  vain. 

Thomson's  Seaatnm 

• 

Be  full,  ye  courts,  be  great  who  will ; 
Search  for  peace  with  all  your  skill ; 
Open  wide  the  k>fty  door, 
Seek  her  on  the  marble  floor ; 
In  vain  you  search,  she  is  not  there ; 
In  vain  you  search  the  domes  of  care : 
Grass  and  flowers  Quiet  treads. 
On  the  meads  and  mountain-heads. 
Along  with  Pleasure  close  ally'd. 
Ever  by  each  other's  side : 
And  often  by  the  murm'ring  rill, 
Hear  the  thrush,  while  all  is  still 
Within  the  groves  of  Grongar  HilL 

Thus  is  nature's  vesture  wrought. 

To  instruct  our  wandering  thought; 

Thus  she  dresses  green  and  gay. 

To  disptnaa  our  cares  away. 

Dyer's  Grange  Hui 

8* 
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Fvrr  charming,  erer  new. 

When  will  the  landscape  tire  the  vi^w! 

1^  fimntaina  fall,  the  rivers  flow, 

T)\e  woody  TallcT*,  warm  and  low. 

The  windy  anmrnit,  wild  and  high. 

Roughly  rushing  on  the  sky ! 

I'hc  pleasant  seat,  the  ruin*d  tower. 

The  naked  rock,  the  shady  bower, 

Tlie  town  and  village,  dome  and  form. 

Each  gave  each  a  double  charm. 

As  pearls  upon  an  Ethiopia  arm. 

Dyer's  Grtmgar  HUL 

Secure  and  free  they  pass  their  harmless  hours. 
Gay  as  tlie  birds  that  revel  in  the  grove. 
And  sing  the  morning  up. 

Tate^B  Loytd  OetienL 

Bom  to  no  pride,  inheriting  no  strife. 
Nor  marrying  discord  in  a  noble  wi ib. 
Stranger  to  civil  and  religious  rage. 
The  good  man  walk*d  innoxious  through  his  age ; 
No  courts  he  saw,  no  suits  would  ever  try, 
Nor  dar*d  an  oath,  nor  hazarded  a  lie. 
Unlearned,  he  knew  no  schoolmen's  subtle  art. 
No  language  but  the  language  of  the  heart, 
By  nature  honest,  by  experience  wise. 
Healthy  by  temperance  and  exercise  | 
His  life,  though  long,  to  sickness  past  unknown, 
Ifls  death  was  instant  and  without  a  groan« 
O  grant  me  thus  to  live,  and  thus  to  die ! 
Who  sprang  from  kings  shall  know  less  joy  than  I. 

Pope. 
Givo  mo,  indulgent  gods !  wiUi  mind  serene, 
A.nd  guiltless  heart,  to  range  the  sylvan  scone. 
No  »plendid  poverty,  no  smiling  care, 
No  well-bred  hate,  or  servile  grandeur  there. 

.  Young's  Love  tf  Fame. 

Nature  I'll  court  in  her  scquester'd  haunts, 
By  mountain,  meadow,  streamlet,  grove,  or  cell ; 
Where  the  pois'd  lark  his  evening  ditty  chants. 
And  health,  and  peace,  and  contemplation  dwell. 

SmdUfe  Ode  to  Independence. 

Sweet  was  the  sound,  when  oft  at  evening's  close, 
Up  yonder  bill  the  village  murmur  rose ; 
There,  as  I  pass'd  with  careless  steps  and  slow, 
Tlie  mingling  notes  came  soflen'd  from  below ; 
The  swain  responsive  as  the  milk.maid  sung, 
The  sober  herd  that  low'd  to  meet  their  young ; 
The  noisy  geese  tliat  gabbled  o'er  the  pool, 
The  playful  children  just  let  loose  from  school ; 
'11  le  watchdog's  voice  that  bay'd  the  whisp'ring 

wind. 
And  the  loud  laugh  that  spoke  the  vacant  mind ; 
These  all  in  sweet  confusion  sought  the  shade, 
^nd  fill'd  each  pause  the  nightingale  had  made, 

QMmuih'e  Deserted  Viilage. 


A  time  there  was,  ere  ESngIand*s  griefs  began. 
When  ev'ry  rood  of  ground  maintain'd  its  man. 
For  him  light  labour  spread  her  wholesome  8ton\ 
Just  gave  what  life  requir'd,  and  gave  no  more. 
His  best  companions,  innocence  and  healtli. 
And  his  best  wishes,  ignorance  of  wealth. 

GoUUmUk'B  Deumd  ViUage. 

Around  in  sympathetic  mirdi 
Its  tricks  the  kitten  tries; 
The  cricket  chirrups  in  the  hearth. 
The  crackling  fagot  flics. 

God  made  the  country  and  man  made  the  town ; 
What  wonder  Uicn,  that  health  and  virtue,  gifts 
Hiat  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught 
That  life  holds  out  to  all,  should  most  abound 
And  least  be  throaten'd  in  the  fields  and  groves? 

COM^S  Tsffci 

Scenes  must  be  beautiful  which  daily  view'd 
Please  daily,  and  whoso  novelty  survives 
Long  knowledge  and  the  scrutiny  of  years. 

Cowper'B  Tatt 

The  spleen  is  seldom  felt  where  Flora  reigns; 
The  low'ring  eye,  the  petulance,  the  frown. 
And  sullen  sadness  that  o'ershade,  distort, 
And  mar  the  face  of  beauty,  when  no  cause 
For  such  immeasurable  woe  appears, 
Tliese  Flora  banishes,  and  gives  the  fair 
Sweet  smiles  and  blooms  less  transient  than  her 
own.  Cowpei*8  Tatk. 

Nor  rural  sights  alone,  bfxt  rural  sounds 
Exhilarate  the  spirits,  and  restore 
The  tone  of  languid  nature.    Mighty  winds, 
That  sweep  the  skirt  of  some  fair-sproading  wood 
Of  ancient  growth,  make  music  not  unlike 
The  dash  of  ocean  on  his  winding  shore. 
And  lull  the  spirit  while  they  fill  the  mind. 

Coufper*9  Totk 

Thcj  love  the  country,  and  none  else,  who  seek 
For  their  own  sake  its  silence  and  its  shade : 
Delights  which  who  would  leave,  that  has  a  heart 
Susceptible  of  pity,  or  a  mind 
Cultured  and  capable  of  sober  thought  7 

CoMpsr's  Tatk. 

Meditation  here 
May  think  down  hours  to  moments.    Here  the 

heart 
May  give  an  useful  lesson  to  the  head. 
And  learning  wiser  grow  without'his  books. 

Cowper'9  Tatk 

This  pure  air 
Braces  the  listless  nerves,  and  warms  the  Uood: 
I  feel  in  freedom  here. 

^ooium  BaSOit^w  De  Mon^. 
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0  how  canst  thoa  renounce  the  botrndlese  store 
Of  charms  which  nattire  to  her  Totaiy  yields ! 
The  warbling  woodland,  the  resounding  shore, 
TTje  pomp  of  groves,  and  -gamitare  of  fields ; 
All  that  the  genial  ray  of  morning  gilds, 
And  all  that  echoes  to  the  song  of  even. 
All  that  the  mountain's  sheltering  bosom  shields. 
And  all  the  dread  Biagnificence  of  heaven, 
0  bow  canst  thoa  renounce  and  hope  to  be  fiiKgi  ven  I 

Beattit'9  MhiHrtL 
Then  health,  so  wild  and  gay,  with  bosom  bare, 
And  rosy  eheok,  keen  eye,  and  flowing  hair, 
Trips  with  a  smile  the  breezy  scene  along, 
And  poors  the  spirit  of  content  in  song. 

Dr.  WolcaCs  Peter  Pindar. 

But  peace  was  on  the  cottage,  and  the  fold. 
From  court  intrigue,  from  bickering  faction  far ; 
Beneath  the  chestnut  tree  love's  tale  was  told ; 
And  to  the  tinkling  of  the  light  guitar, 
Sweet  stoopM   the  western  sun,  sweet  rose  the 
evening  star. 

8eaU*M  Visum  qfJD&n  Roderick 

There  shall  be  love,  when  genial  mom  appears, 
like  pensive  beauty,  smiling  in  her  tears. 
To  watch  the  brightening  roses  of  the  sky. 
And  muse  on  nature  with  a  poet's  eye ! 

CmBpfreZTs  F^aofttres  of  Hope, 

The  moon  is'  up— the  watch-tower  dimly  bums — 
And  down  the  vale  hia  sober  step  returns ; 
fitat  paoacis  ofl»  as  winding  rocks  convey 
The  still  sweet  frll  of  music  ikr  away ; 
And  oft  he  lingers  fVom  his  home  awhile 
To  watch  the  dying  notes ;  and  start,  and  smile. 

Cati^pibdJ^a  Pleawree  of  Hope. 

It  was  in  this  kne  valley  she  would  charm 

The  ling'ringr  noon,  where  flow'rs  a  couch  had 

strewn; 
Her  cheek  reclining,  and  her  snowy  arm 
On  hillock  by  the  palm-tree  half  o*ergrown : 
And  aye  that  volume  on  her  lap  is  thrown. 
Which  eveiy  heart  of  human  mould  endears ; 
With  Shakspcare*s  self  she  speaks  and  smiles  alone, 
And  no  intruding  visitation  fears. 
To  shame  th'  unconscious  laugh,  or  stop  her  sweet- 
est tears. 

Campbdte  Oertrude  of  Wyoming. 

From  the  white-thorn  the  May-flower  shed 
Its  dewy  fragrance  round  our  head : 
Not  Ariel  lived  more  merrily 
Under  the  blossom'd  bough  than  we. 

ScoiVo  Mamdon, 

To  pass  their  lives  in  fiiuntains  and  on  flofwert, 
And  never  knofw  the  weight  of  human  hours. 

Bynn, 


The  nightingale,  their  only  vesper-bell, 
Sung  sweetly  to  the  rose  the  day's  farewell.         ^ 

Byron^o  Idarut 
— ^View  them  near 
At  home,  where  aB  their  worth  and  power  is 
•  placed ; 
And  there  their  hospitable  fires  bum  clear, 

And  there  the  lowest  farm-house  hearth  is  graced 
With  manly  hearts  in  piety  sinocre, 

Faithfld  in  love,  in  honour  stem  and  chaste, 
In  firiendship  warm  and  trae,  in  danger  brave, 
Beloved  in  life  and  sainted  in  the  grave. 

HaUeek*a  Poenu 
And  the  winds  and  the  waters 

In  pastoral  measures. 
Go  winding  around  us,  with  roll  upon  roll, 
nil  the  soul  lies  within 
In  a  circle  of  pleasures. 

Which  hideth  the  souL 

Mist  Barrett 

Thanks  to  my  humble  nature,  while  I've  limbs. 
Tastes,  venscs,  I  'm  determined  to  be  rich ; 
So  long  as  that  fine  alchymist,  the  sun. 
Can  transmute  into  gold  whate'er  I  like 
On  earth,  in  air,  or  water !  while  a  banquet 
Is  ever  spread  before  me,  in  a  hall 
Of  heaven's  own  building,  perfumed  with  the  breath 
Of  nature's  self^  and  ringing  to  the  sounds 
Of  her  own  choristers. 

J.  N.  Barker, 

Poor  drudge  of  the  city  I 

How  happy  he  feels, 
With  burrs  on  his  legs 

And  the  grass  at  his  heels; 
No  dodger  behind. 

His  bandannas  to  share. 
No  constable  grumbling  — 

**You  cannot  go  there!'* 

O.  W.  HokMM. 
Your  love  in  a  cottage  is  hungry. 

Your  vine  is  a  nest  for  flies  — 
Your  milkmaid  shocks  the  graces 

And  simplicity  talks  of  pies ! 
You  lie  down  to  your  shady  slumber 

And  wake  with  a  bug  in  your  ear, 

And  your  damsel  that  walks  in  the  rooming 

Is  shod  like  a  mountaineer. 

WiOiM 

Rich,  though  poor ! 

My  ]ow-roof*d  cottage  is  this  hour  a  heaven, 

Musie  is  in  it-— and  the  song  she  sings, 

That.sweet-voiced  wife  of  mine,  arrests  the  eai. 

Of  my  yoong  child  awake  upon  her  knee 

And  with  his  calm  eye  on  his  master's  feoe 

My  noble  hound  lies  oonohant 
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I*m  weary  of  my  lonely  hut 

And  of  its  bU*  ad  tree. 
The  very  lake  is  like  my  lot. 

So  silent  conatantly— 
Pvc  livM  amid  the  forett  gloom 

Until  I  almost  &ni—- 
When  will  the  thrilling  voices  ooroe 

My  spirit  thirsts  to  hear? 

O,  when  I  am  safe  in  my  sylvan  home, 
I  mock  at  the  pride  of  Greece  and  Rome ; 
And  when  I  am  stretchM  beneath  the  pines 
When  the  evening  star  so  holy  shines, 
I  laugh  at  the  lore  and  pride  of  man. 
At  tlie  Sophist's  schools,  and  the  learned  clan ; 
For  what  arc  they  all  in  their  high  conceit, 
WHicn  man  in  the  bush  with  God  may  meet  7 

R.  W.  Em^non. 

Within  tho  son-lit  forest. 

Our  roof  the  bright  blue  sky, 

^Vhcre  fountains  flow,  and  wild  flowers  blow, 

We  llA  our  hearts  on  high. 

Ebenexer  EUioU, 

I  sigh  for  the  time 

When  the  reapers  at  mom 
Come  down  from  the  hill 

At  the  sound  of  the  horn ; 
Or  when  dragging  the  rake, 

I  followed  them  out 
While  they  tossM  tho  light  sheaves 

With  their  laughter  about; 
Through  the  field,  with  boy-daring, 

Barefooted  I  ran; 
But  tho  stubbles  fi)reshadow*d 

Tlic  path  of  the  man. 
Now  the  uplands  of  life 

Lie  all  barren  of  sheaves  — 
While  my  footsteps  are  loud 

In  the  wiUiering  leaves. 

T*.  Buchanan  Read, 


Metbinks  I  see  him  stamp  thus,  and  eall  thusr-* 
Come  on,  you  eowards,  yoo  wore  got  in  fear. 

Though  you  were  borne  in  Rome. 

ShaJa. 
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It  is  held. 

That  valour  is  tho  chiefest  virtue,  and 

Most  dignifies  the  haver :  If  it  he, 

Tlie  man  I  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world 

Re  singly  counterpois*d. 

Shaks,  Gorisbrffttf. 

He  stopp'd  the  fliers; 

Ard,  by  his  rare  example,  m&ds  the  eowaid 

Turn  terror  mto  wport ;  as  wuves  befbro 

A  vpssel  under  saii  so  men  obeyM 

Ajiq  fell  before  his  stem. 

Shaki,  ContlanuM, 


Come  all  to  ruin ; 
Let  thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fe*^ 
Thy  dangerous  stoutness ;  (<a  I  mock  at  death. 
With  as  big  heart  as  tliou.    I>o  as  thou  list, 
Hiy  valiantness  was  mine,  thou  suck'dst  it  from 

me; 
But  own  thy  pride  thyselE 

Shak9,  CondamtB 

False  hound! 

If  you  have  writ  your  annals  true,  His  there, 

That  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove-cote,  I 

FIotierM  your  voices  in  Corioli : 

Alone  I  did  it 

8kak$.  CoritiUmua. 

The  mind  I  sway  by,  and  the  heart  I  bear. 
Shall  never  sagg  with  doubt,  nor  shake  with  fear. 

Shak$,  Macbeth. 

Pr'ythee,  peace : 

I  dare  do  all  that  may  become  a  man ; 

Who  dares  do  more,  is  none. 

Shak$.  Macbeth. 

But  screw  your  courage  to  the  sticking  place. 

And  we*llnot  fiuL 

Shak$.  Macbeth. 

I  rather  tell  thee  wfa«t  is  to  be  &ar*d. 
Than  what  I  lear;  for  always  I  am  Cesar. 

Shako,  Juliut  Ctnat 

Hiink  not,  thxm  noble  Roman, 

That  ever  Binitus  vrill  go  bound  to  Rome ; 

He  bears  too  great  a  mind. 

iSfto&f^  JtH^tuf  Camf 

I  dare  assure  thee  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  IJie  noble  Brutus : 
The  Gods  defend  him  from  so  great  a  shame ! 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead, 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  —  like  himself. 

Shako.  JtiUao  Caesar. 

A  thousand  hearts  are  great  within  my  bosom : 
Advance  our  standards,  set  upon  our  foes ; 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  SL  George, 
Inspiie  us  with  the  spleen  of  fiery  dragons  I 
Upon  them !    Victory  sits  upon  our  helms. 

Shako.  Richard  III. 

If  we  be  conquor'd,  let  men  eonqucr  us. 
And  not  these  bastard  Bretagnes ;  whom  our  fathers 
Have  in  their  own  land  beaten,bobb*d,  and  thumped, 
Andf  on  iecord«  left  theio  the  heirs  of  shame. 

Shako.  Richard  III 
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^gfH  gentlemen  of  Ekigland ;  iight,  bold  yeomen : 

Dnw,  uchera,  draw  your  arrowv  to  the  head. 

8pnr  your  proud  hones  hard,  and  ride  m  blood : 

Anuiae  the  veliin  with  your  broken  ttavof. 

Shak9.  Rickttrd  III. 

KiMg  Rkkard, —  A  horse !  a  horse !  my  kingdom 

ibr  a  horse ! 

Calaky* — Withdraw,  my  lord :  I  *1I  help  you  to  a 

horse. 

JttR^  Richard, — Slave,  I  have  set  my  li&  upon  a 

cast. 

And  I  will  stand  the  haxard  of  the  die. 

Shak$.  Riebard  III. 

The  tmallest  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on ; 

And  doves  will  peck,  in  safeguard  of  their  brood. 

Shak9.  Richard  III. 

What  thoogh  the  mast  be  now  blown  oYerboard, 

"Die  cable  bfoke,  the  holding  anchor  lost. 

And  half  oor  sailors  swallowM  in  the  flood ; 

Yet  lives  our  pilot  still.    Is  H  meet  that  he 

Should  leave,  the  helm,  and,  like  a  fearful  lad. 

With  tearful  cjes  add  water  to  the  riea. 

And  give  more  strength  to  that  which  hath  too 

much, 

>Vhiles,  in  his  moan,  the  ship  slips  on  the  rock. 

Which  industry  and  courage  might  have  sav*d  7 

Ah,  what  a  sliame !  ah,  what  a  fiiult  were  this ! 

tShaks.  Henry  IV.    Part  III. 

In  despite  of  all  mischance, 

or  thee  thyself^  and  all  thy  complices, 

Edward  will  always  bear  himself  a  king : 

Thoogh  fbrtnne*s  malice  overthrow  my  state. 

My  mind  exceeds  the  compass  of  her  wheeL 

8hak$.  Hmry  IV.    Part  III 

They  callM  os  fer  oor  fierceness,  English  dogs ; 

Now,  like  to  whelps,  we  crying  ran  away. 

Hark,  countrymen !  either  renew  the  fight, 

Or  tear  the  licms  out  of  England's  ooat  $ 

Renounce  your  soil,  give  sheep  in  lion*8  stead. 

8hak9.  Henry  IV.    Part  I. 

By  how  mncli  uneoqpected,  by  so  much 

We  most  awake,  endeavour  fi>r  defence ; 

For  ooorago  mounteth  with  occasion. 

Shak$.  King  John. 

He  *s  truly  valiant  that  can  suffer 

The  worst  that  man  can  breathe ;  and  make  his 

wrongs 
His  ontsidcs ;  to  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  care- 

kaaly; 

And  ne*er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart. 

To  bring  it  into  danger. 

Shak9,  Timon, 

His  valour,  shown  upon  our  ereets  to-day. 

Hath  tanghf  ns  bow  to  cherish  sueh  high  doedti 

Efen  in  U10  bosom  of  oor  adversariefl. 

Skai9»  Henry  IV.    Pwri  L 


Yen  most  not  think. 

That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull, 

That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  danger 

And  think  it  pastime. 

Shake.  HamleL 

Let  us  die  instant :  once  more  back  again ; 

The  maif  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now, 

Let  him  go  home,  and  with  his  cap  in  hand, 

Like  a  base  pander  hold  the  chamber  door. 

Whilst,  by  a  slave,  no  gentler  than  my  dog. 

His  fikirest  daughter  is  contaminate. 

Shake.  Henry  V 

A  valiant  man 
Ought  not  to  undergo,  or  tempt  a  danger, 
But  worthily,  and  by  selected  ways. 
He  undertakes  by  reason,  not  by  chance. 
His  valour  is  the  salt  t*  his  virtues. 
They  *re  all  unseasoned  witliout  it. 

Ben  Joneon^e  New  Inn, 

Brave  spirits  are  a  balsam  to  themselves. 
There  is  a  nobleness  of  mind,  that  heals 

Wounds  beyond  salves. 

CartwrighVe  Lady  Errant 

What,  though  the  field  be  lost, 

All  is  not  lost ;  th*  ungovernable  will. 

And  study  of  revenge,  immortal  hate. 

And  courage  never  to  submit  or  yield. 

And  what  is  else  not  to  be  ovoreome ; 

That  glory  never  siiaU  his  wrath  or  might 

Extort  from  me. 

MilUm'e  Paradise  Loet 

Darkened  so,  yet  shone 

Above  them  all  tlie  arch-angel :  but  his  fkoo 

Deep  scars  of  thunder  had  intrenchM,  and  care 

Sat  on  his  fkdcd  cheek,  but  under  brows 

Of  dauntless  courage,  and  considerate  pride. 

Waiting  revenge. 

Milton's  Paradise  Lost 

To  bow  and  sue  for  grace 
With  suppliant  knee,  and  deify  his  powV, 
Who  from  the  terror  of  this  arm  so  late 
Doubted  his  empire ;  that  were  low  indeed, 
That  were  an  ignominy  and  shame  beneath 
This  downfall 

Milton's  Paradise  Loa 

But  he  his  wonted  pride 
6000  rccdlccting,  with  high  words,  that  bore 
Semblance  of  worth  not  substance,  gently  raisM 
Their  fainting  courage,  and  dispcllM  tlicir  fears. 

MUton^s  Paradise  Lost 

No  thought  of  flight, 

None  of  retreat,  no  unbecoming  deed 

That  arguM  fear :  each  on  himBolf  rcly*d. 

As  only  in  his  arm  the  moment  lay 

Of  victory. 

MUimCs  Paraditt  Lim 
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I  should  ill  become  thii  throne,  O  peers, 
And  this  imperial  sov'reigntj,  adom*d 
With  splendour,  ann*d  with  powV,  if  mughi  pro- 
posed 
And  judg*d  of  public  moment,  in  the  shape 
or  difficulty  or  danger,  could  deter       ^ 

Me  from  attempting. 

MiUon*9  Pmradhe  LmL 

Th*  undaunted  fiend  what  this  might  be  admired. 
Admired,  not  &ar*d ;  God  and  his  son  ezcepCi 
Oreatod  thing  nought  valued  he  or  shunn*d. 

MiiUmc't  ParadiBe  LatL 

Incens'd  with  Indignation,  Satan  stood 
Untcrrified,  and  like  a  comet  bum*d. 
That  fires  the  length  of  Ophiuchus  huge 
In  th'  arctic  sky,  and  from  his  horrid  hair 
Shakes  pestilence  and  war. 

JtftZton*t  ParadiMe  L<ut. 

Let  fortune  empty  her  whole  quiver  on  me, 
I  have  a  sful,  that,  like  an  ample  shield. 
Can  take  in  all,  and  verge  enough  for  more : 
Fate  was  not  mine,  nor  am  I  fate's : 
Souls  know  no  conquerors. 

Ihyden^B  Don  Sebit$han. 

*Ti8  not  now  who's  stout  and  bold  7 

But  who  beats  hunger  best  and  cold  7 

And  he 's  approv'd  the  most  deserving, 

Who  longest  can  hold  out  at  starving ; 

And  he  that  routs  most  pigs  and  cows, 

The  formidablest  man  of  prowess. 

So  th'  emperor  Caligula, 

That  triumph'd  o'er  the  British 

Took  crabs  and  oysters  prisoners. 

And  lobsters  'stead  of  cuirassiers ; 

^ngag'd  his  legions  in  fierce  bustles. 

With  periwinkles,  prawns,  and  mussels. 

And  led  his  troops  with  furious  g^allops. 

To  charge  whole  regiments  of  scallops; 

Not  like  their  ancient  way  of  war, 

7'o  vmit  on  his  triumphal  car ; 

Biit  when  he  went  to  dine  or  supi 

More  bravely  ate  his  captives  up, 

And  IcA  all  war  by  his  example, 

Rcduc'd  to  vict'ling  of  a  camp  welL 

ByOer. 

The  brave  man  seeks  not  popular  applause. 
Nor,  overpowci  M  with  arms,  deserts  his  cause ; 
Unshtim'd,  though  fbil'd,  he  docs  the  best  he  can. 
Force  is  of  brutes,  but  honour  is  of  man. 

Dryden''$  Palemon  and  ArcUe. 

Wnaie'ei  betides,  by  icstiny  'tis  done. 

And  boi\f'.T  bear  like  men,  than  vainly  seek  to  Khun. 

J)ryden*9  PaUmon  mnd  Arau, 


Be  not  dismay'd'— fbaf  nurses  up  a  danger; 
And  resolution  kills  it  in  the  birth. 

PhiO^t  Duke  cf  GUmeater 

True  valour,  fHends,  on  virtue  founded  strong, 
Meets  all  events  alike. 

The  human  race  are  sons  of  sorrow  bom ; 
And  each  must  have  his  portion.    Vulgar  minds 
Refuse  or  cranch  beneath  their  load :  the  brave 
Bear  theirs  without  repining. 

'  Mattel  end  Thomeon'e  Alfred. 

TVue  valour 

Lies  in  the  mind,  the  never-yielding  purpose. 

Nor  owns  the  blind  award  of  giddy  fortune. 

Thom$on*8  CmoUtnuM, 

But  while  hope  lives. 

Let  not  the  generous  die.    T  is  late  before 

"nie  brave  despair. 

Tkommm^B  Sopkomgba, 

Is  there  a  man,  into  the  lion's  den 

Who  dares  intrude  to  snatch  his  young  away  ? 

TkonvunCe  Britannia, 

To  a  mind  resolved  and  wise. 
There  is  an  impotence  in  misery. 
Which  makes  me  smile,  when  all  its  shafts  are 
in  me.  Yming'e  Retcnge, 

IVne  fortitude  is  seen  in  great  exploits 

That  justice  warrants,  and  that  wisdom  guides ; 

All  else  is  tow'ring,  phrensy  and  distraction. 

AddimmU  Cola 

My  heart  is  firm  r 
There 's  nought  within  the  compass  of  humanity 
But  I  would  dare  and  do. 

Sir  A.  Hmnfs  JuUam. 

The  wise  and  active  conquer  difficulties. 
By  daring  to  attempt  them :  sloth  and  folly 
Shiver  and  shrink  at  sight  of  toil  and  hazard. 
And  make  the  impossibility  they  fear. 

JRoioe's  Ambitiaue  SUp-Molher, 

True  courage  scorns 
To  vent  her  prowess  in  a  storm  of  words ; 
And  to  the  valiant  action  speak  alone. 

SmoUett'9  Regicide, 

Not  to  the  ensanguin'd  field  of  death  alone 

Is  valour  limited :  she  sits  serene 

In  the  deliberate  council,  sagely  scans 

The  source  of  action ;  weighs,  prevents,  provides, 

And  scorns  to  count  her  glories,  firom  the  feats 

Of  brutal  force  alone. 

SmcUetft  Regicide, 

Tlie  intent  and  not  the  deed 

Is  in  our  power;  and  therefore  who  dares  greatly. 

Does  ^greatly. 

Brownie  Barbaroem, 
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Tha  it  true  coongej  not  the  bnitftl  force 
Of  vulgar  heroet,  but  the  firm  reeohe 
Of  Tutoe  and  of  reason.    He  who  thinks 
Without  their  aid  to  shine  in  deeds  of  anns, 
Boilds  on  a  sandy  basis  his  renown , 
A  dream,  a  fapour,  or  an  ague-fit 
Ifaj  make  a  ooward  of  him. 

WhUeheadU  Roman  Father. 

Tlie  brave  man  is  not  he  who  feels  no  fear, 

For  that  were  stupid  and  irrational ; 

Bat  he  whose  noble  soul  its  fear  subdues, 

And  bravely  dares  the  danger  nature  shrinks  firom. 

As  for  your  youth,  whom  blood  and  blows  delight. 

Away  with  them  \  there  is  not  in  their  crew 

One  valiant  spirit. 

Joanna  BaUli^t  BatiL 

Hocks  have  been  shaken  fix>m  their  solid  base ; 

But  what  shall  move  a  firm  and  dauntless  mind  7 

Joanna  BaiUie^o  Batil, 

I  would,  God  knows,  in  a  poor  woodman*s  hut 

Have  spent  my  peaceful  days,  and  sharM  my  crust 

With  her  who  would  have  cheer*d  me,  rather  fiir 

"nun  on  this  throne ;  but  being  what  I  am, 

rn  be  it  nobly. 

Joanna  BaQU^t  Contlanthie  PaledoguM, 

Hor  look  oompos'd,  and  steady  eye. 

Bespoke  a  matchless  constancy. 

SeoWo  Mamwnu 

My  soul  hath  felt  a  secret  weight, 
A  warning'  of  approaching  &te : 
A  priest  had  said,  retom,  repent ! 
As  well  to  bid  that  rock  be  rent 
Firm  as  that  flint  I  face  mine  end ; 
My  heart  may  burst,  but  cannot  bend. 

ScoU*B  RokAy. 
False  wizard,  avaont !  I  have  marshallM  my  clan ; 
Their  swords  are  a  thousand,  their  bosoms  are 

one! 
They  are  true  to  the  last  of  their  Mood  and  their 

breath. 

And,  like  reapers,  descend  to  the  harvest  of  death. 

CampbeWs  IjOchieL 

Ttie  minstrel  fell ! — but  the  fbeman^s  chain 

Could  not  bring  his  proud  soul  under ; 

The  harp  he  lov*d  ne*er  spoke  again. 

For  he  tore  its  chords  asunder ; 

And  said  **•  No  chains  shall  sully  thee, 

**  Thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery ! 

"Thy  songs  were  made  for  the  pure  and  free, 

^'Htej  shall  never  sound  in  slavery !" 

Ifsore. 

Acareteas  thing,  who  plac*d  his  choice  in  chance, 
Nurst  by  the  legends  of  his  land^s  romance ; 
■Eager  to  hope,  bat  not  less  firm  to  bear, 
Arqoatnted  with  all  feolings,  save  despair. 

Hyron's  latand. 


A  real  spirit, 
Should  neither  court  neglect,  nor  dread  to  bear  it 

Bipron 

**  You  fool !  I  tell  you  no  one  means  you  harm  '* 
''So  much  the  better,"  Juan  said,  "  for  them,** 

*  Bvron 

Nor  necd'st  thou  doubt  this  speech  from  me, 
Who  would  but  do — what  he  hath  done. 

Byron'o  Oicumr 

A  spirit  yet  unquellM  and  high 
That  claims  and  seeks  ascendancy. 

Byron'9  Giaour 

Whatever  my  ftte, 
I  am  no  changeling — 'tis  too  late ; 
The  reed  in  storms  may  bow  and  qmver, 
Then  rise  again ;  the  tree  must  shiver. 

Byron^o  Siege  of  Corinih. 

Have  I  not  had  my  brain  sear*d,  my  heaxt  riven, 
Hopes   snapped,  name  blighted,  life's  life  lied 

away? 
And  only  not  to  desperation  driven. 
Because  not  altogether  of  such  clay. 
As  rota  into  the  souls  of  those  whom  I  survey. 

Byron*o  ChUde  Harold 

The  torture !  you  have  put  me  there  already. 
Daily  since  I  was  doge ;  but  if  you  will 
Add  the  oorporeol  rack,  you  may :  these  limbs 
Will  yield  with  age  to  crushing  iron ;  but 
There  *s  that  within  my  heart  shall  strain  yotu 
engines.  BynnCs  Dogt  of  Venice, 

Fate  made  me  what  I  am — may  make  me  no. 

thing — 
But  either  that  or  nothing  must  I  be ; 
I  wiU  not  live  degraded. 

ByrmU  SaraauapalM 

I  had  a  sword — and  have  a  breast 
That  should  have  won  as  haught  a  crest 
As  ever  wav'd  along  the  line 
Of  all  these  sovereign  sires  of  thine. 

Byron^e  ParievM 

But  still  he  fiic*d  the  shock. 
Obdurate  as  a  portion  of  the  rock 
Whcreou  he  stood,  and  fiz*d  his  levellM  gun. 

Dark  as  a  sullen  cloud  before  the  sun. 

Bytot 

There  is  strength 

Deep  bedded  in  our  hearts,  of  which  we  recn 

But  little  till  the  shafls  of  heaven  have  pierc*d 

Its  fragile  dwelling.    Must  not  earth  be  rent 

Before  her  gems  are  found  7 

ilirs.  Mien» 
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ThinVst  thou  thera  dweUs  no  oomi^e  but  in 

breasts 
Tha^sct  their  mail  against  tho  ringing  spears. 
When  helmets  are  struck  down?    Thou  little 

knowest 

or  nature^s  marvels. 

Mrt.  Ilemam. 

Ah,  never  shall  the  land  ibrget 

How  gushM  the  life-blood  of  the  brave, 

GoshM  warm  with  hope  and  courage  yet, 

Upon  the  soil  thej  fought  to  save  I 

Brtfoni. 

Like  a  mountain  lone  and  bleak, 
With  its  sky-encompassM  peak. 

Thunder  riven. 
Lifting  its  forehead  bare. 
Through  the  cold  and  Uighting  air, 

Up  to  heaven. 
If  the  soul  that  foels  its  woe, 
And  is  nerv*d  to  bear  the  blow. 

Jlfrs.  HaWs  Poem$. 


CJOURT. 

Whoso  in  pompe  of  prowd  estate  (quoth  she) 
TX)es  swim,  and  bathe  himself  in  courtly  bliss, 
Does  waste  his  dayes  in  dark  obscuritie. 
And  in  oblivion  ever  buried  is. 

Sp9n§ef*9  Ftnry  Queen, 

O  happy  they  that  never  saw  die  court. 
Nor  ever  knew  great  men  but  by  report 

Wdteter's  White  Devil. 

And  what  arc  courts  but  camps  of  misery.! 

lliat  do  besiege  mcn^s  states,  and  still  are  press'd 

'P  assail,  prevent,  com  plot  and  fortify; 

In  hope  t*  attain,  in  fear  to  be  supprcssM : 

Where  all  with  shows,  and  with  apparency. 

Men  seem  as  if  for  stratagems  addressed : 

Where  fortune,  as  the  wolf,  doth  still  prefer 

The  foulest  of  the  train  that  foUows  her. 

Ditmd, 

Our  courtiers  say,  all  *s  savage,  but  at  court 
Experience,  O  thou  disprov'st  report 

Shakg.  Cymb. 

Revolve  what  tales  I  have  told  you 

( ff  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war : 

ThtB  service  is  not  service,  so  ncing  done 

But  being  so  allowM. 

Shaka.  Cymb. 

Virtue  must  be  thrown  off,  His  a  coarse  garment, 
T'w  heavy  fo**  the  sunshine  of  a  court 

DrydeiCe  SpanUh  Friar* 

K4ntTiM  can  give  nothing  to  the  wise  and  good, 
fint  Myim  of  pomp,  and  love  of  solitude* 

Young's  Jdme  ef  Fame, 


And  squeem  my  hand, and  begmeeonie  to-roenow. 
Refusal !  canst  thou  wear  a  smoother  form ! 

The  court  *8  a  golden,  but  a  fatal  circle. 
Upon  whose  magic  skins  a  thousand  devils 
In  crjTStal  forms  sit,  tempting  innocence. 
And  beckon  early  virtue  from  its  centre. 

Left  Nera 

Fly  from  the  court 's  permcions  neighbourhood ; 
Where  innocence  is  sham'd,  and  blushing  modesty 
Is  made  the  scomer^s  jest ;  where  hate,  deceit. 
And  deadly  ruin  wear  the  mask  of  beauty. 
And  draw  deluded  fods  with  shows  of  pleasure. 

Rot90*s  Jffite  Shore. 

See  there  he  comes,  th'  exalted  idol  comes ! 
The  circle  *s  form*d,  and  all  his  Owning  slaves 
Devoutly  bow  to  earth ;  from  every  mouth 
The  nauseous  flattery  flows,  which  he  returns 
With  promises  which  die  as  soon  as  bom. 
Vile  intercourse,  where  virtue  has  no  place ! 
Frown  but  the  monarch,  all  his  glories  fode ; 
He  mingles  with  the  throng,  outcast,  undone. 
The  pageant  of  a  day ;  without  one  friend 
To  soothe  his  tortnr'd  mind ;  all,  all  are  fled. 
For  though  they  JMskM  in  his  meridian  ray. 
The  insects  vanish  as  his  beams  decline. 

SamerwUe'g  ChoMt, 

Those  scolpturM  halls  my  feet  shaU  never  tread, 
Where  varnish'd  vice,  and  vanity,  combin*d 
To  dazzle  and  seduce,  their  banners  hpread ; 
And  forge  vile  shackles  for  the  free-borh  mind. 

SmoQaCe  Ode  to  Indt^endenee. 

0  vain  to  seek  delight  in  earthly  thing ! 

But  most  in  courts  where  proud  ambition  towers ; 
Deluded  wight !  who  weens  fair  peace  can  spring 
Beneath  the  pompous  dome  of  kesar  or  of  king. 
^  Shenttone'B  School  MiMress. 

Painted  for  sight  and  csscncM  for  the  smell. 

Like  frigates  fraught  with  spice  and  cochineal. 

Sail  in  the  ladies :  how  each  pirate  eyes 

So  weak  a  vessel  and  so  rich  a  prize ! 

Top-gallant  he,  and  she  in  all  her  trim, 

He  boarding  her,  she  striking  soil  to  him. 

Dear  countess !  you  have  charms  all  hearts  to  suit ! 

And,  sweet  sir  Topling !  you  have  so  much  wit ! 

Such  wits  and  beauties  are  not  prais*d  for  nought, 

For  both  the  beauty  and  the  wit  are  bought 

Pope. 

1  was  not  bom  for  courts,  or  great  aflairs ; 

I  pay  my  debts,  believe,  and  say  my  prayers. 

Ptfe. 

There  we  grow  early  gi«y,  but  nevur  wise ; 
There  form  connections,  and  aeqnire  no  friends. 

Craper^M  Tatk. 
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*Tis  a  ftiiHiil  BpecUde  to  tee 
So  many  maniacs  dancing;'  in  their  chains. 
Thej  gaze  upon  the  links  that  hold  them  fast 
With  eyes  of  ang^uish,  execrate  their  lot, 
Hicn  shake  them  in  despair,  and  dance  again. 

Cowper'$  Task, 

Thete  the  sycophant,  and  he 
That  with  bare-headed  and  obseqwons  bows 
Begs  a  warm  office,  doom'd  to  a  odd  jail 
And  groat  per  diem,  if  his  pation  frown. 

Caieper's  Tatk, 

Ihihappy  lot  of  al!  that  shine  at  courts ; 
For  fi)ro*d  oompUance,  or  for  xealous  virtae, 
Slil]  odious  to  the  monarch,  or  the  people. 

Dr.  Joknun''$  Irene. 

Hast  thou  then  IxVd  in  courts  7    Hast  thou  grown 

grey 
Beneath  the  mask  a  subtle  statesman  wears 

To  hide  his  secret  soul,  and  dost  not  know 

That  of  all  fickle  fortune's  transient  gifts, 

Fvfoar  is  most  deeeitfhl  ? 

Htmnak  More^e  Danid,    Part  L 

And  dwarfs  and  blacks,  and  such  like  things  that 

gain 

Hieir  bread  as  ministers  and  fayourites  —  (that  'a 

To  saj  by  deg^radation) — mingled  there 

As  plentiful  as  in  a  court  or  fhir. 

Bynm, 

The  thrall  and  state  at  the  palace  gate 
Arc  what  my  spirit  has  leam*d  to  hate ; 
Oh .  the  hills  shall  be  a  homo  for  me. 
For  I  *d  leave  a  throne  for  the  homo  of  the  free ! 

Elixa  Cook. 
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IS  seemes  (sayd  he)  if  he  so  yollant  be. 
That  he  should  bo  so  steme  to  stranger  wight : 
For  seldom  jet  did  Uving  creature  see 
That  ooortesie  and  manhood  ever  disagree. 

5penser*s  Fairy  Queen. 

A  stranger's  kindness  oft  exceeds  a  friend's. 

iftieSefoR. 

What  Uixvt  cloak  than  eourtesy  for  fraud  7 

Bail  qfSierUne* 

Study,  with  care,  politeness,  that  must  teach 
The  modish  forms  of  gesture  and  of  speech : 
lo  vain  formality  with  matron  mien. 
And  pertness  apes  with  her  familiar  grin : 
lliey  ai^ainst  nature  for  applauses  strain, 
IMstort  themselves,  and  give  aD  others  pain : 
She  moves  with  easy  though  with  measnr'd  pftce, 
Aa4  tbtmm  no  part  of  study  but  the  grace, 

SHUhigJleoL 

Q 


Above  all  things  raillei^  decline. 
Nature  but  few  does  for  tliat  task  design : 
*Tis  in  the  ablest  hands  a  dangerous  tool. 
But  never  fiiils  to  wound  the  meddling  fool ; 
For  all  must  grant  it  needs  no  common  art 
To  keep  men  patient  when  we  make  them,  sm:  jL 
No  wit  alone,  nor  humour's  self,  will  do, 
Without  good-nature,  and  much  prudence  tor , 
To  judge  aright  of  persons,  place  and  time ; 
For  taste  decrees  what  *s  low,  and  what  *b  sab'  imc ; 
And  what  might  charm  to-day,  or  o*er  a  glees. 
Perhaps  at  court,  or  next  day,  would  not  pass. 

SiiUhigJlcet 

Would  you  both  please  and  be  instructed  too, 
Watch  well  the  rage  of  eliining,  to  subdue ; 
Hear  every  man  upon  Ills  favourite  theme. 
And  ever  be  more  knowing  than  you  seem. 
The  lowest  genius  will  afford  some  light. 
Or  give  a  hint  that  had  escaped  your  sigt. 

StiUingJleeL 

This  Florentine  *s  a  very  sointi  so  meek 
And  full  of  courtesy,  that  he  would  lend 
The  devil  his  cloak,  and  stand  i*  th'  rain  himself 

Sir  W  J^avenant, 

All  soldiers  valour,  all  divines  have  giftce. 
As  maids  of  honour  beauty^— by  their  place. 

YoMig's  Leve  of  Fame 

Discourse  may  want  an  animated  No, 
To  brush  the  surfhce,  and  to  make  it  flow; 
But  still  remember,  if  you  mean  to  please. 
To  press  your  point  with  modesty  and  ease. 

Cowper'e  Converoatunu 

So  gently  blending  courtesy  and  art 
Tliat  wisdom*s  fips  seemM  borrowing  friendship's 
heart  O.  W.  Holmet 

A  smile  for  one  of  mean  degree, 

A  courteous  bow  for  one  of  high. 

So  modulated  both  that  each 

Saw  friendship  in  his  eye. 

Hemy  B.  HireL 


COURTIER. 

These  can  lie, 
flatter,  and  swear,  deprave,  inform, 
Smile  and  betray;  make  guilty  men;  then  beg 
The  forfeit  lives  to  get  the  livings ;  cut 
Men's  throats  with  whisp'rings;  sell  to  gaping 

suitors 
llie  empty  smoke  that  flies  about  the  palace. 

JoMon^e  Sejamu 

True  oourtiers  should  bo  modesty  and  not  nice; 
Bold,  but  not  impodsnt ;  pleasore  Mv«,  not  vice^ 
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Full  little  knowof  t  thou  that  hait  not  tried. 
What  hell  it  is  in  suing  long  to  bide ; 
To  lose  good  days  that  might  be  better  spent, 
To  waste  long  nights  in  pen^ve  discontent, 
To  speed  to-day,  to  be  put  back  to-morrow ; 
To  feed  on  hope,  to  pine  with  fear  to-morrow; 
To  haTc  thy  princess*  grace, yet  want  her  peers'; 
To  have  thy  asking  yet  wait  many  years ; 
To  flret  thy  soul  with  crosses  and  with  cares ; 
To  eat  thy  heart  through  comfortless  despaires ; 
To  &wn,  to  crouch,  to  Wait,  to  ride,  to  ronne. 
To  spend,  to  give,  to  want,  to  be  undonne, 
Unhappy  wight,  bom  to  disastrous  end, ' 
That  doth  his  life  in  so  long  tendence  spend. 

8pmt$er's  Mother  Hubbard's  TaU. 

*Tis  common  in  such  base  fellows,  such  court 
Spiders,  that  weave  their  webs  of  flattery 
In  the  ears  of  greatness ;  if  they  can  once 
Entangle  them  in  their  quaint  treachery, 
They  poison  them  straight. 

John  Day's  Ide  of  GnXU, 

I  have  been  told,  that  virtue  in  courtiers*  hearts 

Suf&rs  an  ostracism,  and  departs. 

Dr,  Donne, 

It  is  the  onrse  of  kings  to  be  attended 

By  slaves,  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant 

To  break  within  the  bloody  house  of  life : 

And  on  the  winking  of  authority, 

To  understand  a  law ;  to  know  the  meaning 

Of  dangerous  majesty,  when,  perchance  it  frowns 

More  upon  humour,  than  advised  respect 

Shake.  King  John, 

Not  a  courtier. 

Although  tney  wear  their  faces  to  the  beqt 

Of  the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 

Glad  at  the  thing  they  scowl  at. 

Shake.  Cymb, 

Poor  wretches  tliat  depend 

On  greatness'  favour,  dream  as  I  have  done ; 

Wake  and  find  nothing. 

Shake.  Cymb. 

The  caterpillars  of  the  commonwealth. 

Which  I  have  sworn  to  weed  and  pluck  away. 

Shake.  Richard  IL 

I  hardly  yet  have  learnM 

T*  insinuate,  flatter,  bow  and  bend  my  knee. 

Shake.  Richard  IL 

To  dog  his  hocls,  and  court'sy  at  his  frowns, 

1  u  show  how  much  thou  art  degenerate. 

Shake.  Henry  IV,    Part  I. 

lint  yet  I  call  you  servile  ministers, 
Tfiht  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 
Yiin  uigh  engendered  battles,  'gainst  a  head 
^>  Old  and  white  as  this,    O,  oh  2  't  is  fi>uL 

Shake.  Lear* 


And  bid  her  steal  into  the  pleached  bower, 
Where  honey-suckics,  ripen'd  by  the  sun. 
Forbid  the  sun  to  enter;  like  fkvourttes, 
Made  proud  by  princes,  that  advance  tlieir  pride 
Against  that  power  that  brod  it 

Shake.  Much  ado, 

lave  loathM  and  long. 
Most  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasites. 
Courteous  destroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  bean. 
You  fools  of  fi>rtune,  trencher  friends,  time's  flics, 
Cap  and  knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute  jacks. 

Shake.  Timon, 

Othcn  there  are, 
Who,  trimm'd  in  forms  and  visages  of  duty. 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themselves ; 
And  throwing  but  shows  of  service  on  their  lords, 
Do  well  thrive  by  them,  and,  when  they  have  lin'd 
their  coats, 

00  themselves  homage :  these  fellows  have  some 

soul; 
And  such  a  one  do  I  profess  myself. 

Shake.  Oihdlo. 
All  courtiers  are  a  wise  man's  home, 
And  so  are  governments  to  some. 

BuOer'e  Hudibrae, 
Th'  old  Romans  freedom  did  bestow, 
Our  princes  worship,  with  a  blow ; 
King  Pyrrhus  cur'd  his  splenetic 
And  testy  courtiers  with  a  kick. 

Butler'e  Hudibr^e. 

Those  that  go  up  hill,  use  to  bow. 

Their  bodies  forward,  and  stoop  low. 

To  poise  themselves,  and  sometimes  creep. 

When  th'  way  is  difficult  and  steep : 

So  those  at  court,  that  do  address, 

By  low  ignoble  offices, 

Can  stoop  at  any  thing  that 's  base. 

To  wriggle  into  trust  and  grace, 

Are  like  to  rise  to  greatness  sooner. 

Than  those  that  go  by  worth  and  honour. 

BuiUr*e  Hudibrae, 

1  in  no  soul-consumption  wait 

Whole  years  at  levees  of  the  great. 

And  hungry  hopes  regale  the  whUe 

On  the  spare  diet  of  a  smile. 

GrtaCe  Spleen, 

How  many  men 
Have  spent  their  blood  in  their  dear  country's 

service. 
Yet  now  pine  under  want;  while  selfish  slaves, 
lliat  even  would  cut  their  throats  whom  now  they 

fikwn  on. 
Like  deadly  locusts,  cat  the  houoy  up, 
Which  those  industrious  bees  so  hardly  toil'd  fiir 

Otway'e  Orphan. 
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Sec  how  he  seta  his  countenance  fi>r  deceit. 
And  promises  a  lie  before  ho  speaks. 

Dryden^9  AUfor  Love. 

He  who  his  prince  too  blindly  does  obey, 
To  keep  his  ftith  his  virtue  throws  away. 

To  mischief  bent. 
He  feldom  does  a  good,  with  good  intent, 
Wijward  but  wise ;  by  long  experience  taught 
To  please  both  parties,  for  ill  ends,  ho  sought ; 
For  this  adyantage  age  from  youth  has  woo, 
Afl  not  to  be  oat-ridden  though  ontrun. 

J)ryden*B  Palenum  and  Areite. 

Hiey  smile  and  bow,  and  hug,  and  shake  the  hand^ 
Ev^n  while  they  whisper  to  the  next  assistant 
Some  cursed  plot  to  blast  Ha  owner^s  head. 

£efisr*«  Injured  Ifmocemu. 

1  am  no  courtier,  no  &wning  dog  of  state. 
To  lick  and  kiss  the  hand  that  bufiets  me ; 
Nor  can  I  smile  upon  my  guest,  and  praise 
His  stomach,  when  I  know  he  feeds  on  poison. 
And  death  diii^uis'd  sits  grinning  at  my  table. 

Sevf^B  Sir  Walter  Raleigh. 

*Tis  the  curse  of  kings 
To  be  surrounded  by  a  venal  herd 
or  flatterers,  that  soothe  his  darling  vices. 
And  rob  their  master  of  his  subjects*  love. 

Brook'e  Earl  cf  Warwick, 

*Ti8  such  pernicious  flatterers, 
Sach  busy,  ready,  fawning  slaves  as  thou  art. 
That  choke  and  stifle  truth,  poison  all  virtue. 
And  curse  mankind  with  tyrants  and  oppressors. 

Criap^e  Virgvnia, 

This  traitorous  wretch 

Betrays  his  sovereign  ;  others,  destitute 

Of  real  seal,  to  every  altar  bend 

By  lucre  sway*d,  and  act  the  basest  things 

To  be  styrd  honourable. 

PAi%s*s  Ctdsr. 

Those  of  fairest  front, 
Bat  equal  inhumanity,  in  courts. 
Delusive  pomp,  and  dark  cabals,  delight  ^ 
Wreath  the  deep  bow,  diffbse  the  lying  smile. 
And  tread  the  weary  labyrinth  of  state. 

ThomaotCe  Seamm», 

At  the  throng'd  Icvce  bends  tho  venal  tribe : 
With  fair  but  faithless  smiles  each  varnished  o*er. 
Each  smooth  as  those  who  mutually  deceive. 
And  hi  their  fiJschood  each  despising  each. 

TAonson't  LiberUf. 

He,was  no  ci\'il  ruffian :  none  of  those 
Who  He  with  twisted  looks, — betray  with  shrugs. 

7^%oiiison*f  AganuMiUMt 


Curso  on  tho  coward  or  perfidious  tongue. 
That  dares  not  ev*n  to  kings  avow  the  ti  uth. 

Thamaon^s  Agamemnon, 

What  are  such  wretches  7  what  but  vapours  foul, 
From  frna  and  bogs,  by  royal  beams  exhalM, 
That  radiance  intereepting  which  should  cheer 
The  land  at  .large  7    Hence  subjects*  hearts  grow 

cold. 
And  frozen  loyalty  forgets  to  flow. 

Young^B  BrotherB, 

Men,  tlmt  would  Mush  at  being  thought  sincere. 
And  feign,  for  glory,  the  few  &qHs  they  want; 
That  love  a  lie,  where  truth  would  pay  as  well ; 
As  if  to  them,  vice  shone  her  own  reward. 

Youag'B  Night  Tkoe^hti 

Who  wrap  destruction  up  in  gentle  words. 
And  bows,  and  smiles  more  fatal  than  their  swords 
Who  stifle  nature  and  subsist  on  art : 
Who  coin  the  fiice,  an4  petrify  the  heart : 
AH  real  kindness  for  the  show  discard. 
As  marble  polish*d  and  as  marble  hard : 
Who  do  for  gold  what  CSuristians  do  thro'  graoe, 
**  With  open  arms  their  enemies  embraoe  :*' 
Who  give  a  nod  when  broken  hearts  repine, 
**  The  thinnest  food  on  which  a  wretch  can  dine  :*' 
Or,  if  they  serve  you,  serve  you  disinclin'd : 
And,  in  their  height  of  kindness,  are  unkind. 

Young, 

A  courtier's  dependant  is  a  beggar's  dog. 

Shtnttoftft 

Purblind  to  poverty  the  worldling  gqBt, 
And  scarce  sees  rags  an  inch  beyond  his  nose. 
But  fVom  a  crowd  can  siqgle  out  his  grace, 
And  cringe  and  creep  to  ibols  who  strut  in  lace. 

Churchult 

The  ooortier  smooth,  who  forty  years  had  shju'd 

An  humble  servant  to  all  human  kind. 

Just  brought  out  this,  when  scarce  his  tongue 

could  stir, 
•*  If — where  I'm  going — 1  could  servo  you  sir !" 

Pcpe'e  Moral  JSssayt. 

At  this  entranc'd  he  lifbi  his  hands  and  eyes. 
Squeaks  like  a  high-stretch'd  lute-string,  and  rtt< 

plies; 
*«0h !  'tis  the  sweetest  of  all  earthly  things, 
^  To  gaze  on  princes,  and  to  talk  of  kings  :'* 
Then  happy  man  who  shows  the  tombs  I  said  I, 
He  dwells  amidst  the  royal  family : 
He  ev^rj  day  from  king  to  king  can  walk, 
Of  all  our  Harries,  all  our  Edwards  talk ; 
And  get  by  speaking  truth  of  monarchs  dea«f. 
What  fow  ean  of  the  living — ease  and  sreaU 


100 


COURTSHIP. 


With  age,  with  caret,  with  maladies  oppress'd 
£Ic  seeks  the  refugfo  of  monastic  rest ; 
Grief  aids  disease,  rcmcmborM  fbllj  stings, 
And  his  lost  sighs  reproach  the  faith  of  kings. 

Dr,  J6hnmnC§  Vaidty  of  Human  TTisAet. 

Condemn*d  a  needy  suppliant  to  wait, 
While  ladies  interpose  and  slaves  debate. 

Dr.  Joknson^B  Vaniii/  of  Human  Withe$, 

To  shake  with  laughter  cro  the  jest  they  hear, 
To  pour  at  will  the  counterfeited  tear ; 
And,  as  her  patron  hints  the  cold  or  heat, 
7o  shako  in  dog-days,  in  December  sweat. 

Dr,  Joknton^n  L  oimIor. 

A  lazy,  proud,  improfitable  crew, 

The  vermin  gender*d  from  the  rank  corruption 

or  a  luxurious  state. 

CumberUmd^t  Thmm  ofAtheim. 

There  is  a  public  mischief  in  your  mirth ; 
It  plagues 'your  country.    Folly  such  as  yours 
GracM  with  a  sword,  and  worthier  of  a  fkn. 
Has  made,  which  enemies  could  ne*er  have  done, 
Our  arch  of  em(»re,  sted&st  but  fi>r  you, 
A  mutilated  structure  soon  to  &IL 

Cmsper^B  7\mI. 

Ungrateful  scoundrels !  cat  my  rolls  and  butter, 
And  daring  thus  their  insolence  to  mutter ! 
Swallow  my  turtle  and  my  beef  by  pounds. 
And  tear  my  venison  like  a  pack  of  hounds. 
Yet  have  the  impudence,  the  brazen  face 
To  say  I  am  not  fitted  for  the  place. 

Dr.  WoIcoCm  PeUr  Pindar, 

PrcparM  for  ev*ry  insult,  servile  train. 
To  take  a  kicking,  and  to  fawn  again. 

Dr.  Wdeat'9  Peter  Pindar, 
So  warily  a  courtier  speaks, 
Hipy  seem  to  talk  with  halters  round  their  necks. 

Dr.  WoUsaCt  Peter  Pindar. 

A  toad-eater's  an  imp  I  dont  admire ; 
Nor  royal  small-talk  doth  my  soul  desire ; 
l*ve  eeen  my  sovereigu— that^s  enough  for  me. 

Dr.  Weieot'e  PeUr  Pindar. 

A  simple  race,  they  waste  their  toil. 
For  the  vain  tribute  of  a  smile. 

Seott*9  Lay  of  the  La$t  MvnUrd. 
Vc»~-8uch  was  the  man  and  so  wretched  his  fate ; 
And  thus,  sooner  or  later,  shall  all  have  to  grieve. 
Who  waste  their  morn's  <iew  in  the  beams  of  the 

great, 
Vnd  expect  'twill  return  to  refresh  them  at  eve ! 

Moore  on  the  Death  of  Sheridan, 

A  mere  court  butterfly, 
l*bat  Hutter«  in  the  pageant  of  a  monarch. 

Byivn't  SardanapaUto. 


Who  toils  for  nations  may  be  poor  indeed. 
But  free ;  who  sweats  for  monarcha  is  no  more 
Than  the  gilt  chamberlain,  who,  cIothM  and  foe*d. 
Stands  sleek  and  slavish,  bowing  at  his  door. 

ByroiCe  Dante. 

He  was  a  cold,  good,  honourable  man. 

Proud  of  his  birth,  and  proud  of  every  thing ; 

A  goodly  spirit  for  a  state  divan, 

A  figure  fit  to  walk  before  a  king ; 

Tall,  stately,  form'd  to  lead  the  courtly  van 

On  birthdays,  glorious  witli  a  star  and  string ; 

The  very  model  of  a  chamberlain. 

Byren, 

And  none  did  love  him — ^though  to  hall  and  bower, 
He  gather'd  followers  from  far  and  near ; 
He  knew  them  flatterers  of  the  festal  hour. 
The  heartless  parasites  of  present  cheer. 

Byron'e  Childe  Itardi 
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And  othem^ylcs  with  amorous  delights 
And  pleasing  toycs  he  would  her  entertainc. 
Now  singing  sweetly  to  surprise  her  sprights, 
Now  making  laycs  of  love  and  lovcr^s  painc, 
Bransles,  ballads,  virelayes,  and  verses  vaine ! 
Oft  purposes,  ofl  riddles,  he  devysM ; 
And  thousands  like  which  flowed  in  his  braine, 
With  wliich  he  fed  her  fimcy,  and  entys'd 
To  take  to  his  new  love,  and  leave  her  old  dcspysU 

Spenoer's  Fairy  Qwf «■ 

His  feeling  vrordes  her  feeble  sense  much  pfcased, 
And  sofUy  sunk  into  her  molten  heart : 
Heart  that  is  inly  hurt  is  greatly  eased 
With  hope  of  thing  that  may  allegge  his  smart; 
For  pleasing  wordes  are  like  to  magick  art, 
lliat  doth  the  charmed  snake  in  slumber  lay. 

Spenser^e  Fairy  Qii«» 

Imagine  with  thy 
Self  all  are  to  be  won ;  otherwise  mine 
Advice  were  as  unnecessary  as 
Thy  labour.    It  is  impossible  for 
The  brittle  mettle  of  women  to  withstand 
The  flattering  attempts  of  men :  only  this. 
Let  them  be  ask'd,  their  sex  requires  no  less ; 
Their  modesties  are  to  bo  allow'd  so  much. 

LiUy'e  Sappho  and  /'boi. 

It  is  your  virtue,  being  men,  to  try; 

And  it  is  ours,  by  virtue  to  deny. 

Droftea. 

A  man's  a  fbol 
If  not  ipstructod  in  a  woman's  schooL 

Bemmont  and  FUteher'e  Spatd A' Curate. 
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Away,  you  cashicr'd  younger  brother,  bo  gone : 

Do  not  I  know  the  fiishions  of  you  all  7 

When  a  poor  woman  has  laid  open  all 

Pier  thoughts  to  you,  then  you  grow  proud  and  ooy ; 

But  when  wise  maids  dissemble  and  keep  close. 

Then  you,  poor  snakes,  come  creeping  on  your 

bellies, 
And  with  all  oiled  looks  prostrate  yourselves 
Befere  our  beauty^s  sun ;  where  onoo  but  warm, 
Like  hateful  snakes  you  strike  us  with  your  stings. 

And  then  forsake  us. 

Barry. 

I  do  not  k)ve 
Moeh  ceremony ;  suits  in  lov«  should  not, 
lake  suits  in  law,  be  rockM  from  term  to  term. 

SMriey, 

There  is,  sir,  a  critical  minute  in 
£v*ry  man*s  wooing,  when  his  mistress  may 
fie  won,  which  if  he  carelessly  neglect 
To  prosecute,  he  may  wait  long  enough 
Befi»re  he  gain  the  like  opportunity. 

MarmtfotC9  Antiquary, 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  bo  woo*d : 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won. 

Shak$,  TUus  Andronietts. 

Thou  hast  by  moonlight  at  her  window  sung. 
With  feignin^r  voice,  verses  of  feigning  love ; 
And  stoPn  the  impression  of  her  fantasy 
With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  rings,  gauds,  conceits. 
Knacks,  trifles,  naaegays,  sweet-meats ;  messengers 
Of  strong  prevailment  in  unhardenM  youth. 

ShakB,  Midwmmer  NigJU''$  Dream, 

"By  your  gracious  patience, 

I  will  a  round  unvamishM  tale  deliver 

Of  my  whole  course  of  love ;  what  drugs,  what 

charms, 

What  oonjuration,  and  what  mighty  magic, 

(For  such  proceeding  I  am  charged  withal,) 

I  won  his  daughter  with. 

Shak$,  OihiHo. 

My  story  being  done, 

She  gave  mo  fi>r  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs : 

She  swore, — ^in  faith,  *t  was  strange,  *t  was  passing 

strange; 
Twas  pitiful,  *t  was  wondrous  pitiful : 
She  wishM  she  had  not  heard  it ;  yet  she  wlshM 
iTuit  heaven  had  made  her  such  a  man;  she 

thanVd  me ; 

And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  fi-iend  that  lov*d  her, 

I  should  bat  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  story. 

And  that  would  woo  her. 

Shaka,  Oihdh. 

If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love, 
Send  bcr  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds. 

Shaka.  Richard  TIL 


What!  I,  that  killM  her  husband,  and  his  father. 

To  take  her  in  her  heart's  cxtrcmest  hate; 

With  curses  in  her  mouth,  tears  in  her  eycf. 

The  bleeding  witness  of  her  hatred  by ; 

With  God,  her  conscience,  and  these  bars  against 

me. 

And  I  no  friend  to  back  my  suit  withal. 

But  the  plain  devil,  and  dissembling  looks. 

And  yet  to  win  her,  ^«  all  the  world  to  nothing ! 

Ha! 

Shaka.  Richard  III. 

Peace !  thou  know'st  not  gold*s  ofTect ; 

Tell  me  her  father's  name,  and  *ti»  enough ; 

For  I  will  board  her,  though  she  chides  as  loud 

As  thunder,  when  the  clouds  in  autumn  crack. 

Shaka.  Taming  tka  Shrao 
Say  that  she  rail :  why  then  I'll  tell  her  plain. 
She  sings  as  sweetly  as  a  nightingale : 
Say,  that  she  fVown :  I  '11  say,  she  looks  as  clear 
As  morning  roses  newly  wash'd  with  dew : 
Say,  she  be  mute,  and  will  not  speak  a  word ; 
Then  I  'II  commend  her  volubility. 
And  say  —  she  uttereth  piercing  eloquence. 

Shakg.  Taming  the  Shrew, 

Every  night  he  comes 

With  music  of  all  sorts,  and  songs  composed 

To  her  unworthincss :  it  nothing  steads  us. 

To  chide  him  from  our  eaves,  for  he  persists 

As  if  his  life  lay  on  t 

Shaka.  AWa  WdL 

Say  that  upon  the  altar  of  her  beauty 
You  sacrifice  your  tears,  your  sighs,  your  heart ; 
Write,  till  your  ink  be  dry ;  and  with  your  tears 
Moist  it  again ;  and  frame  some  feeling  lino. 
That  may  discover  such  integrity. 

Shaks.  Two  GentUmeu  of  Verona, 

But  though  I  lov*d  you  well,  I  woo'd  you  not ; 

And  yet,  good  faith,  I  wish'd  myself  a  man; 

Or,  that  we  women  had  men's  privilege 

Of  speaking  first 

Shaka.  TroilvB  and  Creaaida, 

1  '11  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap. 

And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments. 

And  witch  sweet  ladies  with  my  words  and  looks. 

Shaka.  Henry  VI.    Part  Hi 

Gentle  lady. 
When  I  did  fffst  impart  my  love  to  you, 
I  fi-eely  told  you,  all  the  wealth  I  had 
Ran  in  my  veins,  I  was  a  gentleman : 
And  then  I  toM  you  true. 

Shaka.  Merchant  of  Vemce 

Flatter  and  praise,  commend,  extol  their  graces, 
Tho'  ne'er  so  black,  say  they  have  angels'  faces, 
That  man  that  hath  a  tongue  I  say  is  no  man. 
If  with  bis  tongue  he  cannot  win  a  woman 

Shaka.  7\bo  Gentlemen  of  Vemma 
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if  she  do  frown,  *t  is  not  in  hate  of  yoo, 
Bat  rather  to  beget  more  love  in  you : 
[f  she  do  chide,  *t  is  not  to  have  you  ^one ; 
For  why,  the  fools  arc  mad  if  lefl  alone. 
7ake  no  repulse,  whatever  she  doth  say ; 
For — gel  you  gone — she  doth  not  mean — atoay, 

Shaks.  TSdo  Gentlemen  ef  Verona. 

Into  these  ears  of  mine, 
Tliesc  credulous  ears,  he  pour*d  the  awoetest  words 
That  art  or  love  oould  frame. 

BeaumoM^B  Mai^$  Tragedy. 

He  that  will  win  his  dame,  must  do 
As  love  does  when  he  bends  his  bow ; 
With  one  hand  thrust  the  lady  from. 
And  with  the  other  pull  her  home. 

Butler*9  HudibraB. 

She  that  with  poetry  is  won. 

Is  but  a  desk  to  write  upon ; 

And  what  men  say  of  her,  they  mean 

No  more  than  on  the  thing  they  lean. 

Buder^B  HudXbroB. 

Tlie  knigfht,  perusing'  this  epistle, 
BelievM  h*  had  brought  her  to  his  whistle : 
And  read  it  like  a  jocund  lover. 
With  great  applause  t*  himself  twice  over. 

Bvlder'B  HudibraB. 

0  if  good  heaven  would  be  so  much  my  friend ! 
To  let  my  fkto  upon  my  choice  depend, 

Ail  my  remains  of  lift  with  you  I M  spend, 
And  think  my  ftars  had  given  a  happy  end. 

Oldham. 

When  I  first 
McntionM  the  business  to  her  all  alone, 
Poor  soul  she  blushM  as  if  already  she 
Had  done  eome  harm  by  bearing  of  mo  speak ; 
Whilst  from  her  pretty  eyes  two  fountains  ran 
So  true,  so  native,  down  her  fairest  cheeks ; 
As  if  she  thought  herself  obligM  to  cry, 
HIJause  all  the  world  was  not  so  good  as  she. 

John  FounlaMB  RewardB  of  VxrixLt. 

Like  conquering  t3rrants  you  our  breasts  invade. 
Where  you  are  pleasM  to  ravage  for  a  while : 
But  soon  you  find  new  conquests  out  and  leave 
rhc  ravag*d  province  ruinate  and  baze^ 

Otwmy'B  Orphan, 

Trust  me  ^«  with  women  worth  the  being  won, 
The  Boflest  lover  ever  beet  suooeeds. 

HiWBAlxim. 

1  am  not  form'd,  by  flattery  and  praise, 

Py  sighs  and  tears,  and  all  the  whining  trade 
Of  love,  to  feed  a  fair  ono*s  vanity; 
To  charm  at  once  and  spoil  her. 

I^omBon'B  Tanered  and  Sigitmunda. 


Come  then,  ye  virgins,  and  yc  youths,  whose  hearts 
Have  felt  tJio  raptures  of  refining  love ; 
And  thou,  Amanda,  come,  pride  of  my  song ! 
Form'd  by  the  graces,  loveliness  itself! 
Come  with  those  downcast  eyes,  sedate  and  s^vcct, 
Hiose  looks  demure,  Uiat  deeply  pierce  the  soul. 
Where,  with  the  light  of  tlioughtful  reason  mix'cl, 
Shines  lively  fancy,  and  tlie  &cling  heart : 
Oh  come !  and  while  tlie  rosy-footed  May 
Steals  blushing  on,  togctlier  let  us  tread 
Tlie  morning  dews,  and  gather  in  tJicir  prime 
Fresh  blooming  flowers  to  grace  tliy  braided  Iiair 
And  thy  lov'd  bosom  that  improves  their  swcqU. 

ThomBon^B  SeaBotu. 

His  Mded  flock  secure,  the  sliepherd  homo 
Hies  merry-hearted ;  and  by  turns  relieves 
The  ruddy  milk-maid  of  her  brimming  pail; 
Hie  beauty  whom  perhaps  his  witless  heart. 
Unknowing  what  the  joy-mixM  anguish  means, 
Sincerely  loves,  by  tliat  best  language  shown 
Of  cordial  glances,  and  obliging  deeds. 

ThemBon^B  SeoBOitL 

Now  from  the  world. 
Sacred  to  sweet  retirement,  bvcrs  steal. 
And  pour  their  souls  in  transport 

ThtrniBon'^B  SeoBotu. 

She,  proud  to  rule,  yet  strangely  framM  to  tease, 
Neglects  his  offers  while  her  airs  she  plays. 
Shoots  scornful  glances  firom  the  bended  firown, 
In  brisk  disorder  tripe  it  up  and  down ; 
Tlien  hums  a  careless  tune  to  lay  the  storm, 
And  sits  and  blushes,  smiles,  and  yields  in  form. 

PanuWB  HeBtod 
From  lips  like  those  what  precept  faiPd  to  move! 
Too  soon  they  taught  me,  *twas  no  sin  to  k>vc. 

Pepe'^B  Biom. 

Some  squire,  perhaps  you  take  delight  to  rack, 
Whose  game  is  whist,  whose  treat  a  toast  in  sack, 
Who  visits  with  a  gun,  presents  yo«i  birds. 
Then  gives  a  smacking  buss  and  cries-— no  words, 
Or  with  his  hounds  comes  hallooing  fit>m  the  stable, 
Makes  love  with  nods  and  knees  beneath  the  tabic; 
Whose  laughs  are  hearty,  though  his  jests  are 

coarse. 
And  loves  you  best  of  all  things, — ^but  his  horse. 

ropt. 

O  days  remember'd  well  I  remcmber*d  all ! 
The  bitter  sweet,  the  honey  and  the  gall ; 
Those  garden  rambles  in  the  silent  night, 
Those  trees  so  shady,  and  that  moon  so  bright, 
That  thickset  alley  by  the  arbour  closed. 
That  woodbine  seat  where  we  at  last  reposM ; 
And  then  the  hopes  that  came  and  then  were  gone, 
Quick  as  the  clouds  beneath  the  moon  past  on. 

CreJAt. 
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ITie  lover  now  beneath  the  western  star, 
Sighs  tlirou^h  the  medium  of  his  sweet  sogar, 
And  fills  tlie  ears  of  some  consenting  she. 
With  puffs  and  vows,  with  Bmt)ke  and  constancj 

Afoore 
Fondly  the  wheeling  firc-flics  flew  around  her, 
Those  little  glitterers  of  the  London  night ; 
Ritnooe  of  these  poesessM  a  sting  to  wound  her-^ 
She  was  a  pitch  beyond  a  coxcomb's  flight. 

Byron. 
Not  much  he  kens,  I  ween,  of  woman's  breast, 
Who  tliinks  that  wanton  thing  is  won  by  sighs ; 
What  careth  she  fi>r  hearts  when  once  possessed  7 
Do  proper  homage  to  thy  idol's  eyes ; 
Bat  not  too  humbly,  or  she  will  despise 
Thee  and  thy  suit,  though  told  in  moving  tropes ; 
Disguise  eyen  tendemesB,  if  thou  art  wise ; 
Brisk  confidence  still  best  with  woman  copes ; 
Pique  her  and  soothe  in  turn,  soon  passion  crowns 
thy  hopes.  ByT€fiC$  CkUde  Hardd, 

The  gentle  pressure,  and  the  thrilling  toueh. 
The  least  glance  better  understood  than  words. 
Which  still  said  all,  and  ne'er  could  say  too  much. 

Byron* 
like  a  lovely  tree 
She  grew  Xo  womanhood,  and  between  whiles 
Rejected  several  suitors^  just  to  learn 
How  to  accept  a  better  in  his  turn. 

Byron, 
Woe  to  the  man  who  ventures  a  rebuke ! 
Twill  but  precipitate  a  situation 
Extremely  disagreeable,  but  common 
To  calculators  when  they  count  on  woman. 

Byron, 
Learn  to  win  a  lady's  faith 

NoUy  as  the  tkii^  is  high ; 
Bravely,  as  for  life  and  death 

With  a  loyal  gravity. 
Lead  her  from  the  festive  boards, 

Point  her  to  the  starry  skies, 
Ouard  her  by  your  truthful  words, 

Pure  fi-om  coartship^s  flatteries. 

Miu  BamtC§  Poem$, 
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Cike  dastard  eurres,  that  having  at  a  bay 
The  savage  beast  erabost  in  wearie  chace, 
Dare  not  adventure  on  the  stubborn  prey, 
Mc  byte  before,  but  rome  fh>m  place  to  place. 
To  get  a  snatch  when  turned  is  his  face. 

Spemer'B  Faky  Queen. 
Like  peasant  fnott  lys  do  they  keep  the  walls. 
And  da/*  not  Hke  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 

Shakt,  Henry  VL    Pari  L 


I  speak  not  this  as  doubting  any  here : 
For  did  I  hot  suspect  a  doubtful  man, 
Ho  should  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes ; 
Lest,  in  our  need,  he  might  infect  another, 
And  make  him  of  like  spiri  to  himtfelf. 
If  any  such  be  here,  as  God  forbid ! 
Let  him  depart,  before  we  need  his  help. 

Shako.  Henry  VL    Part  III. 
Proclaim  it,  Westmoreland,  through  my  host, 
That  he  whieh  hath  no  stomach  to  this  fight. 
Let  him  depart,  his  passport  shall  be  made. 
And  crowns  for  convey  put  into  his  purse : 
We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company. 
That  fears  his  fellowship  to  die  with  us. 

Shake.  Henry  V, 
Reproach  and  everlasting  shame 

Sit  mocking  in  our  plumes. 

Shake,  Heuty  V, 

Go,  prick  thy  face,  and  over-red  thy  fear. 
Thou  lily-liver'd  boy.    What  soldiers,  patch  ? 
Death  of  thy  soul  those  linen  cheeks  of  thine 
Are  counsellors  to  fear.  What  soldiers,  whey-face  ? 

Shake.  Macbeth, 

Art  thou  afcar'd 
To  be  the  same  in  thine  own  act  and  valour. 
As  thou  art  in  desire  ?  wouldst  thou  have  that 
Which  thou  esteem'st  the  ornament  of  life. 
And  live  a  coward  in  thine  own  esteem ; 
Letting — /  dare  not — wait  upon  —  /  vwild  7 

Shake.  MaehetK 

You  souls  of  geese. 
That  bear  the  shapes  of  men,  how  have  you  nm 
From  slaves  that  apes  would  beat  7  Pluto  and  hell! 
All  hurt  behind  ;  backs  red,  and  faces  pale 
With  flight  and  agued  fear  i  mind,  and  charge 

home. 
Or  by  the  fires  of  heaven,  I  leave  the  foe. 

And  make  my  wars  on  you. 

Shake,  CorkHanue 

0  that  a  mighty  man,  of  such  descent. 
Of  such  possessions,  and  so  high  esteem. 
Should  be  infused  with  so  foul  a  spirit ! 

Shake.  Taming  the  Shrew 

Am  I  a  coward  7 
Who  calls  me  villain  T  breaks  my  pate  across  7 
Plucks  off  my  beard  and  blows  it  in  my  fkoe  7 
Tweaks  me  by  the  nose  7  gives  me  the  lie  i'  tlM 

throat. 
As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  7  who  does  me  this? 
Ha !  why,  I  should  take  it;  for  it  cannot  be. 
But  I  am  pigeon-liver'd,  and  lack  gall 
To  make  oppression  bitter ;  or,  ere  this 

1  should  have  iattod  all  the  region  kites 

With  this  slave's  oflaL 

Shako  Hamu* 
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That  which  in  mean  men  we  entitle  patience, 
Is  pule  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breasts. 

Shak9,  Richard  JL 
Tlie  like  may  of  the  heart  be  said ; 
Courage  and  terror  there  are  bred, 
All  thoBO  whose  hearts  are  loose  and  low, 
Start,  if  they  hear  but  the  tattoo:  « 
And  mighty  pliysical  their  fear  is ; 
I' or,  soon  as  noise  of  combat  near  is, 
Tlicif'  heart  descending  to  their  breeches. 
Must  give  their  stomachs  cruel  twitches. 
But  heroes  who  o*ercome  or  die, 
Ilivo  their  hearts  hung  extremely  high. 

Friar's  Alma, 
Those  that  fly  may  fight  again, 
Wliich  he  can  never  do  that*s  slain. 
Hence  timely  rnnning  's  no  mean  part 
Of  conduct,  in  the  martial  art. 
By  which  some  glorious  feats  achieve, 
As  citizens  by  breaking  thrive. 
And  cannons  conquer  armies  while 
They  seem  to  draw  off  and  recoil ; 
Is  held  the  gallant^st  course  and  bravest. 
To  great  exploits,  as  well  as  safest. 
.That  spares  th*  expense  of  time  and  pains. 
And  dangerous  beating  out  of  brains ; 
And  in  tiie  end,  prevails  as  certain 
M  those  that  never  trust  to  fortune ; 
But  make  tlieir  fear  do  execution 
Beyond  the  stoutest  resolution. 
As  earthquakes  kill  without  a  blow, 
And  only  trembling,  overthrow. 

Bviler'9  HudibroM* 
Go — let  tliy  loss  than  woman's  hand 
Assume  the  dii^taff — not  the  brand. 

ByrtnCs  Bride  of  Abydo$. 
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Whom  neither  gtory  or  danger  can  excite, 
*Tis  vain  t*  attempt  with  speech;  for  the  mind^s 

fear 
Keeps  all  brave  sounds  from  entering  at  that  ear. 

Jotuon^M  CaiiUne. 

Think  not,  coward,  wit  can  hide  the  shame 

Of  hearts;  which,  while  they  dare  not  strike  for 

fear, 
^Vould  make  it  virtue  in  them  to  forbear. 

Lord  Brooke*g  Alaham, 
Tear  is  my  vassal,  when  I  frown  he  flies ; 
A  hundred  times  in  lifo  a  coward  dies. 

Mar§Um*9  IntaUaie  CounUtB, 
Bat  look  for  ruin  when  a  coward  wins ; 
K«r  frar  and  cruelty  were  ever  twins. 

Aleyn*9  Poietkn, 


Let  valiant  fools 
Brag  of  their  souls;  no  matter  what  they  say, 
A  coward  dares,  in  ill,  do  more  than  they. 

Shirley'B  ExampU 
All  mankind 

Is  one  of  these  two  cowards ; 
Either  to  wish  to  die 

When  he  should  live,  or  live  when  he  should  die. 
Sir  Robert  Howard's  Biind  Lady. 

Cowards  fear  to  die ;  but  courage  stout. 
Rather  than  live  in  snufl*,  will  be  put  out 

Sir  Waiter  Raleigh  on  the  Snuff  of  a  Candle. 

Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths ; 
Tlie  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 

Shaks,  Julius  Ctesar 

By  laws  of  learned  duellists. 
They  that  are  bruisM  with  wood  or  £u»t8. 
And  think  one  boating  may  for  once 
Suffice,  are  cowards  and  poltroons : 
But  if  they  dare  engage  t*  a  second. 
They  Ve  stout  and  gallant  fellows  reckon*d. 

Butler's  Hudibros 

The  coward  wretch  whose  hand  and  heart 

Can  bear  to  torture  aught  below. 
Is  ever  first  to  quail  and  start 

From  slightest  pain  or  equal  foe. 


The  coward  never  on  himself  relics, 
But  to  an  equal  for  assistance  flies. 


Eliza  Cook 
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But,  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done. 
When  I  was  dry  witli  rage,  and  extreme  toil. 
Breathless  and  faint,  leaning  upon  my  sword, 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  trimly  dreesM : 
Fresh  as  a  bridegroom^  and  his  chin,  new  reaped, 
ShowM  like  a  stubblc-land  at  harvest  home. 

Sftaks,  Henry  I V,     Part  I 

He  was  perfumM  like  a  milliner : 
And  Hwixt  his  finger  and  his  thnmb,  he  hold 
A  pouncet^box,  which  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nose :  and  still  he  smilM  and  talk'd ; 
And  as  the  soldiers  bore  dead  bodies  by. 
He  calPd  them  untaught  knaves,  unmannerly. 
To  bring  a  slovenly  unhandsome  corpse 
Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 

Shaks,  Henry  IV,    Part  L 

This  is  he. 

That  kiss'd  his  hand  away  in  courtesy ; 

This  is  the  ape  of  form.  Monsieur  the  nioe» 

That  when  he  plays  at  tables^  chides  the  dice 

In  honourable  terms. 

Shaks,  Loof^s  Labsar 
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Our  court,  you  know,  is  haunted 

With  &  refined  travellor  of  S|>ain-; 

A  man  in  all  tlie  world's  now  fashion  planted* 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrases  in  his  brain ; 

One,  whom  the  mnsie  of  his  own  Va^n  tongue 

Doth  ravish,  like  enchanting  harmony ; 

A  man  of  compliments. 

Shaks,  Love^B  Laboiur. 

I  know  him  a  notorious  liar, 
Think  him  a  groat  way  Ibol,  solely  a  coward ; 
Yet  these  fuM  evils  sit  so  fit  in  him. 
That  they  take  place,  when  virtue's  steely  bones 
Look  bleak  in  the  cold  wind  i  withial,  fiill  oft  we 


Cold  wisdom  waiting  on  snperfluous  ibUy. 

Skakg.  AU'9  Wdl 

Let  me  not  Iiv«,  qooth  he, 

After  my  fiamo  lacks  oil,  to  be  the  snnff 

Of  youugcr  spirits,  whose  apprehensive  senses 

An  Irat  new  things  disdain :  whose  jodgments  are 

Mere  fathers  of  their  garments ;  whose  constai^ 

cies 
Eipire  be&re  their  fashions. 

ShaU  AU  *s  WdL 

Shine  out,  fair  snn,  till  I  have  bought  a  glass* 
That  I  may  see  my  shadow  as  I  pass. 

Shahs,  Richard  III. 

A  barren-spirited  fellow,  one  that  feeds 

On  objects,  arts,  and  inn  itations ; 

Which,  ont  of  use,  and  stallM  by  otlicr  men. 

Begin  his  fiuhion :  do  not  talk  of  him, 

Bat  as  a  property. 

Shak$,  JvUut  Ctfsn*. 

All  smattercm  are  more  brisk  and  pert, 

Than  those  that  miderstand  an  art ; 

As  little  sparkles  shine  more  bright 

Than  glowing  coals  that  give  them  light 

BuOtr. 

A  lix-fbot  suckling,  mincing  in  its  gait: 
Aflected,  peevish,  prim,  and  delicate ; 
Fearful  it  seemed,  tho'  of  athletic  make. 
Lest  bratal  breezes  should  too  roughly  shake 
Its  tender  form,  and  savage  motion  spread, 
0*er  its  pale  cheeks,  the  horrid  manly  red. 

ChurchilTt  Rosciad, 

&>  by  fiilse  learning  is  good  sense  defaoM : 
Some  are  bewildered  in  the  maze  of  schools. 
And  some  made  coxcombs,  nature  meant  but  fbols. 

Pcpe, 
Nature  made  ev*ry  fop  to  plague  his  brother, 

Just  as  one  beauty  mortifies  another. 

Pcpe. 
My  lord  advances  with  majestic  mien, 
with  the  mighty  pleasure  to  be  seen. 

Pope*8  Mifml  E$my$, 


Sir  Plume,  (of  amber  snuffbox  justly  vain, 
And  the  nice  conduct  of  a  clouded  cane,) 
With  earnest  eyes,  and  round  unthinking  face. 
He  first  the  snuff-box  opened,  then  the  case. 

Pope*a  Rape  of  the  Lock 

Absence  of  mind  Brabantia  turns  to  fame, 
Learns  to  mistake,  nor  knows  his  brother's  name; 
Has  words  and  thoughts  in  nice  disorder  set. 
And  takes  a  memorandum  to  forget. 

Yottng*B  Lcve  Bf  Fame, 

He  would  not  with  a  peremptory  tone. 
Assert  the  nose  upon  his  face  his  own ; 
With  hesitation  admirably  slow, 
He  humbly  hopes, — presumes  it  may  be  so. 

Comperes  ConverMolum 
Knows  what  he  knows  as  if  he  know  it  not. 
What  he  remembers,  seems  to  have  forgot. 

Cowper^B  ConverBotion 

A  graver  coxcomb  we  may  sometimes  see, 
Quite  as  absurd,  though  not  so  light  as  he : 
A  shallow  brain  behind  a  serious  mask. 
An  oracle  within  an  empty  cask, 
The  solemn  fop ;  significant  and  budge ; 
A  fbd  with  judgos,  am<mgst  fbols  a  judge ; 
He  says  but  little,  and  that  little  said 
Owes  all  its  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead* 
His  wit  invites  you  by  his  looks  to  come. 
But  when  you  knock  it  never  is  at  home. 

CowpBr* 

Pni^ies !  who,  though  on  idiotism's  dark  brink, 
Because  they've  heads  dare  fancy  they  can  think. 

Dr.  WoUbWb  PeUr  Pindar. 

In  lovers'  parts  his  passion  more  to  breathe, 
Having  no  heart  to  show,  he  shows  his  teeth. 

^yroii. 
I  saw  the  eorl  of  his  waving  lash. 

And  tho  glance  of  his  kbowing  eye, 
And  I  knew  the  thought  he  was  catting  a  dash. 
As  his  steed  went  thundering  by, 

O.  W,  HoUnet, 

So  gentle,  yet  so  brisk,  so  wondrous  sweet. 

So  fit  to  prattle  at  a  lady's  feet 

ChwrchiU, 

Fops  take  a  world  of  pains 
To  prove  that  bodies  may  exist  boos  brains ; 
The  former  so  fantastically  dress'd, 
The  lutter's  absence  may  be  safely  guess'd. 

Park  Benjatmm 


CRAFT 


For  craft  once  known. 
Does  teach  fiiols  wit ;  leaves  the  dece'vcrs  none 
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CREDULITY -CRITICS  AND  CRITICISM. 


For  be 
That  lowt  in  craft,  does  reap  in  jealousy. 

JfuUZeftm. 

lliis  is  the  fruit  of  craft : 

Like  him  that  shoots  up  high,  loolu  for  the  shaft 

And  finds  it  in  his  forehead. 

Middlaon, 


CREDULITY. 

Your  noblest  natures  are  most  credulous. 

Chapman, 

O  credulity, 
Security's  blind  nunc,  the  dream  of  fools, 
The  drunkard's  ape,  that  feeling  for  his  way, 
£v'n  when  ho  thinks,  in  his  deluded  sense. 
To  snatch  at  safety,  falls  without  defence. 

Ma§on''9  MuUatHM, 

Blessed  credulity,  thou  great  great  god  of  error, 
Thou  art  the  strong  foundation  of  huge  wrongs, 
To  thee  give  I  my  vows  and  sacrifice ; 
By  thee,  great  deity,  he  doth  believe 
Falsehoods,  that  falsehood's  self  could  not  invent ; 
And  from  that  misbelief  doth  draw  a  course 
T*  o'erwhelm  e'en  nrtue,  truth  and  sanctity. 
Let  him  go  on,  blest  stars,  *t  is  meet  he  fall. 
Whose  blindfold  judgment  nath  no  guide  at  all. 

MaeherC$  Dumb  Knight. 

Generous  souls 
Are  still  most  subject  to  credulity. 

Sir  W.  DavenafU*$  Albomru. 


CRITICS  AND  CRITICISM. 

Those  fierce  inquisitors  of  wit. 
The  critics,  spare  no  flesh  that  ever  writ, 
But  just  OS  toothdraw're  find  among  tlie  rout, 
Their  own  teeth  work  in  pulling  others  out, 
80  they,  decrying  all  of  all  that  write, 

lliink  to  erect  a  trade  of  judging  by 't 

Butler, 

1  'ritics  to  plays  for  the  same  end  resort, 
lliat  surgeons  wait  on  trials  in  a  court ; 
For  innocence  condemn'd  they  've  no  respect. 
Provided  they  *ve  a  body  to  dissect 

C0Hg$tV€* 

Tin  critics  blamo  and  judges  praise, 
I'he  poet  cannot  claim  his  bays ; 
Oa  me  when  dunces  ars  satiric, 
I  coke  it  for  a  panegyric 
Hated  by  fools,  and  foob  to  ha^e, 
!*«  that  my  motto^  and  my  fate. 

SwiJL 


Shall  we  not  censure  aU  the  motley  train 
Whether  with  ale  irriguotu  or  champiiign? 
Whether  they  tread  the  vale  of  •yosc,  or  climbi 
And  whet  their  appetites  on  clifSi  of  rhyme  T 
The  college  sloven,  or  embroider'd  spark ; 
The  purple  prelate  or  the  parish  clerk ; 
The  quiet  quidnunc,  or  demanding  prig ; 
The  plaintiff  tory,  or  defendant  whig ; 
Rich,  poor,  male,  female,  young,  old,  gay,  or  sad ; 
Whether  extremely  witty,  or  quite  mad ; 
Profoundly  dull,  or  ehallowly  polite ; 
Men  that  read  well  or  men  that  only  write ; 
Whether  peers,  porters,  tailors,  tune  the  reeds, 
And  measuring  words  to  measuring  shapes  sno- 

ceeds; 
For  bankrupts  write  when  ruin'd  shops  ore  shul; 
As  maggots  crawl  from  out  a  perish'd  nut: 
His  hammer  this,  and  that  his  trowel  quits. 
And  wanting  sense  for  tradesmen,  serve  for  witSt 

Youmg, 

What  ambitious  fools  ore  more  to  blame 
Than  those  who  thunder  in  the  critic's  name? 
Good  authors  danm'd  have  their  revenge  in  this, 
To  see  what  wretches  gain  the  praise  they  miss. 

Youfig. 

Critics  on  verse,  as  squibs  on  triumphs  wait. 
Proclaim  the  glory,  and  augment  the  state ; 
Hot,  envious,  noisy,  prou(\  the  scribbling  fry 
Bum,  hiss,  and  bounce,  w.iste  paper,  ink,  and  die. 

Youj^. 

Cold-blooded  critics,  by  enervate  sires, 

Scarce  hammer'd  out,  when  nature's  feebler  fires 

Glimmer'd  their  last ;  whose  sluggish  bkwd,  half 

ftozc. 
Creeps  lab'ring  thro'  their  veins;  whose  heart  ne'er 

glows 
With  fancy-kindled  heats :  —  a  servile  race. 
Who  in  mere  want  of  fault  all  merit  place ; 
Who  blind  obedience  pay  to  ancient  schools, 
Bigots  to  Greece,  and  slaves  to  rusty  rules. 

CkurtkH 

Who  shall  dispute  what  the  reviewers  say  ? 
Their  word 's  sufficient ;  and  to  ask  a  reason, 
In  such  a  state  as  theirs,  is  downright  treason. 

ChurckA 

One  finds  out,  —  he's  of  stature  somewhat  low— 
Your  hero  always  should  be  tall,  you  know. 
True  natural  greatness  all  consists  in  height, 
Produce  your  voucher,  critic— Serjeant  Kite. 

Churchia, 

The  coxcomb  felt  a  lash  in  ev'17  word, 
And  fools,  hung  out,  their  brother  fools  deterr'd. 

Ckurcm. 


CROWN. 
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A  cntic  was  of  old  a  glorious  name, 
Whose  sanction  handed  merit  up  to  fame ; 
ficaotics  as  well  aa  faults  he  brought  to  view: 
IHs  jadgment  great,  and  great  his  candoiu'  too. 
No  senile  rules  drew  sickly  taste  aside ; 
Secure  he  walked,  for  nature  was  his  guide. 
But  now,  0  strange  reverse  I  our  critics  bawl 
In  praise  of  candour  with  a  heart  of  galL 
Cohwious  of  guilt,  and  fearful  of  the  light ; 
They  lurk  enshrouded  in  the  veil  of  night : 
Safe  from  destruction,  aeiic  th*  unwary  prey, 
And  stab,  like  bravocs,  all  who  come  that  way. 

ChureMU. 

Critics  I  saw,  that  other  names  deface. 

And  fix  their  own,  with  labour,  in  their  place. 

PopeU  TempU  if  Tamt, 

Etc  natarc*s  walks,  shoot  folly  as  it  flies. 
And  catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rise ; 
Laugh  where  wo  must,  be  candid  where  we  can ; 
But  vindicate  the  ways  of  God  to  man. 

P9pt^$  Etmy  on  Man, 

Ikmn  with  &int  praise,  assent  with  civil  leer, 
And  without  sneering,  teach  the  rest  to  sneer ; 
Willing  to  wound,  and  yet  afraid  to  strike, 
Tnst  hint  a  &ult,  and  hesitate  dislike. 

Pope'B  EpiaUe  to  Dr.  ArhdhnoL 

Commentators  each  dark  passage  shmi. 
And  hold  their  fkrthing  candle  to  the  sun. 

Young^B  Love  of  F&me, 

A  man  must  terre  his  tkne  to  ev'iy  trade, 
&ve  censure ;  critics  all  are  ready  made, 
TUe  hackney'd  jokes  from  Miller,  got  by  rote, 
With  just  enough  of  learning  to  misquote ; 
A  mind  well  skillM  to  find  or  forge  a  fault, 
A  torn  ibr  punning,  call  it  Attic  salt ; 
To  Jeffi^  go,  be  silent  and  discreet, 
His  pay  is  just  ten  sterling  pounds  per  sheet: 
Tear  not  to  lie,  'twill  seem  a  lucky  hit ; 
Shrink  net  from  blasphemy,  H  will  pass  fbt  wit ; 
Care  not  Ibr  feeling,  pass  your  project  jest, 
And  stand  a  critic,  hated  yet  oaress'd* 

ByrmCo  EngUok  Bario  and  SeaUk  Roviewtn, 

A  woald.be  satirist,  a  hired  buffiwn, 
A  monthly  scribbler  of  sonie  low  lampoon, 
CoQdemn*d  to  drudge  the  meanest  of  the  mean. 
And  forbiah  fiUoeboods  fbr  a  magazine, 
I>eToles  to  scandal  his  congenial  mind ; 
Himself  a  living  libel  on  mankind. 

Byrra*'  JSngUok  Bardo  and  Scoich  Rtdewm. 

Hope  constancy  in  wind,  or  com  in  chafi^ 
Believe  a  woman,  or  an  epitaph, 
Or  any  other  thmg  that*8  fklse,  beibte 
Fou  trust  in  critics  who  theihsehree  are  sore. 
Byron't  Bn^itk  Bardo  and  SeoUk  Redewen, 


Laugh  when  I  laugh,  1  seek  no  other  ftmc, 
The  cry  is  up  and  scribblers  are  my  game. 

Byron*8  Engli$h  Bardo  and  Scotch  Retieworo 

Thou  shalt  not  write,  in  short,  but  what  I  choose : 

This  is  true  criticism,  and  you  may  kiss 

Exactly  as  you  please,  or  not,  the  rod. 

Byrofi. 

For  fear  some  prudish  readers  should  grow  skittish, 
I  *vc  bribed  my  grandmother's  review — ^the  British. 

Byron, 

His  **  bravo"  was  decisive,  for  that  sound 
Hushed  **  academic"  sighed  in  silent  awe ; 
The  fiddlers  trembled  as  he  looked  around, 
For  fear  of  some  false  note's  detected  flow. 

ByrotCo  Beppo, 

Lords  of  the  quill,  whose  critical  assaults 
O'crthrow  whole  quartos  with  their  quires  of  faults ; 
Who  soon  detect  and  mark  where'er  we  fail. 
And  prove  our  marble  with  too  nice  a  nail ! 
Domocritus  himself  was  not  so  bad ; 
He  only  thought,  but  you  would  make  us  mad. 

Bynm. 
A  modem  critic  is  a  thing  who  runs 
All  ways,  all  risks,  to  evitiate  his  duns ; 
Let  but  an  author  ask  him  home  to  dine, 
And  lend  him  money  while  he  gave  him  wine ; 
However  dull  the  trash  the  man  might  write, 
Its  praise  the  grateful  guest  would  stiU  endite. 

Byron. 

John  Keats,  who  was  kill'd  off  by  one  critique. 
Just  as  he  really  promised  something  great, 

If  not  intelligible,  vntliont  Greek 
Contrived  to  talk  about  the  gods  of  late. 

Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed  to  speak. 
Poor  il'llow !    His  was  an  untoward  fate, 

Tis  strange  the  mind,  that  very  fiery  particle. 

Should  let  itself  be  snuff  *d  out  by  an  article. 

Byroh, 

Ailcr  us  all  are  critics  to  a  man. 

Write  to  the  mind  and  heart,  and  let  the  ear 

Glean  after  what  it  can. 

BotZey 


CROWN. 

Why  doth  the  crown  lie  ihere  upon  his  pillow* 

Being  so  troublesome  a  bed-fellow  7 

O  polish'd  perturbation !  Golden  care ! 

That  keeps  the  ports  of  slumber  open  wide 

To  many  a  watchfbl  night !  he  sleeps  with't  now. 

Yet  not  so  sound,  and  half  so  sweet 

As  he,  whose  brow,  with  homely  biggin  boond. 

Snores  out  the  watch  of  night 

SOkda.  Henry  IV.   Part  '/ 
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CRUELTY. 


Do  but  think^ 
llow  severe  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown ; 
Witliin  whoso  circuit  is  oljsium, 
^Vnd  all  that  poets  feign  of  bliss  and  joy. 

Shak9,  Henry  IV,    PaH  III. 

J'jinpircs  to-day  are  upside  down. 

The  castle  kneels  beibre  the  town. 

The  monarch  fears  a  printer's  frown, 

A  brickbats  rango; 

Givs  mn.  in  prcicrcnce  to  a  crown. 

Five  sliillings  change 

HaUeck. 


CRUELTY. 

Oft  those  whose  cruelty  makes  many  mourn, 
Do  by  the  fires  which  they  first  kindle  burn. 

Earl  <^  SterUne, 

No  council  from  our  cruel  wilU  can  win  us, 
Bat  ills  once  done,  we  bear  our  guilt  within  os. 

John  Ford^B  Loc^s  Sacrifice, 

I  must  be  cruel  only  to  be  kind : 

Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind. 

Shaks,  HamkL 

Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural ; 

I  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none ; 

My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites. 

ShakM,  Handa. 

Shc->vDlf  of  France,  but  worse  than  wolves  of 

France, 
Whose  tongue  more  poisons  than  the  adder^s  tooth ! 
How  ill-bct)ccming  is  it  in  thy  sex 
To  triumph,  like  an  Amazonian  trull. 
Upon  their  woes,  whom  fortune  captivates. 

Skaks.  Henry  VL    PaH  III. 

O  tiger's  heart,  wrapt  in  a  woman's  hide ! 
How  could'st  thou  drain  the  life  blood  of  the  child  7 

8hak$,  Henry  VL    PaH  III. 

That  face  of  his  the  hung^ry  cannibals 

Would  not  have  touch'd,  would  not  baTo  stain'd 

with  blood ; 
Bat  you  are  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable,-* 
O  ten  times  more  than  tigers  of  Hyrcania. 

Shakt.  Henry  VL    Part  IIL 

Thou  art  come  to  answer 
A  stony  adversary,  on  inhuman  wretch 
Incapable  of  pity  Toid  and  empty 
From  ev'ry  drachm  of  mercy, 

Shakt.  Merchant  fjf  Venice.. 

N'citl.cr  bended  knees,  pure  hands  held  up, 

Nid  Bighs,  deep  groans,  nor  silver  shedding  tears, 

<>)*ild  penetrate  her  uncompassionate  sire. 

Shak»  Two  Gentlemen  cf  Verona. 


Was  this  a  &oe 

To  be  expos'd  against  the  warrmg  winds  7 

To  stand  against  the  deep  dread  bottled  thunder  ? 

In  the  most  terrible  and  nimble  stroke 

Of  quick  cross  lightning  7  mine  enemy's  dog. 

Though  he  had  bit  me,  should  have  stood  tJiat  ni<rlu 

Against  my  fire. 

Shake.  King  Lear. 

Spare  not  tiie  babe, 

Whose  dimpled  smiles  from  fools  exhaust  their 

mercy; 

Tliink  it  a  baBtard«  whom  the  oracle 

Hath  doubtfully  pronounced  tiiy  throat  shall  cut, 

And  mince  it  sans  remorse 

Shakf.  Timon. 

My  lord  of  Winchester,  yon  are  a  little, 
By  your  good  favour,  too  sharp ;  men  so  noble. 
However  fiiulty,  yet  should  find  respect 
For  what  they  havo  been:  'tis  a  cruelty 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Shake.  Henry  VUL 

Do  not  insult  calamity ; 
It  is  a  barbarous  grossnest  to  lay  on 
The  weight  of  scorn,  where  heavy  misery 
Too  much  already  weighs  men's  fortunes  down. 

Danid'e  PkUoiai. 

O  barbarous  men !  your  cruel  breasts  assuage, 
Why  vent  ye  on  the  generous  steed  your  rage  ? 
Does  not  his  service  earn  your  daily  bread  7 
Your  wives,  your  children,  by  his  labours  fed ! 
1^  as  the  Samian  taught,  the  soul  revives. 
And  shifling  seats  in  other  bodies  lives; 
Severe  shall  be  the  brutal  coachman's  change, 
Doom'd  in  a  hackney  horse  the  town  to  range ; 
Car-men  transformed,  the   groaning  load  shall 

draw. 
Whom  other  tyrants  with  the  lash  shall  awe. 

Gay'8  Trim 

O  breasts  of  pity  void !  t'  oppress  the  weak. 
To  point  your  vengeance  at  the  friendless  head, 
And  with  one  mutual  cry  insult  the  fallen  S 
EmUem  too  just  of  man's  degenerate  race. 

SomervUle's  Cha$i, 

Villain,  abhorred  villain ! 
Hath  he  not  push'd  me  to  extremity  7 
Are  these  wild  limbs,  these  scarr'd  and  scathed 

limbs. 
This  wasted  frame,  a  mark  for  human  malice  7 
There  have  been  those  who  from  the  high  bark's 

side 

Have  whelm'd  their  enemy  in  the  flashing  deep; 

But  who  have  watch'd  to  see  his  struggiing  handsi 

To  hear  the  sob  of  *death  7 

Jfoliirtii's  Bertram. 


CURIOSITY  -  CURSES. 
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I  would  not  enter  on  my  liai  of  friends  I 

{Though  grac*d  with  polish*d  muinerfl  and  'fine 

sense, 
Yet  wonting  sensibility)  the  man 
Who  needlessly  sets  toot  upon  a  worm. 
An  inadvertent  step  may  crush  the  snail 
'i?iat  crawls  at  evening  in  tho  public  path, 
Dut  he  that  h^s  humanity,  forewarned, 
Will  tread  aside  and  let  the  reptile  live. 

Cowper's  Task, 

Thoo  fairest  flower, 

Why  didgt  thou  fling  thyself  across  my  path? 

My  tiger  spring  must  crush  thee  in  its  way, 

fiat  cannot  pause  to  pity  thee. 

Moturin^B  Bertram, 

ChkI  of  heart,  and  strong  of  arm, 
liood  in  his  sport,  and  keen  for  spoil, 

He  little  reck*d  of  good  or  harm, 
Fierce  both  in  mirth  and  toil ; 

Vet  like  a  dog-  could  fawn,  if  need  thcro  were ; 

Speak  mildly,  when  he  would,  or  look  in  fear. 

Dana^B  Buccaneer, 


CURIOSITY. 

The  over  cnrloui  are  not  over  wise. 

Macttnger. 

He  who  would  pry 

B<,'hind  the  scenes  ofl  sees  a  counterfeit 

Dryden, 

Conceal  ycrsel*  as  weel*8  ye  can 

Fra*  critical  dissection ; 

^A  keck  thro*  every  other  roan 

W^ith  lengthened,  sly  inspection. 

Bumc, 

Eve, 

With  aU  the  fVuiU  of  Eden  blest. 

Save  only  one,  rather  than  leave 

That  one  unknown  lost  all  the  rest. 

AJPdrc 

I  loathe  that  low  vice,  Curioeity* 

oyrtm, 

—Curiosity !  who  hath  not  felt 

Its  spirit,  and  before  its  altar  knelt  7 

Sprague*»  Curiomty, 

Ikw  many  a  noble  art,  now  widely  known. 
Owes  iiM  young  impulse  to  this  power  alone ! 

Sprague, 

W2iat  boots  it  to  your  dust,  your  son  were  bom 
An  em^re*s  idol  or  a  rabble's  scorn  T 
Think  ye  the  franchls'd  spirit  shall  retam, 
To  share  his  triumph,  his  disgrace  to  mourn  7 
Ah,  cimonty !  by  thee  inspired 
This  troth  to  know  how  ofl  has  man  eoqnii'd  i 

iSJpnifve. 


Faith  we  may  boast,  undarkonM  by  a  doubt, 

We  thirst  to  find  each  awfbl  secret  out 

S2^rGgue» 

The  enquiring  spirit  will  not  be  controlled. 
We  would  make  certain  all,  and  all  behold. 

The  curious  questioning  eye. 
That  plucks  the  heart  of  every  mystery. 

OrenriUe  MeUen 


CURSES. 

But  curses  are  like  arrows  shot  upright. 
That  oflentimes  on  our  own  heads  do  light ; 
And  many  times  ourselves  in  rage  prove  worst ; 
Tho  fi>x  ne*or  better  thrives,  but  when  q^ceurst 

VaUanI  WdshntafL 

I  do  not  wish  them  Egypt's  plagues,  but  e'en 

As  bad  as  they :  I  '11  add  unto  them  seven. 

I  wish  not  grasshoppers,  frogs,  and  liec  come  dovi  n, 

But  clouds  of  moths  in  ev*ry  shop  1*  th'  town. 

Then,  honest  devil  to  their  ink  convey 

Somo  aqtut  fortis,  tliat  may  cat  away 

Their  books. 

Randolph, 

I  could 
Accuse  my  unkind  destiny ;  declaim 
Against  the  pow'r  of  love ;  rail  at  the  charms 
Of  language  and  proportion,  tiiat  betray  us 
To  hasty  sorrow  and  too  late  repentance ; 
But  breath  is  this  way  lost. 

ShirUy^a  Loee'c  CrueUy. 

All  the  infections  that  the  sun  sucks  up 

FVom  bogs,  fbns,  flats,  on  Prosper  fall,  and  make 

him 

By  inch-mQal  a  disease  \  His  spirits  hear  me, 

And  yet  I  needs  must  curse  him. 

ShakB,  Tempeti, 

Am  wicked  dew  as  e'er  my  mother  brush'd 

With  raven  feathers  from  unwholesome  fen, 

Drop  on  you  both  I  a  south-west  Mow  on  ye, 

And  blister  you  all  o'er ! 

Shake  TempfML 

If  heaven  have  any  grievous  plagues  in  store, 

Bjccccding  those  that  I  can  wish  upon  thee, 

O  let  them  keep  it  till  thy  sins  be  ripe. 

And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 

On  thee,  the  trouble  of  the  poor  world's  peace  i 

Shah,  Rienard  lit 
If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it, 
Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light. 
Whose  ugly  and  unnatural  aspect 
May  fHght  the  hopeffal  mother  at  the  view; 
And  that  be  heir  to  his  unhappiness. 

Shake,  Riehatft  IJi. 
10 
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CUBSBa 


Take  with  thee  th j  meet  heavy  curse ; 
Which  in  the  dity  of  battle  tire  thee  more, 
Than  all  the  complete  armoar  that  thou  wear*st ! 

8hak$,  Riekttrd  III. 

The  worm  of  conscience  stiQ  be-jpiaw  thy  soul ! 
Thy  friends  soflpect  for  traitors  while  thou  liv'st. 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  dearest  friends ! 
No  sleep  close  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine^ 
Unless  it  be  while  some  tormenting^  dream 
Ai&ig^hts  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils ! 
Thou  elvish-mark*d,  abortive,  rooting  hog ! 

Shaht.  Rkkmrd  JL 

Let  this  pernicious  hour 
Stand  aye  aocuned  in  the  calendar ! 

SkaUMaebdk. 

May  never  glorious  sun  reflex  his  beams 
Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode ! 
But  darkness  and  the  gbomy  shade  of  death 
Environ  you  till  mischief  and  despair 
Drive  you  to  break  your  necks,  or  hang  yourselves. 

Shakt.  Hemry  VL    Pmri  L 

Now  the  red  pestilence  strike  all  trades  in  Rome, 

And  occupations  perish! 

Shak$.  CorJoZsiMS. 

All  the  contagion  of  the  south  light  on  you. 

You  shames  of  Rome !  yon  herd  of Boils  and 

plagues 

Plaster  you  o*er ;  that  you  may  be  abhorred 

Further  than  seen,  and  one  infect  another 

Against  the  wind  a  mile  I 

Shak$.  ContlUmim. 

If  he  say  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 

Rot  half  a  grain  a  day !  — he  lies  to  the  heart. 

Shakt,  Othdh. 

You  nimble  lightnings,  dart  you)'  blinding  flames 
Into  hor  scornful  eyes !  —  Infect  her  beauty. 
You  ien-sock'd  fogs,  drawn  by  the  powerful  sun, 
T*o  fall  and  blast  her  pride ! 

Shakg.  King  Lear. 

Feed  not  thy  sovereign*s  foe,  thou  gentle  earth. 
Nor  with  thy  sweets  comfort  his  ravenous  sense : 
But  let  thy  spiders  that  suck  up  thy  venom. 
And  heavy-gaited  coads,  lie  in  their  way. 

ShaU  Richard  IL 
Piety  and  fear. 
Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  justice,  truth. 
Domestic  awe,  night-rest  and  neighbourhood. 
Instruction^  manoers,  mysteries  and  trades. 
Degrees,  observances,  customs  and  lawsi 
Decline  to  your  confounding  oontranes. 
And  yet  confusion  live ! — Plagues  incident  to  men 
Yuur  potent  and  infectious  fevers  heap 
(M  Athens  ripe  for  stroke  I 

Shalc$,  Timon. 


A  plague  upon  them !  wherefore  should  I  curaa 

them? 
Would  curses  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake*8  groan, 
1  would  invent  as  bitter  searching  terms, 
As  curst,  as  harsh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Dcliver*d  strongly  through  my  fixed  teeth. 
With  full  as  many  signs  of  deadly  hate. 
As  lcan-foc*d  Envy  in  her  loathsome  cave. 
My  tongue  should  stumble  in  mine  earncfit  wordsi 
Mine  eyes  should  sparkle  like  tlic  beaten  flint. 
Mine  hair  be  fixed  on  end  like  one  distract  — 
Ay,  ev'ry  joint  should  seem  to  curse  and  ban. 
And  even  now  my  burdened  heart  would  break. 
Should  I  not  curse  them.     Poison  be  their  drink ! 
Gall,  worse  than  gall,  the 'daintiest  meat  they  taste ! 
Their  sweetest  shade  a  grove  of  cypress  trees ! 
TTicir  choicest  prospects  murdering  basilisks ! 
Their  soflcst  touch,  as  smart  as  lizards*  stings ! 
Their  music  ftightful  as  the  serpents*  hiss ! 
And  boding  screech-owls  make  the  concert  full ! 

Shaks.  Henry  VI.     Pari  IL 

Oh !  I  will  curse  thee  till  thy  frighted  soul 

Runs  mad  with  horror. 

Lee's  C^uar  Borgia, 

May  sorrow,  shame,  and  sickness  overtake  her, 

And  all  her  beauties,  like  my  hopes,  be  blasted. 

Rawe*s  Royal  ConverL 

Plagues  and  palsy. 

Disease  and  pestilence  consume  the  robber, 

Infest  his  blood,  and  wither  ev*ry  pow*r. 

Brown's  Athdtian. 

I  curse  thee  not ! 

For  who  can  better  curse  the  plague  or  devil. 

Than  to  be  what  they  are :  that  curse  be  tiiine. 

Dryden^o  Don  Sebastian. 

Ruin  seize  thee,  ruthless  king  I 
Confusion  on  thy  banners  wait, 
Though  fonn*d  by  conquest's  crimson  wing 
They  mock  the  air  with  idle  state. 
Helm,  nor  hauberk's  twisted  mail. 
Nor  e*en  thy  virtues,  tyrant,  shall  avail 
To  save  thy  secret  soul  from  nightly  fears, 
From  Cambria's  curse,  from  Cambria's  tears. 

Gray's  Bard, 

May  curses  blast  thy  arm !  may  Etna's  fires 
Convulse  the  land ;  to  its  foundation  shake 
The  groaning  isle.    May  civil  discord  bear 
Her  flaming  brand  thro'  all  the  realms  of  Greece: 
And  the  whole  race  expire  in  pangs  like  mine. 
/  Murph^s  Grecian  Daughter. 

But  no,  I  will  not  curse  them :  thro*  the  world 
A  curse  will  follow  them,  like  the  black  plague. 
Tracking  their  footsteps  ever, — day  and  night. 
Morning  and  eve,  summer  and  winter — ever. 

Proctor's  Mirondoia. 


CUSTOM. 


Ill 


Go,  rirtDoos  dame,  to  thy  most  happy  lord. 
And  Bertram's  imago  taint  your  kiss  with  poison. 

MaturMs  Bertntm. 

Bkat,  blast  het  charms,  some  bloom^estroying  air ! 
And  torn  his  lovo  to  loathing* ;  but  let  her's 
Know  no  decrease,  that  disappointment. 
Lover's  worst  hell,  may  meet  her  warmest  wishes, 
And  make  her  carse  the  hour  in  which  she  wedded. 
EUxabelh  Hayvxod't  Duke  pf  Brunnoick, 

May  the  swords 
And  wings  of  fiery  cherubim  pursue  him. 
By  day  and  night — snakes  spring  up  in  his  path — 
Earth's  fruit  be  ashes  in  his  mouth — the  leaves 
On  which  he  lays  his  head  to  sleep  be  strew'd 
With  scorpions !  may  his  dreams  be  of  his  Yictim, 
His  waking  a  continual  dread  ot  death ! 

ByrmCt  Catiu 

May  the  grass  wither  irom  thy  feet!  the  woods 

Deny  thee  shelter !  earth  a  home  I  the  dust 

A  grave !  the  son  his  light !  and  heaven  her  God. 

Byron'«  Cairu 

By  thy  cold  breast  and  serpent  smile, 

By  thy  un&thom'd  gulfs  of  guile. 

By  that  most  seeming  virtuous  eye, 

By  that  abut  soul's  hypocrisy, 

By  the  perfection  of  thine  art 

Which  pass'd  for  human  thine  own  heart, 

By  the  delight  in  others'  pain. 

And  by  thy  brotherhood  of  Cain, 

I  call  upon  thee  and  compel 

Thyself  to  be  thy  proper  hcU. 

Byrtm's  Manfred. 

Cursed  be  the  social  wants 

That  sin  ag-ainst  the  strength  of  youth. 
Coned  be  the  social  lies 

That  warp  us  from  the  living  truth! 
Cursed  be  the  sickly  forms 

That  err  finom  honest  nature's  rule ! 

And  cursed  be  the  gold  that  gilds 

The  straighten'd  forehead  of  a  fool ! 

Tennynn. 

A  curse  is  like  a  cloud — tt  passes. 

Btuiey* 

He  turns  and  curses  in  his  wiath 
Both  man  and  child;  then  hastes  away 

Shoreward,  or  takes  some  gloomy  path; 
But  there  he  cannot  stay ; 

Tenor  and  darkness  drive  him  back  to  men ; 

ffis  hato  of  man  to  solitude  again. 

DaiuCe  Bueeaneer. 


CUSTOM. 

Custom  in  course  of  honour,  ever  errs : 

And  t&cy  arc  best,  whom  fortune  least  prefbrs. 

/onson't  Poetaeier, 


Custom  in  ills  tliat  do  affect  the  sense, 
Make  reason  useless  when  it  should  direct 
The  ills  refbrming :  men  habituate 
In  any  evil,  't  is  their  greatest  curse : 
Advice  doth  seldom  mend,  but  makes  them  worse 

Nabb*9  MicTOcomttu$ 

Tis  base. 
And  argues  a  low  spirit,  to  be  tanght 
By  custom,  and  to  let  the  vulgar  grow 
To  our  example. 

Meatfe  Combat  qfLatoe  and  Friendship 

That  monster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  eat 

Of  habits  evil,  is  angel  yet  in  this ; 

That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good. 

He  likewise  gives  a  frock,  or  livery, 

That  aptly  is  put  on :  refrain  to-night ; 

And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 

To  the  next  abstinence ;  the  next,  more  easy ; 

For  use  can  almost  change  the  stamp  of  nature, 

And  master  ev'n  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out. 

With  wondrous  potency. 

Shahs.  Handti. 

But  to  my  mind ;  —  though  I  am  native  here. 
And  to  the  manner  born,  —  it  is  a  custom 
More  honour'd  in  the  breach,  than  the  observance. 

Shak9,  HamleL 

The  tyrant  custom,  roost  grave  senators, 

Hath  made  tlie  flinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 

My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down. 

Shak$.OthdUk 

Thou,  nature,  art  my  goddess ;  to  thy  law 
My  services  are  bound ;  wherefore  should  I 
Stand  to  the  plague  of  custom. 

Shdk$.  Lear 

Custom's  the  world's  great  idol  we  adore. 
And  knowing  this,  we  seek  to  know  no  more. 
What  education  did  at  first  conceive, 
Our  ripen'd  eye  confirms  us  to  believe. 
The  careful  nurse,  and  priest,  are  all  we  need. 
To  learn  opinions,  and  our  country's  creed. 
The  parents'  precepts  early  are  instill'd. 
And  spoil  the  man,  while  they  instruct  the  child. 

Jekn  Pomfrel 

Custom  docs  often  reason  overrule, 
And  only  serves  for  reason  to  the  fboL 

RocJiesttr 

Custom  forms  us  all ;  v 
Our  thoughts,  our  morals,  our  most  flx'd  belief 
Are  consequences  of  our  place  of  birth. 

HtlTe  Zatik. 

Custom,  *t  is  true,  a  ^lenerable  tyrant. 

O'er  servile  man  extends  her  blind  dominion. 

TAsmson's  Tancrea  ana  SifiemunOm 
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DANCING  •  DANDY. 


Such  dupet  are  men  to  cmtom,  and  ao  prone 
1  o  rcvVence  what  is  ancient,  and  can  plead 
A  course  of  lon^  obeervaace  for  ita  nae, 
'Jliat  even  servitude,  the  worst  of  iUs, 
Because  delivcrM  down  from  sire  to  son, 
la  iiept  and  (piarded  as  a  sacred  thing. 

Cowper'9  Ta9L 
Man  yields  to  custom  as  he  bows  to  fato. 
In  all  tilings  ruled — mind,  body  and  estate; 
In  pain,  in  sickness,  we  for  cure  apply 
To  them  we  know  not,  and  we  know  not  why. 

Cnlbe, 
Habit  with  him  was  all  the  test  of  truth, 
■*  It  must  be  right:  I'  ve  done  it  from  my  youth.'* 

Crahbe. 


DANCING. 

Dear  creature !  you*d  swear, 
Wlien  her  delicate  feet  in  the  dance  twinkle  round. 
That  her  steps  are  of  light,  that  her  home  is  the  air. 
And  she  only,  **par  complaisance"  touches  the 
ground.  Moore's  Fudge  Family, 

How  sweetly  Marian  sweeps  along ! 
Her  step  is  music,  and  her  voice  is  song. 
Rilvcr-sandaird  foot !  how  blest 
1*0  bear  the  breathing  heaven  above. 
Which  on  thee,  Atla84ike,  doth  rest. 
And  round  tliee  move. 

Bailejf. 

Such  a  dancer ! 
Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies  she  must  answer. 

ByrotL 
And  then  he  danced  —  oil  foreigners  excel 
The  serious  Angles  in  the  eloquence 
Of  pantomime ;  —  he  danced,  I  say,  right  well. 
With  emphasis,  and  also  with  good  sense  — 
A  thing  in  footing  indispensable : 
He  danced  without  theatrical  pretence, 
Not  like  a  ballet-master  in  the  van 
Of  his  drillM  nymphs,  but  like  a  gentleman. 

Byron, 
Chaste  were  his  steps,  each  kept  within  due  bound, 
And  elegance  was  sprinkled  o*er  his  figure ; 
Like  swift  Camilla,  he  scarce  skimmM  the  ground, 
And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  vigour. 
And  then  he  had  an  ear  for  music's  sound. 
Which  might  defy  a  crotohet  critic's  rigour. 
Such  classic  pas-— sans  flaws  —  set  off  our  hero, 
He  glanced  like  a  personified  Bolero. 

Byrim'B  ChOde  Hanld. 
A  thousand  hearte  beat  happily;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  ite  voluptuous  swell, 
8oft  eyes  look'd  love  to  eyes  which  spake  again. 
And  an  went  merry  as  a  marriage-belL 

ByraCs  CkOde  HanlUL 


What  I  the  girl  I  adore  by  another  embraced ! 
What !  the  balm  of  her  lips  shall  another  man  taste  I 
What !  touch'd  in  tlie  twirl  by  another  man's  knee ! 
What !  pant  and  recline  on  another  than  me  I 
Sir !  abo  's  yours !  From  the  grape  you  have  preas'd 

the  sofl  blue ! 
From  the  rose  you  have  shaken  the  tremulous  dew ! 
What  you've  touch'd,  you  may  take !    Pretty 
waltaer,  adieu !"  Byrom, 

I  gax'd  upon  the  dance,  where  ladies  hight 

Were  moving  in  the  light 
Of  mirrors  and  of  lamps.    With  music  and  with 
flowers. 
Danced  on  the  joyous  hours ; 
And  fiiirest  bosoms 
Heav'd  happily  beneath  the  winter  roses'  blossoms : 
And  it  is  well ; 
Youth  hath  ite  time. 
Merry  hearte  will  merrily  chime. 
^  C.  P.  Crgnek 

I  saw  her  at  a  country  ball ; 

Tliere  when  the  sound  of  flute  and  fiddle 
Gave  signal  sweet  in  that  old  hall. 

Of  hands  across  and  down  the  middle. 
Hers  was  the  subtlest  spell  by  for 

Of  all  that  sete  young  hearts  romancing; 
She  was  our  queen,  our  rose,  our  ster ; 
And  when  she  danced— -oh,  heaven,  her  dancing ! 

Praed. 
I  love  to  go  and  mingle  with  the  young 
In  the  gay  fostel  room  —  when  every  heart 
Is  beating  flister  tlian  the  merry  tunc. 
And  tlicir  blue  eyes  are  restless,  and  their  lips 
Parted  with  'eager  joy,  and  their  round  checks 
Flush'd  with  the  beautiful  motion  of  the  dance. 

WiBu. 


DANDY. 

Ev'ry  morning  does 

Tliis  fellow  put  himself  upon  the  rack. 

With  putting  on 's  apparel,  and  manfully 

Endures  his  taylor,  when  ho  screws  and  wroste 

His  body  into  the  foshion  of 

His  doublet* 

Shirley^t  Bird  in  a  Cage. 

The  boot  pinched   hard  —  the  suffering   dandy 

sighed ! 
Jane  fondly  thought  the  sigh  her  beauty's  due ; 
**  Bootless  your  passion.  Sir !"  she  proudly  cried, 
**Ah!"  sighed  the  fop,  **  would  I  were  bootless 

too!"  Jtfff .  Oigood. 

Oh !  save  me,  ye  powers,  from  these  pinks  of  the 

nation, 
These  tea-teble  heroes !  these  lords  of  creatkioL 

SsiiiMigiiJidi 


DANGER -DEATH. 
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DANGER. 

The  al>8cnt  danger  greater  still  appean ; 
Leas  fears  he,  who  is  near  the  thing  he  fears. 

Dani^s  Cleopatra, 

^leak,  speak,  let  terror  ttriko  slaTes  mtite. 
Much  danger  makes  great  hearts  most  resolute. 

Martton'9  SaphtmMa. 

What  is  danger 
More  fhan  the  weakness  of  oar  apprehensions  ? 
A  poor  cold  part  o'  th'  blood ;  who  takes  it  hold  of? 
GowBids  and  wicked  liTers:  valiant  minds 
Were  made  the  masters  of  it 

Beavmant  and  Fldcher*9  Chancm, 
Oar  dangers  and  delights  are  near  allies ; 
From  the  same  stem  the  rose  and  prickle  rise. 

AhfttCt  PoiUUrt. 

Danger  knows  foil  well, 
That  Oesar  is  more  dangerous  than  he : 
We  are  two  lions  litterM  in  one  day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible. 

Shak9»  Julius  C&aar, 

Now  I  will  miclasp  a  secret  book, 
And  to  jronr  quick-conceiving  discontents 
I  *I1  read  jon  matter  deep  and  dangerous ; 
As  full  of  peril,  and  advent*roas  spirit. 
As  to  o*erwalk  a  current,  roaring  loud, 
Oa  tbe  misteadfast  fboting  of  a  spear  I 

Shaks,  Henry  IV.    Part  J. 
He  that  stands  upon  a  slippery  place, 
Ibkes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  stay  him  up. 

Sha1c9.  King  John. 

Thus  hare  I  shunnM  the  fire,  for  fear  of  burning ; 

And  dlrenehM  me  in  the  sea,  where  I  am  drown*d. 

Shakt,  Tiro  Gentlemen  pf  Verona, 

We  have  scotcVd  the  snake,  not  killM  it. 

She  *I1  close,  and  be  herself;  whilst  our  poor  malice 

RBmnins  in  danger  of  her  former  tooth. 

Shaks.  Maeheih, 

JhoQ  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  fijewell ! 
I  took  thee  fi>r  thy  better ;  take  thy  fortune : 
llioa  find'st,  to  be  too  busy,  is  some  danger. 

Shaks,  HandtL 

Then  moimte !  then  mounte,  brave  gallants,  all, 

And  don  your  helmcs  amaine : 

Deathe's  oooners,  Fame  and  Honor,  coll 

Us  to  the  field  againe. 

JfecAcnodZ. 

Kw«  faSant  Sazoo !  hold  thy  vwn ; 
No  maiden's  arm  is  round  thee  thrown ! 
Utat  desperate  grasp  thy  frame  might  &el 
Thmngh  bvs  of  brass  and  triple  steeL 

H 


Moore, 


There  *s  not  a  cloud  in  that  blue  plain, 
But  telte  of  storm  to  come  or  past ;  — 

Here,  flying  loosely  as  the  mane 
Of  a  young  war-horse  in  the  blast ;  — 

There,  roUM  in  masses  dark  and  swelling, 

As  proud  to  be  the  thundcr*8  dwelling. 

Tliou  little  know'st 
What  he  can  brave,  who,  born  and  nurst 
In  danger's  paths,  has  dared  her  worst ! 
Upwi  whoso  ear  the  signal-word 

Of  strife  and  death  is  hourly  breaking ; 
Wlio  sleeps  with  head  upon  the  sword 

His  fcver*d  hand  must  grasp  in  waking. 

JfOOfCa 

Was  none  who  could  be  foremost 

To  lead  such  dire  attack ; 
But  those  behind  cried  **  Forward  !** 

And  those  before  cried  "  Back !" 
And  backveard  now  and  forward 

Wavers  the  deep  array ; 
And  on  the  tossing  sea  of  steel 
To  and  fro  the  standards  reel, 
And  the  victorious  trumpct-peal 

Dies  fitfully  away. 

.    Maeaulcy, 

He  led  on ;  but  thoughts 
SeemM  gathering  round  which  troubled  him.  Tlie 

veins 
Grew  visible  upon  his  swarthy  brow« 
And  his  proud  lip  was  prcssM  as  if  with  pain. 
He  trod  less  firmly ;  and  his  restless  eye 
GIanc*d  forward  frequently,  as  if  some  ill 
He  dared  not  meet  were  there. 

WilHs. 

To-night  yon  pilot  shall  not  sleep, 

Who  trims  his  nanrow*d  sail ; 
To-night  yon  frigate  scarce  shall  keep 

Her  broad  breast  to  the  gale. 

0.  W,  Utlmm. 


DEATH. 

And  afler  all  came  Ufb,  and  lastly  death ; 
Death  with  most  grim  and  griesley  visage  scene, 
Yet  he  is  nought  but  parting  of  tlie  breath, 
Ne  ought  to  see,  but  like  a  shake  to  weene, 
Unbodied,  unsonrd,  miheaid,  unaeene. 

Spenser's  Fairy  Quuh, 

Come  then,  codie  soon ;  come,  sweetest  death  to  me 
And  take  away  this  long  !ent  loatlied  light . 
Sharpe  be  thy  wounds,  but  sweete  the  medicines  be 
Tliat  long  eapthred  soules  from  weary  thraldome 
free.  Spenser's  Fairy  QueeA 
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This  world  death**  region  u,  the  other  lifers ; 
And  hero,  it  should  be  one  of  our  first  strifes. 
So  to  front  death,  as  each  might  judge  us  past  it: 
For  good  men  but  tee  death,  the  wicked  ta$U  it 

D-jath  is  the  port  where  all  may  refuge  find, 
*nie  end  of  labour,  entry  unto  rest ; 
Death  hath  the  bounds  of  misery  confin'd. 
Whose  sanctuary  shrouds  affliction  best. 

Eari  ofSUrUne. 

What  life  rcfusM,  to  gain  by  death  he  thought: 
For  life  and  death  arc  but  iudiff*rent  tilings, 
And  of  themselves  not  to  be  shunned  nor  soi^ht. 
But  for  the  good  or  ill  that  cither  brings. 

Eaii  ofSterUne. 

For  though  the  soul  of  man 
Be  got  when  he  is  made ;  *t  is  bom  but  then 
When  man  doth  die :  our  body*8  as  the  womb, 
And,  as  a  midwife  death  directs  it  home. 

Dr,  Donne. 

Our  lives,  cut  off 
In  our  young  prime  of  years,  are  like  green  herbs, 
With  which  wo  strew  Uie  hearses  of  our  friends : 
For  as  their  virtue  gather^,  when  they  *ro  green, 
Before  they  wither,  or  corrupt,  is  best ; 
So  we  in  virtue  are  tlie  best  for  death, 
Wiiilc  yet  we  have  not  liT*d  to  such  an  oge. 
That  the  increasing  canker  of  our  sins 
Hath  spread  too  far  upon  us. 

Toumeur's  AtheisVe  Tragedy. 

He  could  no  longer  death*s  expectance  bear. 
For  death  is  less  than  death*s  continual  fear. 

Aleyn'B  Henry  VIL 

O  death !  why  art  thou  fear*d  7  why  do  we  think 
'T  is  such  a  horrid  terror  not  to  be  7 
Why,  not  to  be,  is  not  to  be  a  wretch. 
Why,  not  to  be,  is  to  be  like  the  heavens. 
Not  to  be  subject  to  the  powV  of  fate: 

0  there  *s  no  happiness  but  not  to  be. 

GomerMaWe  Ladooiek  Sforza. 

1  buned  sorrow  for  his  death. 

In  the  grave  with  him.    I  did  never  think 
He  was  immortal,  tliough,  I  vow,  I  grieve, 
And  see  no  reason  why  the  vicious, 
Virtuous,  valiant,  and  unworthy  men 
S!iould  die  alike. 

Mauinger  and  FiMs  Fatal  Dowry, 

tond,  foolish  man!  with  fear  of  death  surpris*d, 
Wliich  either  should  be  wish*d  for,  or  dcspis*d : 
This,  if  our  souls  with  bodies  death  destroy; 
That,  if  our  souls  a  second  life  enjoy : 
U'iiat  else  is  to  be  fbar'd?  when  we  shall  gain 
Kirrnal  Ii&,  or  have  no  sense  of  pain. 

Denham. 


The  bad  man*B  death  is  horror ;  but  the  just 
Keeps  something  of  his  gbry  in  his  dust 

HahbingUnCe  Caeiam 
The  wisest  men  are  glad  to  die ;  no  fear 
Of  death  can  touch  a  true  philosopher. 
Death  sets  the  soul  at  liberty  to  fly. 
Which,  whilst  imprisoned  in  the  body  here. 
She  cannot  learn :  a  true  phikMopher 
Makes  death  his  common  practice,  while  he  llvesi 
And  every  day,  by  contemplation,  strives 
To  separate  the  soul,  fkr  as  he  can. 
From  ofi"  the  body. 

Jtfay*«  CmUhtuatiaa  efLueam. 

*Tis  mere  fondness  in  our  nature, 
A  certain  clownish  cowardice,  that  still 
Would  stay  at  home,  and  dares  not  venture 
Into  foreign  ooantriea,  though  better  than 
Its  own*-* ha— what  countries  7  for  we  receive 
Descriptions  of  the  other  world  from  our  divinet, 
As  blind  men  take  relation  of  this  from  us. 

SuMxng^9  Bretmordk 

Death  is  honourable,  advantageous. 
And  necessary :  honourable  in 
Old  men  to  make  room  for  younger ; 
Advantageous  to  those  that  get  legacies 
By  it ;  and  necessary  for  married 
People,  that  have  no  other  gaol-delivery. 

Pane**  Laoe  in  the  Daih 
Oh  death  I  death !  death !  thou  a.rt  not  half  so  cruel 
In  thy  destructions  of  the  prosperous 
As  in  not  killing  wretches  that  would  die. 

Founiain^t  JReward$  of  Virtue, 

The  sense  of  death  is  most  in  apprehension; 

And  the  poor  beetle,  that  we  tread  upon. 

In  corporal  sufferance  finds  a  pang  as  great 

As  when  a  giant  diea 

Shako.  Mea,for  Hoe. 

That  liH:  is  better  life,  past  fearing  death, 

Than  that  which  lives  to  fear. 

Shako,  Mea.  for  He^ 

To  be  imprison*d  in  the  viewless  winds. 
And  blown  with  restless  violonco  round  about 
The  pendent  world ;  or  to  bo  worse  than  worst 
Of  those,  that  lawless  and  uncertain  thoughts 
Imagine  howling ! — U  is  too  horrible  ! 

Shako.  Meo.  for  Uta. 

The  weariest  and  meet  loathed  worldly  life. 
That  age,  ache,  penury,  imprisonment. 
Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradise 
To  what  we  fear  of  death. 

Shako,  Mea.for  Jte 

If  I  must  die, 

I  will  encounter  darkness  as  tt  bride. 

And  hug  it  in  mine  arms. 

Shako.  Mea.  for  Meo 
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Yes,  thou  must  die : 
Thoa  ait  too  noble  to  conserve  a  life 

In  base  tppliances. 

Shak$,  Mea,for  3f«i. 

0 1  do  fear  tbee,  Claudio ;  and  I  quake. 

Lest  thou  a  feverous  life  shonld^st  entertain. 

And  sui  or  seven  winters  moire  respect 

Hian  a  perpetual  honour. 

SJtaki.  Mea.for  Mea, 

Cowards  die  manj  times  before  their  deaths; 

The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 

Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard. 

It  leenis  to  me  most  strange  that  men  should  iear ; 

Seeing  that  death  a  necessary  end, 

Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 

Skaka*  Julius  Casar, 

Why  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life, 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Shaki.  Juliui  CiBnr. 

0  mighty  Geear !  dost  thou  lie  so  low  7 

Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils, 
Shrunk  to  this  little  measure  7 

Shak»,  JuUu$  Ctumr, 
fiat  yesterday  the  word  of  Oesar  might 
Have  stood  against  the  world :  now  lies  he  there, 
And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

Shaks*  Juliua  CoBtar. 

Fates !  we  will  know  your  pleasures :  — 

That  we  shall  die,  vre  know ;  *t  is  but  the  time. 

And  drawing  dayB  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 

Shaks,  Julius  Casar, 

O,  our  lives'  sweetness ! 

That  with  the  pain  of  death  wo*d  hourly  die 

Hather  than  die  at  once. 

Shaka,  King  Lmr. 

O  you  mighty  gods ! 

Iliis  world  I  do  renounce ;  and  in  your  sight. 

Shake  patiently  my  great  affliction  off.  * 

Shiks.  King  Lear, 

Had  I  but  died  an  hour  befi>re  this  chance, 

1  had  liv'd  a  blessed  time;  for,  from  this  instant, 
^ere  *s  nothing  serious  in  mortality : 

All  is  but  toys ;  renown  and  grace  is  dead : 
The  wine  of  life  is  drawn,  and  the  mere  lees 
Is  left  this  Tanit  to  brag  ot, 

Shaks,  Macbeth. 

Had  I  as  many  sons  as  I  have  hairs, 
I  would  not  wish  them  to  a  £urcr  death. 

Shaks,  Macbetk 
Duncan  is  in  his  grave ; 
Aflor  Ufe*8  fitful  fever  he  sleeps  well : ' 
Treason  has  done  his  worst :  nor  steel,  nor  poison, 
M^ice  domestic,  foreign  levy,  nothing. 
Can  touch  liim  further. 

Shaks,  Maebdk, 


The  sleeping,  and  the  dead. 

Are  but  as  pictures :  *tis  tho  eye  of  childhood 

Hiat  fears  a  painted  devil. 

Shaks.  Maebetk 

Receive  what  cheer  you  may ; 

The  night  is  long  that  never  finds  a  day. 

Shaks.  Macbeth. 

» 

Death  lies  on  her  like  an  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field. 

Shaks,  Romeo  and  Juliet. 

Ah !  dear  Juliet, 
Why  art  titou  yet  so  fair  7  shall  I  believe 
That  unsubstantial  death  is  amorous. 
And  that  the  lean  abhorred  monster  keeps 
Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  paramour  7 

Shaks.  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

Herein  fortune  shows  herself  more  kind 
Than  is  her  custom :  it  is  still  her  use. 
To  let  the  wretched  man  outlive  his  wealth, 
To  view  with  hollow  eyes  and  wrinkled  brow 
An  age  of  poverty ;  from  which  lingering  penanoo 
Of  such  misciy  doth  she  cut  me  off 

S?uiks,  Merchant  of  Venies, 

I  am  a  tainted  wether  of  the  flock, 
Mutest  for  death ;  the  weakest  kind  of  fruit 
Drops  earliest  to  the  ground,  and  so  let  me. 

Shaks.  Merchant  of  Venice. 

The  tangoes  of  dying  men 
Enforce  attention,  like  deep  harmony ; 
Where  words  are  scarce,  they  're  eeldom  spent  xr 

vain; 
For  they  breathe  trnth,  that  breathe  their  words 

in  pain.  Shaks.  Richard  IL 

All  comfort  go  with  thee ! 
For  none  abides  with  me :  my  joy  is — death ; 
Deatli,  at  whose  name  I  ofl  have  been  afear'd, 
Becaure  I  wish'd  this  worid's  eternity. 

Shaks.  Henry  VI.    Part  U 

Ah,  what  a  sign  it  is  of  evil  life. 

When  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible ! 

Shaks.  Henry  VI.    Ptcrt  II 

Ah,  who  is  nigh  7  come  to  me,  friend  or  foe. 
And  tell  me  who  is  victor,  York,  or  Warwick  7 
Why  ask  I  that?  my  mangled  body  shows. 
My  blood,  my  want  of  strength,  my  sick  heart  sliowa 
That  I  must  yield  my  body  to  the  eartli, 
And  by  my  fall,  the  conquest  to  the  foe. 

Shaks,  Henry  VI.    Pati  III 

Hius  yields  the  cedar  to  tho  axe's  edge. 
Whose  arms  gave  shelter  to  the  princely  eagle. 
Under  whose  shade  tho  ramping  lion  slept ; 
Whoso  top-branch  overpeer'd  Jove's  spreading  tree* 
And  kept  low  shrubs  from  winter's  powerful  wind. 

Shaks,  Henry  VI.    Port  Hi 
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The  wrinkles  in  my  browii  now  fill*d  with  blood. 
Were  likenM  oil  to  kingly  acpiilehree ; 
For  wlio  liv*d  king,  bat  1  could  dig  his  gravot 
And  who  durst  aniiie  when  Warwick  bent  his  brow  7 

Shakt,  Henry  VL    Part  IIL 

Lo  now  m  J  glory  smearM  in  dust  and  blood ! 
My  parks,  my  walks,  mj  manors  that  I  had. 
Even  now  forsake  me  ;  and,  of  all  my  lands 
Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body*s  length ! 
Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  bat  earth  and 

dust? 
And  live  wc  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must 

Shakt.  Henry  VL    PaH  IIL 

O  amiable,  lovoly  death ! 

Ilwa  odoriferous  stench !  sound  rottenness ! 

Arise  forth  from  the  couch  of  lasting  night, 

Thou  hate  and  terror  to  prosperity, 

And  I  will  kiss  thy  detestable  bones ; 

And  ring  these  fingers  with  thy  household  worms ; 

And  stop  this  gap  of  breath  with  Ailsomo  dust. 

And  be  a  carrion  monster  like  thyself: 

Come,  grin  on  mo ;  and  I  will  think  thou  smll^st, 

And  buss  thee  as  my  wife  !    Mcrcy*s  love, 

O  come  to  me ! 

8hak$.  King  John, 

It  is  «oo  late ;  the  lift  of  all  his  blood 

Is  touchM  corruptibly ;  and  his  pure  brain 

(Which  some  soppote  the  bovTb  firail  dwelling. 

house) 
Dofh,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Foretel  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Shakn.  Kine  Jakn. 


There  is  so  hot  a  summer  in  my  bosom. 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  dust ; 
I  am  a  scribbled  form,  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment ;  and  against  this  fire 
Do  I  shrink  up. 

Shakn,  King  John, 

No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good, 
In  thee  there  b  not  half  an  hour's  life. 

Shakt.  HamleL 

Lay  her  i*  the  earth; 

\nd  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flesh 

May  violets  spring !  I  tell  thee,  churlish  priest, 

A  ministVing  angel  shall  my  sister  be. 

When  thou  licst  howling, 

8haki.HamUL 

iK>  riut  for  ever  with  thy  veiled  lids 

8c«k  lor  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust : 

Thoa  know'st,'tis  common;  all  that  live,. must 

die, 
fasring  through  nature  to  eternity. 

Shakn.  Hamht 


To  die  —  to  sleep- 
No  more ;  and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 
The  heart-ache,  and  the  thousand  natural  i^iocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to ; — *t  is  a  consummation 

Devoutly  to  be  wished. 

ShakM.Hmiti, 

To  die  -—  to  sleep  — 
To  sleep!  perchance  to  dream;— ay,  there's  the 

rub; 
For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may  come, 
When  we  have  shuffled  ofi*  this  mortal  coil, 
Must  give  us  pause :  There's  the  respect, 
Hiat  makes  calamity  of  so  long  lifb. 

Skako,  HwnUt 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of  time, 
The  oppressor's  wrong,  the  proud  man's  contumely, 
The  pangs  of  dcspis'd  love,  the  law's  delay, 
Hie  insolence  of  office,  and  the  spurns 
That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes, 
When  he  himself  might  his  quietos  make 
With  a  bare  bodkin  7  who  would  ftrdels  bear. 
To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  lift ; 
But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death— 
The  undisoever'd  country,  fhmi  whoee  bourn 
No  traveller  retains,  pussies  the  vrill ; 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  thoee  ills  we  have, 
lliaa  fly  to  othom  that  wo  know  not  of? 

8kak9.Hawid. 

About  the  hoar  of  eight,  (which  he  himself 
ForetoM  should  be  his  last,)  full  of  repentance, 
Continual  meditations,  tears  and  sorrows. 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again. 
His  blessed  part  to  heaven,  and  slept  in  peace. 

Shakn.  Htmy  VIII 

For  farther  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope ; 
Nor  will  I  sue;  although  the  king  have  mercies 
More  than  I  dare  make  faults. 

Skakn.  Hemry  VUL 

What,  old  aoquaintanee !  could  not  all  this  flesh 
Keep  in  a  little  lifbT  Poor  Jaek,  frrewoll! 
I  coidd  have  better  spared  a  better  man* 

Skakn.  Hemy  IV,   PariL 

My  olood  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  so  weak  a  m^d, 
That  it  will  quickly  drop ;  my  day  is  dim. 

Shaka.  Henry  IV.    Pmill 

I  better  brook  the  loss  of  brittle  life, 

Than  tliose  proud  titles  thou  hast  won  of  me ; 

They  wound  my  thoughts  worse  than  thy  sword 

my  flesh : 
But  thought's  the  slave  of  life,  and  lifb  time's  fbol; 
And  time,  that  takes  survey  of  all  the  world. 
Must  have  a  stop. 

Skaka.  Hemy  IT.   PM I 
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Brave  Percy :  ftre  thee  well ! 

ID-wwvod  ambition,  how  much  art  thou  shrank : 

When  that  tbia  body  did  eontain  a  spirit, 

A  kiii(rdoin  for  it  was  too  small  a  bound ; 

fiat  now,  two  paces  of  the  Tilest  earth 

Is  room  enough. 

SkttkB.  Henry  VL   Part  I. 

I,  in  my  own  woe  charm'd 
Could  not  find  death  where  I  did  hear  him  groan; 
Nor  feel  him,  where  he  struck ;  Being  an  ugly 

monster, 
'TIS  strange  he  hides  him  in  fresh  cups,  soft  beds, 
Sweet  words ;  or  hath  more  minbteis  tlnui  we 
That  draw  his  knives  i*  the  war. 

Inestimable  stones,  mivaliied  jewels, 
AH  Msatter'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 
Sums  lay  in  dead  men's  skulls;  and,  in  those  holes 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 
(As  H  were  in  aoorn  of  eyes)  reflecting  gems, 
TbatwooM  the  slimy  bottom  of  the  decp^ 
And  niockM  the  dead  bones  that  lay  scattered  by. 

ShakM.  Richard  HI. 

Here  Inrks  no  treason,  here  no  envy  swells, 
llcre  grow  no  damned  grudges ;  here  are  no  storms, 
No  noise,  but  silence  and  eternal  sleep. 

8h^  TUtit  Androi^eut, 

Here  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is  my  birth. 
And  very  sea-mark  of  my  utmost  sail 

Shak$.  OtkeUa. 

O  my  Kfe ! — my  wife ! 
Death,  that  hath  snckM  the  honey  of  thy  breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty : 
Thon  art  not  conqnerM :  beauty's  ensign  yet 
li  crimson  in  thy  lips,  and  in  thy  checks, 
And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there. 

Skak».  Romeo  and  JuHeL 

Let  no  man  fear  to  die,  we  love  to  sleep  all. 
And  death  is  bttt  the  sounder  deep. 

Beaumonfg  Humorouo  LietUenanL 

Why  should  man's  high  aspiring  mind 

Bom  in  him  with  so  proud  a  breath ; 

When  all  his  haughty  views  can  find 

In  this  world,  yield  to  death ; 

The  lair,  the  brave,  the  vain,  the  wise. 

The  rk^,  the  poor,  and  great  and  small. 

Are  each  but  worms'  anatomies, 

To  strew  liis  quiet  halL 

•  XantiL 

My  soul 

He  warm  embraces  of  her  flesh  is  now. 

Even  ptm  tbnaking;  the  frail  body  must 

Like  a  lost  feather  fall  from  off  tho  wing 

Of  vanity. 

if:  Chamberlain. 


I>sath  levels  all  things  in  his  mardi. 
Nought  canr resist  his  mighty  strength; 
The  paiace  proud, — triumphal  arch. 
Shall  mete  their  shadow's  length ; 
The  rich,  the  poor,  one  common  bed 
Shall  find  in  the  unhonoar'd  grave. 
Where  weeds  shall  crown  alike  the  head 
Of  tyrant  and  of  slave. 


Btarvda 


On  death  and  judgment,  heaven  and  hell. 
Who  oft  doth  think,  must  needs  die  welL 

Sir  WaUer  Raleigh. 

When  oor  souls  shall  leave  this  dwelling, 
The  glory  of  one  fkir  and  virtuous  action 
Is  above  all  the  scutcheons  on  our  tomb, 
Or  silken  banners  over  ns. 

SHtiey 

That  must  end  us,  that  must  be  our  cure, 
To  be  no  more ;  sad  cure ;  fbr  who  would  lose. 
Though  fliil  of  pain,  this  intellectual  being. 
These  thoughts  that  wander  through  eternity ; 
To  perish  rather,  swallow'd  up  and  lost 
In  the  wide  womb  of  uncreated  night. 
Devoid  of  sense  and  motion. 

MiUori'e  Paradise  Loei 

The  other  shape. 
If  shape  it  may  be  call'd  that  shape  had  none 
Distinguishable  in  member,  joint,  or  limb. 
Or  substance  might  be  call'd  that  shadow  soem'd, 
For  each  secm'd  either ;  black  it  stood  as  night. 
Fierce  as  ten  furies,  terrible  as  hell, 
And  shook  a  dreadful  dart;  what  seem'd  his 

head 
The  likeness  of  a  kingly  crown  had  on. 

Hfibon's  Paradiee  Loei, 

Death 
Grinn'd  horribly  a  ghastly  smilc^  to  hear 
His  famine  should  be  fill'd,  and  bless'd  his  maw 
Dcstin'd  to  that  good  hour. 

Milton'a  Paradiee  Loei. 

Why  am  I  mock'd  with  death,  lengthened  out 
To  deathless  pain  ?  how  gladly  would  I  meet 
Mortality  my  sentence,  and  be  earth 
Insensible,  how  glad  would  lay  me  down. 
As  in  my  mother's  lap ;  there  I  should  rest 
And  sleep  secure. 

Mikon'e  Paradiee  Lorn 

Dire  was  the  tossing,  deep  the  groans ;  despair 
Tended  the  sick  busiest  firom  couch  to  couch 
And  over  them  triumphant  death  his  dart 
Shook,  but  delay'd  to  strike,  though  ofl  invoa'o 
With  vows,  as  their  chief  good  and  final  liope. 

MUton^e  Paradiee  Lm» 
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Grim  death  in  difi«rcnt  shapes 
Depopalates  the  nations ;  thousands  fall 
His  victims ;  youths,  and  virgins,  in  their  flower, 
Reluctant  die,  and  sighing'  leave  their  loves 
UnfinishM,  by  infectious  heaven  destroyed. 

PMlUpB'B  Cider, 

Vet  tell  me,  ft-ighted  senses !  what  is  death  7 
lllood  only  stopp*d,  and  interrupted  breatli ; 
Tlio  utmost  limit  of  a  narrow  span. 
And  end  of  motion,  which  with  life  began. 
As  smoke  that  rises  fh>m  the  kindling  fires, 
Is  seen  this  moment,  and  the  next  expires ; 
As  empty  clouds  by  ruing  winds  are  tost, 
Their  fleeting  forms  scarce  sooner  found  than  lost ; 
So  vanishes  our  state,  bo  pass  our  days; 
So  life  but  opens  now,  and  now  decays ; 
The  cradle  and  the  tomb,  alas !  so  nigh. 
To  live  is  scarce  distinguishM  from  to  die. 

Prior'9  SolomaiL 

Why  is  the  hoarse  with  *seatcheons  blazcmM  round. 
And  wicn  the  nodding  plume  of  ostrich  crown*d  7 
No :  the  dead  know  it  not,  nor  profit  gain ; 
It  only  serves  to  prove  the  living  vain. 

{?ay*«  Trkku 

She*s  gone !  for  ever  gone !     The  king  of  terrors 
Lays  his  rude  hands  upon  her  lovely  limbs, 
And  blasts  her  beauties  with  his  icy  breath. 

Denni9*9  Appiu*  and  VirgiMa, 

Death  came  on  amain, 
And  exercis'd  below  his  iron  reign ; 
Then  upward  to  the  seat  of  life  he  goes : 
Sense  fled  befbre  him;  what  he  touchM  he  froze. 

DrydtiC9  PaUnwn  and  AreUe, 

Tiien  *t  is  our  best,  since  thus  ordainM  to  die. 
To  make  a  virtue  of  necessity. 
Take  what  he  gives,  since  to  rebel  is  vain. 
The  bad  grows  better,  which  we  well  sustain, 
And  could  we  choose  the  time,  and  choose  aright, 
*Tis  best  to  die,  our  honour  at  tlio  height 

DrydaCs  Palemon  and  ArcUe. 

Poor  abject  creatures !  how  they  fear  to  die 
Who  never  knew  one  happy  hour  in  life. 
Yet  shake  to  lay  it  down !     Is  load  so  pleasant  7 
Or  nas  heav*n  hid  the  happiness  of  death, 
That  man  may  dare  to  live. 

DrydaC$  Dan  Sehatliam 

i  feel  death  rising  higher  still,  and  higher 
Within  my  bosom ;  every  breath  I  (btch 
Stiur^  bp  my  life  within  a  shorter  compass : 
Anii,  like  the  vanishing  sound  of  bells,  grows  less 
And  lesn  each  pulse,  till  i»  be  lost  in  air. 

Dryden^9  Rival  Ladiet» 


Oh. !  I  less  could  lear  to  lose  this  being ! 
Which,  like  a  snow-ball  in  my  coward  hand. 
The  moro  H  is  grasp*d,  the  faster  melts  away 

J)ryd€n^9  AUfvr  Lsee 

Death  is  not  dreadful  to  a  mind  resolved. 

It  seems  as  natuiisl  as  to  bo  born. 

Groans  and  convulsions,  and  ^iscolour*cl  faces. 

Friends  weeping  round  us,  blacks,  and  obsequies, 

Make  death  a  dreadful  thing.    The  pomp  of  death 

Is  far  more  terrible  tlian  death  itself. 

Lee^9  LuciuM  Junius  Brutus, 

The  dead  are  only  happy,  and  the  dying : 
The  dead  are  stifi^  and  lasting  slumbers  hold'cm. 
He  who  is  near  his  death,  but  turns  about. 
Shuffles  awliile  to  make  his  pillow  easy. 
Then  clips  into  his  shroud  and  rests  for  ever. 

Lee'9  Ccuar  Borgia, 

O  death !  thou  gentle  end  of  human  sorrows, 
Still  must  my  weary  eye-lids  vainly  wake, 
In  tedious  expectation  of  tliy  peace : 
Why  stand  thy  thousand,  thousand  doors  still  open 
To  take  tlie  wretched  in,  if  stem  religion 
Guards  evoiy  passage,  and  forbids  my  entrance  ? 

RowtU  Tamerlane, 

There  life  gave  way,  and  tlie  last  rosy  breatli 
Went  in  that  sigh ;  death,  like  a  brutal  victor 
Already  enterM,  with  rude  haste  defaces 
The  lovely  frame  he  *s  master*d. 

Rou>€^9  Jane  Shore 

'TIS  but  to  die, 
*Tis  but  to  venture  on  that  common  haxard 
Which  many  a  time  in  battle  I  have  run ; 
*T  is  but  to  do,  what,  at  that  very  moment. 
In  many  nations  of  tlie  peopled  earth, 
A  thousand  and  a  thousand  shall  do  with  mc. 

Rowers  Jane  Short 

Death  is  the  privilege  of  human  nature ; 
And  life  without  it  were  not  worth  our  taking. 
Thither  the  poor,  the  prisoner,  and  the  mourner, 
Hy  for  relief  and  lay  tiieir  burdens  down. 

Roipe's  Fair  Pemlent. 

'T  is  not  the  Stoic^s  lessons  got  by  role, 
The  pomp  of  words  and  pedant  dissertations, 
That  can  sustain  thee  in  that  hour  of  terror : 
Books  have  taught  cowards  to  talk  nobly  oi  it, 
But  when  the  trial  comes  they  stand  aghast 
Hast  thou  considerM  what  may  happen  after  it? 
How  thy  account  may  standi  and  what  to  answer  1 

Row> 

The  rccondiling  grave 
Swallows  distinction  firit,  that  made  us  foes, 
That  all  alike  lie  down  in  peace  together 

SmUhenCa  Fatal  Marriagt- 
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T!ie  death  of  thoae  distSnguishM  by  their  station. 
But  bj4heir  ▼irtae  more,  awakes  the  mind 
To  solemn  dread,  and  strikes  a  saddening  awe. 
Not  that  we  gricTe  fi>r  them,  but  for  ourselves, 
Left  to  the  toil  of  life.    And  yet  the  best 
Aie,  by  the  playful  children  of  this  world. 
At  ooce  forgot,  as  they  had  never  been. 

TAomiDfi*<  Tanered  and  8igi$munda, 

To  die,  I  own 
Is  a  dread  passage  —  terrible  to  nature, 
Chiefly  to  those  who  have,  like  me,  been  Iiappy. 
TfwMon't  Edward  and  Eleanora. 

ThoB  o*er  the  dying  lamp  th*  unsteady  flame 
Hangs  quivering  on  the  point,  leaps  off  by  fits 
And  falls  again,  as  loath  to  quit  its  hold. 

Adduon*$  Caio. 

Let  guilt,  or  (ear, 
Disturb  man's  rest,  Cato  knows  neither  of  them ; 
lodifferent  in  his  choiee,  to  sleep  or  die. 

AddkonU  Cato. 

Will  toj^  amuse,  when  med*cines  eannot  cure  7 
When  spirits  ebb,  when  life's  enchanting  scenes 
Their  lustre  lose,  and  lessen  in  our  sight. 
As  lands  and  cities,  with  their  glittering  spires, 
To  the  poor  shattorM  bark  by  sudden  storm 
Thrown  off  to  sea,  and  soon  to  perish  there  7 
WiU  toys  amuse  7  No :  thrones  will  then  be  toys, 
And  earth  and  skies  seem  dust  upon  the  scale. 

Ymtng'9  Nighl  ThaughU. 

Each  friend  snatch'd  from  us,  is  a  plums 
Phick'd  from  the  wing  of  human  vanity, 
Which  makes  us  stoop  from  our  aerial  heights, 
And,  dampt  with  omen  of  our  own  disease. 
On  drooping  pinions  of  ambition  lowcr'd, 
Just  skim  earth's  surface,  ere  we  break  it  up. 
O'er  putrid  earth  to  scratch  a  little  dust, 
And  save  the  world  a  nuisance. 

Fsicng's  Night  ThaughU. 

Death  is  the  crown  of  life : 
Were  death  deny'd,  poor  men  would  live  in  vain ; 
Were  death  deny'd,  to  live  would  not  bo  life : 
Were  death  deny'd,  ev'n  fix>ls  would  wish  to  die* 

Youngs  Night  ThottghtM. 

Early,  bright,  transient,  chaste  as  morning  dew. 
She  sparkled,  was  exhal'd,  and  went  to  heaven. 

Youtig'9  Night  ThoughU, 

lAke  other  tynmts,  death  delights  to  smite, 
What,  smittea,  most  proclaims  tho  pride  of  pow'r, 
And  arbitrary  nod.    His  joy  supreme. 
To  bid  the  wretch  survive  the  fortunate ; 
TVe  feeble  wrap  the  athletic  in  his  shroud ; 
And  weeping  &thers  build  their  children's  tomb. 

ysui^s  Night  ThoughtM. 


Why  start  at  death  7  where  is  ho  7  death  arriv'd* 
Is  past ;  not  come  or  gone,  he 's  never  hero. 
Ere  hope,  sensation  fails ;  black-boding  man 
Receives,  not  suffers  death's  tremendous  blow. 
The  knell,  the  shroud,  the  mattook,  and  the  grave ; 
The  deep  damp  vault,  the  darkness  and  the  worm , 
These  are  tho  bug-bears  of  a  winter's  eve, 
The  terrors  of  the  living,  not  the  dead. 
Imagination's  fool,  and  error's  wretch, 
Man  makes  a  death,  which  nature  never  made ; 
Hicn  on  the  point  of  his  own  fancy  falls ; 
And  feels  a  thousand  deaths,  in  fearing  one. 

Young's  Night  ThoughU, 

Death  leads  tho  dance,  or  stamps  the  deadly  die. 
Nor  ever  fails  the  midnight  bowl  to  crown. 
Gaily  carousing  to  his  gay  compeers. 
Inly  he  laughs,  to  see  them  laugh  at  him. 
As  absent  far :  and  when  the  revel  bums. 
When  fear  is  banish'd,  and  triumphant  thought, 
Calling  for  all  the  joys  beneath  the  moon, 
Against  him  turns  the  key,  and  bids  him  sup 
With  their  progenitors,  he  drops  his  mask ; 
Frowns  out  at  full ;  they  start,  despair,  expire 

Young'9  Night  ThoughU 

TTiat  man  lives  greatly, 
Whate'er  his  fate,  or  fame,  who  greatly  dies ; 
High  flush'd  with  hope,  where  heroes  shall  despair. 

Young^a  Night  ThouglUs, 

Where  the  prime  actors  of  tlie  last  year's  scene ; 
Their  post  so  proud,  their  buskin,  and  their  plume  ? 
How  many  sleep,  who  kept  the  world  awake 
With  lustre  and  with  noise ! 

Ycung'B  Night  Thought*. 

When  down  thy  vale,  unlock'd   my  midnigh 

thought. 
That  loves  to  wander  in  thy  sunless  realms, 
O  death !  I  stretch  my  view ;  what  visions  rise  ! 
What  triumphs !  toils  imperial !  arts  divine  ! 
In  wither'd  laurels  glide  before  my  sight ! 
What  lengths  of  far-famed  ages,  billow'd  high 
With  human  agitation,  roll  along 
In  unsubstantial  images  of  air  7 
The  melancholy  ghosts  of  dead  renown, 
Whisp'ring  faint  echoes  of  the  world's  applause 
With  penitential  aspect,  as  they  pass. 
All  point  at  earth,  and  hiss  at  human  pride. 
The  wisdom  of  the  wise  and  prancings  of  the  great. 

Young's  Night  Thoughta 

Now  every  splendid  object  of  ambition. 
Which  lately,  with  their  various  glosses,  pass'd 
Upon  my  brain,  and  fool'd  my  idle  heart, 
Are  taken  from  me  by  -%  little  mist. 
And  all  the  world  is  vauiah'd. 
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How  ahockinif  miut  thy  sammons  be,  O  death. 
To  him  that  is  at  earc  in  bis  possessions  I 
Who,  counting  on  long  years  of  pleasure  bere^ 
Is  quite  nnfbmishM  ibr  that  world  to  oome ! 
In  that  dread  moment,  how  the  frantic  soul 
Raves  roond  the  walls  of  her  clay  tenement, 
Runs  to  each  avenue,  and  shrieks  fo€  help. 
But  shrieks  in  vain. 

JUetr's  Ortwe, 

Sure,  'tis  a  serious  thing  tr  die.  mv  soul ! 
What  a  Strang  moment  must  it  be,  when  near 
Tliy  journey^s  end  thou  hast  the  gulph  in  view ! 
Tliat  awful  gulph  no  mortal  e*or  rcpass'd, 
To  tcU  what  *8  6o\ng  on  the  other  side ! 
Nature  runs  back  and  shudders  at  the  night. 
And' every  life-string  bleeds  at  thought  of  parting. 

Blair^B  Gmve, 

Death's  shafts  fly  thick !     Here  falls  the  village 

swain. 
And  there  his  pamperM  lord  !  The  cup  goes  round, 
And  who  so  artful  as  to  put  it  by ! 

Blair's  Grave. 

O  great  man-eater 
Whose  every  day  is  carnival,  not  sated  yet  I 
U'^ihcard-of  epicure !  without  a  fellow ! 
'i1ic  veriest  gluttons  do  not  always  cram ; 
Some  intervals  of  abstinence  are  sought 
To  edge  the  appetite ;  thou  seekest  none. 

Blair*9  Grave. 

Death  *8  but  a  path  that  must  be  trod. 
If  man  would  ever  pass  to  God. 

The  world  recedes ;  it  disappears  I 

Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes !  my  ears 

With  sounds  seraphic  ring : 

Lend,  lend  your  wings !  I  mount !  I  fly ! 

O  grave  !  where  is  thy  victory  ? 

O  death !  where  is  thy  sting  7 

Pcpe. 

Sec  on  these  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath, 
These  checks  now  fading  at  the  blast  of  death; 
Cold  is  the  breast  which  warm'd  the  world  before. 
And  tliose  lovenlarting  eyes  must  roll  no  more. 

Pupe. 

*rhy  fete  unpity'd,  and  thy  rites  unpaid ! 

No  friend's  complaint,  no  kind  domestic  tear, 

PicttsM  tliy  pale  ghost,  or  grac'd  thy  moumful 

bier. 
I^y  foreign  hands  thy  dying  eyes  were  clos'd, 
Hy  foreign  nands  thy  decent  limbs  composed, 
lly  foreign  hands  thy  humble  grave  adorn'd, 
Bv  strangers  honoured,  and  by  strangon  moom*d« 

Pipe, 
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How  pale  appear 
Hiose  day-odd  cheeks  where  grace  an^Tigoor 

glow*d ! 
O  dismal  qpectade !    How  humble  now 
Lies  that  ambition  which  was  late  so  proud ! 

SmdUW9  Regicide. 

the  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power, 
And  all  that  beanty,  all  that  wealth  e*cr  gave. 
Await  alike  the  inevitable  hour. 
The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

Gny'e  Chunh^Yaid. 

Can  storied  urn,  or  animated  host. 
Back  to  its  mansion  call  the  fleeting  breath  T 
Can  honour's  voice  provoke  the  silent  dust, 
(Jr  flattery  soothe  the  dull  cold  ear  of  death  7 

Gtttffe  Church-Yard, 

That  hour,  O  long  bclov'd,  and  long  deplorM ! 
When  blooming  youth,  nor  gentlest  wisdom's  arts, 
Nor  hymen's  honours  gathered  for  thy  brow, 
Nor  all  thy  lovcr'a,  all  thy  father's  tears, 
Avail'd  to  snatch  thee  from  the  crud  grave ; 
Thy  agonizing  lodis,  thy  last  farewell 
Struck  to  the  inmost  feeling  of  my  soul. 
As  with  the  hand  of  death. 

Aken9ide*$  Pleaeurea  of  Imagination, 

Hcav'n !  what  enormous  strength  does  death  pes- 


How  muscular  the  giant's  arm  must  be. 
To  grasp  that  strong-boned  horoe,  and,  spite  of  aO 
His  furious  eflbrts,  fix  him  to  the  earth ! 
Yet,  hold,  he  rises!  no — the  struggle's  vain. 
His  strength  avails  him  not    Beneath  the  gripe 
Of  the  remorseless  monster,  stretch'd  at  length 
He  lies  with  neck  eztend<-d,  head  hard  press'd, 
Upon  the  very  turf  where  late  he  led. 

BlackH'e  Dying  Hene 

••Enlarge  my  life  with  multitude  of  days !"— 
In  health,  in  sickness,  thus  the  suppliant  prays: 
Hides  from  himself  his  state,  and  shuns  to  know, 
Hiat  life  protracted,  is  protracted  woe. 

Dr,  Johnmm'9  Vanity  of  Human  Wiiket. 

In  life's  last  scene  what  prodigies  surprise, 
Fears  of  the  brave,  and  follies  of  the  wise  7 
From  Marlb'rough's  eyes  the  streams  of  dotage 

flow. 
And  Swift  expires  a  drivler  and  a  show. 

Dr.  Joknoon^o  Vanity  <f  Human  Wiaket. 

Since,  liowe'er  protracted,  death  will  oome, 
Why  fondly  study  with  ingenious  pains 
To  put  it  off !— To  breathe  a  little  longvr 
Is  to  defer  our  fate,  bat  not  to  shon  it : 
Small  gain  2  which  wisdom  with  indiflf  *rent  eft 

AmumA  Afore**  David  and  GMl 
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I  fear  to  die.    And  were  it  in  my  power, 
By  soffering  of  the  iLcenest  racking  pains, 
To  keep  upon  me  itill  these  weeds  of  nature, 
I  could  Buch  things  endure,  that  thou  wouldst 

marvel. 
And  crocs  thyself  to  see  such  coward  bravery. 
For  oh !  it  goes  against  the  mind  of  man 
To  be  tumM  out  from  its  warm  wonted  home. 
Ere  yet  one  rent  admits  the  winter^s  chilL 

Joanna  BaUUeU  Rayner, 

0  thoQ  most  tcVilbIc,  most  dreaded  power, 
la  whatsoever  power  thou  mect^st  the  eye ! 
Mljether  thou  bidd'st  thy  sudden  arrow  fly 
la  the  dread  silence  of  the  midnight  hour ; 
Or  H-hether,  hovering  o*er  the  lingering  wretch, 
Thy  aad  cold  javelin  hangs  suspended  long, 
While  round  the  couch  the  weeping  kindred  throng 
With  hope  and  fear  altomatcly  on  stretch ; 
Oh,  say  for  roe  what  horrors  are  prepared  7 
Am  I  now  doomM  to  meet  thy  fatal  arm  7 
Or  srilt  thou  first  from  life  steal  every  charm, 
Aad  bcir  away  each  good  my  soul  would  guard  7 
That  thus,  deprived  of  all  it  lovod,  my  heart 
From  life  itself  contentedly  may  part. 

Mn,  Tighe. 

Jkaih !  to  the  happy  thou  art  torribic. 
Bat  how  the  wretched  love  to  think  of  thee, 
0  tboa  true  comforter,  the  firiend  of  aD 
Wlio  have  no  friend  beside ! 

Souihey*$  Joan  of  Arc, 
Soon  may  this  flattering  spark  of  Wtal  flame 
Forsake  its  languid  melancholy  fi-ame ! 
Soon  may  these  eyes  their  trembling  lustre  close, 
Welcome  the  d^Mmless  night  of  long  repose ; 
S^ooQ  may  this  Dvocwom  spirit  seek  the  bourn 
Where,  lull*d  to  slumber,  grief  forgets  to  mourn ! 

Camjpb^ 
All  flesh  is  grass,  and  all  its  glory  Aides, 
like  the  fair  flow'r  disheveUM  in  the  wind  ; 
Kiches  have  wings,  and  grandeur  is  a  dream ; 
The  man  wc  celebrate  must  find  a  tomb, 
And  wc  that  worship  him,  ignoble  graves, 

Coufper'9  Tatk. 

Httah*d  were  his  Gertrude's  lips!  but  stiU  their 

bland 
And  beautiful  expression  seemM  to  melt 
With  love  that  could  not  die  I  and  still  his  hand 
^  presses  to  the  heart  no  more  that  felt 
Ah,  heart  1  where  onoe  eaoh  fimd  aflictioa  dwelt, 
Aud  features  yet  that  spoke  a  soul  mors  &ir. 
Mote,  gazing,  agonizing  as  he  knelt,  — 
Of  them  that  stood  encircling  his  despair, 
Uc  heard  aome  friendly  words ;  but  knew  not  what 

Ibej  were. 

CamjpheW$  Gertrude  of  Wyoming.  | 


Friend  to  the  wretch  whom  every  friend  forsakes, 

I  woo  thee,  death ! 

PorUu3*3  Death. 

Ofl,  too,  when  that  disheartening  fear. 

Which  all  who  love  beneath  this  sky 

Feel  when  they  gaze  on  what  is  dear  — 

The  dreadful  thought  that  it  must  die ! 

That  desolating  thought,  which  comes 

Into  men's  happiest  hours  and  homes, 

Whose  melancholy  boding  flings 

Death's  shadow  o'er  the  brightest  things, 

Sicklies  the  infant's  bloom,  and  spreads 

The  grave  beneath  young  lovers'  heads ! 

Moore*a  Loves  oftiie  Angeu. 

None  to  watch  near  him  —  none  to  slake 

The  fire  that  in  his  bosom  lies, 

With  cv'n  a  sprinkle  from  that  lake, 

Wliich  shines  so  cod  before  his  eyes. 

No  voice  well-known  through  many  a  day, 

To  speitk  the  last — tlie  parting  word. 

Which,  when  all  other  sounds  decay, 

Is  still  like  distant  music  heard. 

That  tender  fiurewell  on  the  shore 

Of  this  rude  world,  when  all  is  o'er. 

Which  cheers  the  spirit,  ere  its  bark 

Puts  off  into  the  unknown  dark. 

y^  Moore'e  LaUa  RoM, 

Great  God !  how  could  thy  vengeance  light 

So  bitterly  on  one  so  bright? 

How  could  the  hand,  that  gave  such  charms, 

Blast  them  again  7 

Moore, 

And  then  I  dived. 

In  my  lone  wanderings,  to  the  caves  of  death. 

Searching  its  cause  in  its  effect ;  and  drew 

From  witherM  bones,  and  skulls,  and  heap'd  up  dust| 

G)nclusiolls  most  forbidden. 

ByrwCe  Manfred, 

Can  this  be  death  7  there 's  bloom  upon  her  cheek. 
But  now  I  see  it  is  no  living  hue. 
But  a  strange  hectic  —  like  the  imnatural  red 
Which  autumn  plants  upon  the  perish'd  lea£ 
It  is  the  same !  Oh  God !  that  I  should  dread 
To  look  upon  the  same — Astarte ! 

ByrmCe  Matured 
I  know  no  evil  death  can  show,  which  life 
Has  not  already  shown  to  those  wlio  live 
Elmbodied  longest    If  there  be  indeed 
A  shore,  where  mind  survives,  't  will  be  as  mmo 
All  unincorporate :  or  if  there  flits 
A  shadow  of  this  cumbrous  clog  of  clay. 
Which  stalks,  methinks,  between  our  souis  a)u! 

heaven. 
And  fetters  us  to  earth  —  at  least  the  phantom, 
Whate'er  it  have  to  fear,  will  not  fbar  dcaili. 

ByrotCe  Sardanajtalus 
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Ahs !  thou  art  pale,  and  on  thy  brow  the  drops 

Gather  like  mghUdew.    My  beloved,  hash  — 

Calm  thee.    Thy  speech  seems  of  another  world, 

And  thou  art  loved  of  this.    Be  of  good  ehecr ; 

All  wiD  go  well. 

Bynm*s  Sardanap&bu. 

Since  I  heard 
Of  dcatli,  althoagh  I  know  not  what  it  is, 
Vet  it  seems  horrible.     I  have  lookM  out 
In  the  vast  desolate  night  in  search  of  him ; 
And  when  I  saw  gigantic  sliadows  in 
The  umbrage  of  the  walls  of  Eden,  chequerM 
By  the  far  flashing  of  the  cherubs*  swords, 
J  watchM  for  what  I  thought  his  coming ;  for 
Witli  fear  rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 
What  H  was  which  shook  us  all — but  nothing  came. 
And  then  I  turned  my  weary  eyes  from  off 
Our  native  and  forbidden  paradise, 
Up  to  the  lights  above  us,  in  t)ie  azure. 
Which  are  so  beautiful:  —  shall  tlicy,  too,  die? 

ByrorCt  Cain. 
I  live, 
But  live  to  die :  and  living,  sec  nothing 
To  make  death  hateful,  save  an  innate  clinging, 
A  loathsome  and  yet  all-invineiblo 
Instinct  nf  life,  which  I  abhor,  as  I 
Despise  myself^  yet  cannot  overcome — 
And  so  I  live.     Would  I  had  never  lived ! 

ByrofCt  Cain. 
Death  is  but  what  the  haughty  brave. 
The  weak  must  bear,  the  wretch  must  crave. 

Byron*a  Giaoar* 

The  first  dark  day  of  nothingness, 

The  last  of  danger  and  distress. 

Byron's  Giaour. 

Tlie  very  C3rpros8  droops  to  death  — 
Dark  tree,  still  sad  when  otliers*  grief  is  fled. 
The  only  constant  mourner  o*cr  the  dead. 

Byran^g  Giaour. 

His  breast  with  wounds  unnumberM  riven. 
His  back  to  earth,  his  face  to  heaven, 
Fairn  Hassan  lies — bis  unclos*d  eye, 
Yet  lowering  on  his  enemy, 
As  if  the  hour  that  sealed  his  fate. 
Surviving  lefl  his  quenchless  hato» 

Byron*$  Oiaour. 

*Ti8  mom — and  oer  his  altered  features  play 
Tlie  beams — without  the  hope  of  yesterday. 
What  shall  he  be  ere  night  7  perchance  a  thing 
0*ct  which  the  raven  flaps  her  wing: 
By  his  closed  eye  unheeded  and  unfelt. 
While  sets  that  sun  and  dews  of  evening  melt. 
Chill — wet — and  misty  round  each  stiffen*d  limb, 
Kcfreshing  earth  — reviving  all  but  him ! 

Bynm^9  Conair,  | 


He  died  too  in  the  battle  brml, 
A  lime  that  heeds  nor  pain  nor  toil; 
One  ory  to  Mahomet  for  aid. 
One  prayer  to  Allah  aU  he  made. 

Bynm*9  Giaour, 

Can  this  be  death  7  then  what  is  life  or  death? 
**  Speak  !*'  but  he  spoke  not :  **  wake  !**  but  stUl  he 

slept: 
But  yesterday,  and  who  had  mightier  brcatli  7 
A  tliousand  warriors  by  his  word  were  kept 
In  awe  :  he  said,  as  the  centurion  saith, 
"Go,"  and  lie  gocth ;  **eome,*'  and  forth  he  stepped. 
Tlie  trump  and  bugle  till  he  spake  were  dumb, 
And  now  nought  Icfl  him  but  the  mufUcd  drum. 

Byron. 

Tw'clve  days  and  nights  she  withered  thus;  at  last, 
Without  a  groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance  to  show 
A  parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  past: 
And  they  who  watchM  her  nearest  could  not  know 
The  very  instant,  till  the  change  tliat  cast 
Her  sweet  face  into  shadow,  dull  and  slow, 
Glazed  o'er  her  eyes — the  beautiful,  the  black— 
Oh !  to  possess  such  lustre — and  then  lack ! 

Byron, 
••  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young"  was  said  of  yore, 
And  many  deaths  do  tliey  escape  by  this : 
The  death  of  friends,  and  tliat  which  slays  even 

more, 
The  death  of  friendship,  love,  youth,  all  that  i% 
Except  mere  breath ;  and  since  the  silent  shore 
Awaits  at  last  even  those  who  longest  miss 
The  old  archer's  shafU,  perhaps  the  early  grate 
Which  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save. 

•  '  Byron. 

Happy  they ! 

Thrice  fortunate !  who  of  tliat  fragile  mould, 

Tlie  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay. 

Break  with  tlie  first  fall :  they  can  ne*er  behold 

The  long  year  linkM  wiih  heavy  day  on  day. 

And  all  which  must  be  borne,  and  never  told. 

Byron. 

Thus  lived — thus  died  she ; — never  more  on  her 

Shall  sorrow  light,  or  shame.    She  was  not  made 

Through  years  or  moons  the  inner  weight  to  bear, 

Which  colder  hearts  endure  till  they  are  laid 

By  age  in  earth. 

Byron. 

Perchance  she  died  in  youth ;  it  may  be,  bowM 
With  woes  far  heavier  than  the  ponderous  tomb 
That  weighM  upon  her  gentle  dust,  a  cloud 
Might  gather  o'er  her  beauty,  and  a  gloom 
In  her  dark  eye,  prophetic  of  the  doom 
Heaven  gives  its  favourites— early  doatik 

ByrmCo  ChOdo  HanU. 
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"Strike I" — and  as  th«  word  he  Miidf 
Upon  the  block  he  how*d  his  head; 
'niese  the  Ust  accents  Ho^o  spoke : 
•Strike!"— and  flashing  fell  the  stroke— 
RolTd  the  head,  and,  gusliing,  sunk 
Back  the  stainM  and  heaving  trunk 
la  the  dust,  which  each  deep  vein 
Slaked  witli  its  ensanguined  rain ; 
H^  f  jcs  and  lips  a  moment  quiver, 
ConTiUscd  and  quick — then  fix  for  ever. 

ByrorCs  Parisina, 

Of  aU 
The  ibols  ivho  flock'd  to  swell  or  see  the  show, 
Who  cared  about  the  corpse  7     The  funeral 
Made  tlic  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe. 

Byrtm'9  Vinon  if  Judgment, 
Hark !  to  the  harried  question  of  despair : 
"\^'hcrc  is  my  child  7"  an  echo  answers  "  where  7" 

Byron* $  Bride  of  AbydoB, 

What  recks  it,  though  that  corpse  shall  lie 
Within  a  living  grave  7 
The  bird  that  tears  that  prostrate  form 
Hath  onlj  robb'd  the  meaner  worm. 

Byron*$  Bride  ofAhydoB. 
Peace  to  thy  broken  heart  and  virgin  grave ! 
Ah!  happy!  but  of  life  to  lose  the  worst! 
That  grief— though  deep — though  fatal — was  my 

first! 
Thrice  happy !  xie*er  to  feel  nor  fear  the  force 
Of  absence,  shame,  pride,  hate,  revenge,  remorse! 

Byron's  Bride  ef  Abydoe, 
And  Lara  sleeps  not  where  his  fathers  sleep, 
Bat  where  he  died  his  grave  wss  dug  as  deep ! 
Nor  is  his  mortal  dumber  less  profound, 
Thoagh  priest  nor  bless'd,  nor  marble  decked  tlie 

mound.  Byran^a  Lara, 

And  grieve  what  may  above  thy  senseless  bier, 
Aad  earth  nor  sky  will  yield  a  single  tear ; 
Nor  cloud  shall  g'ather.  more,  nor  leaf  shall  fall. 
Nor  galo  breathe  forth  one  sigh  for  thee,  for  all ; 
But  creeping  things  shall  revel  in  their  spoil. 
And  fit  thy  clay  to  fertilize  the  soiL 

ByrmCe  Lara, 
llie  sod,  too  sofl  its  ills  to  bear. 
Has  lell  our  mortal  hemispliero. 
And  sought,  in  better  world,  the  meed 
To  blaraelesa  life  by  heaven  decreed. 

ScQtCB  Rok^. 

By  tenfold  odds  oppressed  at  length, 
I)^pitc  his  struggles  and  his  strength. 
He  took  an  hondred  mortal  wounds. 
As  mute  as  fox  *mongst  mangling  hounds ; 
And  when  he  died,  his  mortal  groan 
Had  more  of  laughter  than  of  moan. 

Scott  $  RMcy, 


Time  rolls  his  ceaseless  coursei    Tlie  race  of  yore 
Who  danced  our  infancy  upon  their  knee, 
And  told  our  marv'elling  boyhood  legends  store. 
Of  strange  adventures  happ*d  by  land  or  sea. 
How  are  they  blotted  from  the  things  that  be . 

Setae  9  Lady  of  the  Lake, 

When  musing  on  companions  gone. 

We  doubly  feel'  ourselves  alone. 

ScotVa  MamdoiL 

0  Death !  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend. 
The  kindest  and  the  best ! 

Welcome  the  hour,  my  aged  limbs 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 

BuriM, 

What  a  world  were  this, 
How  unendurable  its  weight,  if  they 
Whom  Death  hath  sunder*d  did  not  meet  again ! 

Souikey, 

Voice  after  voice  hath  died  away. 

Once  in  my  dwelling  heard ; 
Sweet  household  name  by  name  hath  chang*d 

To  griePs  forbidden  word ! 
From  dreams  of  night  on  each  I  call, 

Elach  of  the  far  removM ; 
And  waken  to  my  own  wild  cry. 

Where  are  ye,  my  belovM  7 

ikfrs.  Hemane, 

Not  where  Death  hath  power  may  love  be  blest 

MT9,HeauaiM 

*        Let  them  die, 
Let  them  die  now,  thy  children !  so  thy  heart 
Shall  wear  their  beautiful  image  all  undimm*d. 
Within  it  to  the  last 

Mre,  HematiM. 

£*en  as  the  tenderness  that  hour  distils, 
When  summer's  day  declines  along  the  hills; 
So  feels  the  fulness  of  the  heart  and  eyes, 
When  all  of  Genius  that  can  perish  —  dies. 

Byron^e  Monody  on  the  Death  of  Sheridan. 

Nor  would  I  change  my  buried  love 
For  any  one  of  living  mould. 

Cav^Mi 

Can  that  man  be  dead 
Whose  spiritual  influence  is  upon  his  kind  7 
He  lives  in  glory  \  and  his  speaking  dust 
Has  more  of  life  than  half  its  breathing  mould  t 

Mim  Landom 

Let  music  make  less  terrible 
The  silence  of  the  dead ; 

1  oare  not,  so  my  spirit  last 

Long  afler  life  has  fled. 

MtM  Lamam. 

We  must  not  nluck  aeath  ftom  the  Makers  hand 

^ileiTa  Ft 
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Death  u  another  Ufii. 


Death,  thou  art  infinite ;  ^-  H  is  Life  ie  httle. 

BaUey. 

Come  to  the  bridal  chamber.  Death ! 
Come  to  the  mother's,  when  she  foels, 
For  the  first  time,  her  first-bom*B  breath ; 
Come  when  the  blessed  seals 
That  close  the  pestilence  are  broke, 
And  crowded  cities  wail  its  stroke ; 
Come  in  consumption's  ghastly  form, 
The  eartliquake  shock,  the  ocean  storm ; 
Come  when  the  heart  beats  high  and  warm. 
With  banquet-song  and  dance  and  wine ; 
And  thou  art  terrible  —  the  tear. 
The  groan,  the  kncll,  the  pal!,  the  bier ; 
And  all  we  know,  or  dream,  or  fear 
Of  agony,  are  Uiine. 

RaUed^i  Marco  Boxxarii, 

Death  should  eome 

Gently  to  one  of  gentle  mould,  like  thee, 
As  fight  winds,  wandering  throi:^h  groves  of 
bloom. 
Detach  the  delicate  blossoms  firom  the  tree. 
Close  thy  sweet  eyes  calmly,  and  without  pahi« 
And  we  will  trust  in  God  to  see  thee  yet  again. 

Bryant, 


So  live,  that,  when  thy  summons  comes  to  join 
I'he  innumerable  oaravan,  that  moves 
Tc  that  mysterious  realm,  where  each  ahall  take 
His  chamber  in  the  silent  halls  of  death. 
Thou  go  not,  like  the  quarry-slave  at  night. 
Scourged    to   his   dungeon;  but  sustained   and 

soothM 
By  9n  unfaltering  trust,  approach  thy  grave, 
Like  one  that  draws  the  drapery  of  his  eouch 
About  him,  and  lies  down  to  (feasant  dreams. 

BryanVi  ThanaUpM, 

Weep  not  for  thoae 
Who  sink  within  tlie  arms  of  death 
Ere  yet  tnc  chilling  wintry  breath 

Of  sijrrow  o'er  them  blows , 
But  weep  for  them  who  here  cemain, 
The  mournful  heritors  of  pain, 
CondcmnM  to  see  each  bright  joy  fade, 
And  mark  griers  melancholy  shade 

Flung  o'er  Hope's  fairest  roee. 

Mrs.  Embury, 

IVeep  nut  for  him  who  dieth  — 

For  he  skepe  and  is  at  rest ; 
A  lid  the  couch  whereon  he  lleth 

U  Um  gr«en  wvth's  ifiisi  breast 

Juts.  Norton, 


DEBTS. 

Oh,  how  you  wrong  our  friendship,  valiant  youth ! 
With  friends  there  is  not  such  a  word  as  debt: 
Where  amity  is  ty'd  with  band  of  truth, 
All  benefits  are  there  in  common  set 

Lady  CareuPo  Marvm. 

Dost  think,  friend, 
The  sense  of  all  my  debts  could  shake  me  thus  ? 
I  know  *t  would  come,  and  in  my  fears  exaininM 
Tlie  mischief  they  present;  *tis  not  their  weight 
Affrights  mo :  let  the  vultures  whet  their  taJoiu; 
And  creditors,  with  hearts  more  stubborn  than 
The  metal  they  adore,  double  their  malice ; 
Had  I  a  pile  of  debts  upon  me,  more 
Heavy  thain  all  the  world,  it  could  not,  but  with 
The  pressure,  keep  this  piece  of  earth  beneath  'em : 
My  soul  would  be  at  large,  and  feel  no  burthen. 

Shitiey^i  Examfk, 
You  have  outrun  your  fbrtane ; 
I  blame  you  not  that  you  would  be  a  beggar ; 
Each  to  his  taste !     But  I  do  charge  you.  Sir, 
That,  being  beggar'd,  you  should  win  false  moneyi 

Out  of  that  crucible  call'd  okbt  I 

Bjdioer, 

The  ghost  of  many  a  veteran  bill 
Shall  hover  around  his  slumbers. 

O.  W,  HdnuM, 

The  ghostly  dun  shall  worry  his  *€leep, 
And  constables  cluster  around  him. 

And  he  shall  creep  from  the  wood-hole  deep 
Where  their  spectre  eyes  have  fi>und  him. 

O.  W.  Hdmtt, 


DECAY. 

I  *ve  touched  the  highest  point  of  all  my  grsatoesi  t 
And  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 
I  haste  now  to  my  setting. 

Shak^,  King  Henry  VUl 

Before  decay's  efQicing  fingers 

Have  swept  the  lines  where  beauty  lingers. 

Byron'i  Qiamr* 

But  in  the  glow  of  vernal  pride. 

If  each  warm  hope  at  once  hath  died. 

Then  sinks  the  mind,  a  blighted  flower. 

Dead  to  the  sunbeam  and  the  shower; 

A  broken  gem,  whose  inborn  light 

Is  scatter'd  —  ne'er  to  reunite. 

JHft,  Hemant 

I  sorrow  that  all  fair  thmgs  must  decay. 

HaXUA- 

Alas !  the  morning  dew  is  gone. 

Gone  ere  the  full  pf  day. 

O.  W,  Hobue. 
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It  ifl  sad 
To  see  Ibo  light  of  beauty  watie  away, 
Know  eyes  are  dimming,  bosoms  shrivelling,  fbet 
Loring  (heir  springs,  and  limbs  their  lily  roundness ; 
But  it  is  worse  to  feel  the  heart^pring  gone. 
To  lose  hope,  care  not  Ibr  the  coming  thing, 
And  feel  all  things  go  to  decay  witliin  us. 

BuHeif$  Futui, 


DECEIT. 

What  man  so  wiae,  what  earthly  wit  so  ware, 

As  to  dcsery  the  crafty  cunning  train, 

By  which  deceit  doth  mask  in  visor  fiiir, 

And  cast  her  colours  dyed  deep  in  grain. 

To  teem  like  truth,  whose  shape  she  well  can  feign. 

And  fitting  gestures  to  her  purpose  frame. 

The  guiltless  man  with  guile  to  entertain  7 

Spenger'i  Fairy  Quenu 
Ho  secretly 
Puts  pirOe's  colours  out  at  both  our  stems. 
That  we  might  fight  each  other  in  mistake^ 
That  he  should  share  the  ruin  of  us  both ! 

Croum'9  AmhUm9  Statetman. 
DiRgoise,  I  see,  thou  art  a  wickedness, 
Wherein  the  pregnant  enemy  does  much. 

Shaki.  Twelftk  NighL 
Ah,  that  deceit  should  steal  such  gentle  shapes, 
And  with  a  virtuous  visor  hide  deep  vioe ! 

8Aak9.  RiOmrd  JJL 
Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep ; 
And  in  bis  simple  show  he  harbours  treason. 
The  Ibx  barks  not,  when  he  would  steal  the  hunb. 
N<S  00,  my  sovereign ;  Gloster  is  a  man 
Un«)anded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit 

ShaU  Henry  VI. 
Get  thee  glass  eyes ; 
And  fike  a  scurvy  politician,  seem 
To  see  the  things  thou  dost  toL 

fiAdb«  Lmr. 
They  lay  this  town  is  full  of  coisenage ; 
Ai  nimble  {ugplera.  that  deceive  the  eye, 
^W-wnrking  sorcerers,  that  change  the  mind, 
^^killmg  witches,  that  definrm  the  body ; 
Di^pnaed  cheaters,  prating  mountebank*, 
And  many  such  Uke  libertines  of  sin. 

ShtAtt  Comedy  qf  Error$. 
0  nature,  what  hadst  thou  to  do  in  hell. 
When  thou  did'st  bower  the  spirit  of  a  fiend 
^  mortal  paradise  of  such  sweet  flesh  ?— • 
^^  ever  book  containing  such  vile  matter, 
Bo&idybemd?    O.  that  deeeit  shoold  dweH 
^  ">eh  a  fotgeow  palace. 

SAakt.  Rammmnd 


O  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  fle\t^rln^  face ! 
Did  evev  dragon  keep  so  fhir  a  cave  ? 
Beautiful  tyrant !  fiend  angelical ! 
Dove-feather'd  raven  I    Wolvish-ravening  lamb ! 
Despised  substaaee  of  divinest  show ! 
Just  o^MMite  to  what  thou  justly  seem^st . 

Slmkw*  Rfonm  and  JuHei. 

Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purse, 
For  I  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  should  profane, 
If  I  vrottld  time  expend  with  such  a  snipe. 
But  for  my  sport  asd  profit 

Shake.  OthtiU 

So  are  those  crisped  snaky  golden  locks, 
Which  make  such  wanton  gambols  with  the  wind. 
Upon  supposed  fkirness,  often  known 
To  be  tho  dowry  of  a  second  head, 
Hie  skidl  that  bred  them  in  a  sepulchre. 

Oivfay'e  Venice  Preeerwd, 

Every  man  in  this  age  has  not  a  soul 
Of  cryst^  fi>r  all  men  to  read  their  actions 
llirough :  men's  hearts  and  faces  are  so  far  asimder 
That  they  hold  no  intelligence. 

Btaumont  and  FUicher*$  Philaeter, 

I,  under  fair  pretence  of  firiendly  ends. 
And  weil-pUoM  words  of  glossy  courtesy. 
Baited  with  reason  not  unplausiblc. 
Wind  me  into  the  easy* hearted  man. 
And  hug  him  into  snares. 

MHUm^e  Comue, 

He  Rcem'd 
For  dignity  compo8*d  and  high  exploit : 
But  all  was  false  and  hollow. 

MilUm'e  Paradiee  Lott 
A  villain,  when  he  most  seems  kind. 
Is  most  to  bo  suspected. 

LantdoiBtCe  Jew  of  Vemke 

Thou  hast  prevaricated  with  thy  fHcnd, 
By  under-hand  contrivances  undone  me ; 
And  while  my  open  nature  trusted  m  thee, 
Thou  hast  stepp*d  hi  between  me  and  my  hopes, 
And  ravish'd  from  me  all  my  soul  held  dear, 
Tliou  hast  betray*d  mCi 

Rowe*$  Lady  Jane  Gre^ . 

Were  men  t'  appear  themselves, 
Set  free  from  customs  that  restrain  our  nature, 
Nor  wolves  nor  tigers  would  dispute  more  fiercely! 
Yet  all  we  boast  above  the  brute  is — what? 
That  in  our  times  of  need  we  dare  dissemble  * 

Cibber^e  King  JeS»% 

The  raaa  who  daies  to  dress  misdeedb, 

And  oolour  them  with  virtne^s  name,  doserve* 

A  double  pomshaent  fiom  gods  and  men. 

CA.  Jsmoon'e  Heam 
11* 
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T  i^  T  ot  mj  talent  to  ooocmI  my  thoun^hts, 
Or  carry  amUes  and  aiinahino  in  my  face. 
When  diacontent  aits  heavy  at  my  heart 

Addi9on*$  Cato, 

Our  innocence  is  not  onr  ahield : 
They  take  offence,  who  hare  not  heen  oflfended ; 
They  speak  our  ruin  too,  who  apeak  ua  fair ; 
And  death  ia  often  ambush*d  in  our  smilee : 
'  We  know  not  whom  we  iuive  to  fear. 

Yimng^M  Revenge, 

The  world*a  all  title-page;  there *a  no  contenta; 
Hie  world's  all  face;  the  man  who  shows  his 

heart 
Is  hooted  ibr  his  nudities  and  acom*d. 

Young'e  Night  TkoughU. 

0  what  ft  tangled  web  we  weave, 
When  first  we  practiao  to  deceive ! 

Scette  Mamuon, 

They  may  be  false  who  languish  and  complain, 
But  they  who  aigh  for  money  never  feign. 

Lady  Mary  W,  Motttagtte. 

He  that  hangs  or  beats  out  his  braina 

The  deviPs  in  him  if  he  feigns. 

HwUbrae, 

Falne  wave  of  the  desert,  thou  art  lass  beguiling 
Than  fake  beauty  over  the  lighted  hall  ahed : 
What  but  the  smiles  that  have  practised  their 
amiling. 
Or  honey  words  measured,  and  reckonM  as  said. 

Mi$$  London, 

But  now  I  look  upon  thy  face, 

A  very  pictured  show. 

Betraying  not  the  slightest  trace 

Of  what  may  work  below 

Miae  London. 

1  live  among  the  cold,  the  false. 
And  T  must  seem  like  them; 

And  such  I  am,  for  I  am  false 

As  these  I  most  condemn—- 
1  teach  my  lip  its  sweetest  smile, 

My  tongue  its  softest  tone; 
I  borrow  others'  likeness,  till 

I  almost  lose  my  own. 

Ah!  many  hearts  have  changed  since  we  two 
parted. 

And  many  grown  apart,  aa  time  hath  sped  -~ 
Till  we  have  almost  deem*d  that  the  true-hearted 

Abided  only  with  the  faithful  dead. 
And  some  we  truated  with  a  fond  believing. 

Have  turnM  and  stimg  us  to  the  bosom's  core ; 
Ajid  life  hath  eeem'd  but  as  a  vain  deceiving 

Kroia  which  we  turn  aside  heartsick  and  sore. 

JITrf.  C.  JIf .  Chandler. 


Oh !  colder  than  the  mind  that  frceacs 
Founts,  tliat  but  now  in  sunshine  i^y'd, 

Is  that  congealing  pang  that  seises 
The  trusting  bosom  when  betray'd. 


Moortt 
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DEFIANCE. 

Fly  they  that  need  to  fly ; 
Wordes  fbaren  babes.   I  meanc  not  to  thee  cntrctt 
To  passe ;  but  maugre  thee  will  passe  or  dy. 

Spenaer'e  Fairy  Quten, 

Herald,  save  thou  thy  labour ; 

Come  thou  no  more  far  ransom,  gentle  herald; 

They  shall  fiave  none,  I  swear,  but  these  my  joints: 

Which  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  *cm  to  them, 

Shall  leave  them  little. 

Shake.  Henry  V. 

I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  answer  back ; 
Bid  them  achieve  me,  and  then  sell  my  bones, 
Good  God !  why  should  they  mock  poor  fcUowi 

thus? 
The  man  that  once  did  sell  the  lion's  skin 
Whik)  the  boast  liv'd,  was  kill'd  with  hunting  him. 

Shake.  Henry  f. 

Scorn,  and  defiance ;  slight  regard,  contempt, 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  mis-become 
The  mighty  sender,  doth  he  prize  you  at 

Shake.  Henry  V. 

What  man  dare,  I  dare : 

Approach  thou  like  the  ragged  Russian  bear, 

The  arm'd  rhinocerus,  or  the  Hyrean  tiger, 

T^e  any  shape  but  that,  and  my  firm  nerves 

Shall  never  tremble ;  or  be  alive  again. 

And  dare  me  to  the  desert,  with  thy  sword ; 

If  trembling  I  inhibit  thoc,  protest  me 

The  baby  of  a  girl.    Hence,  horrible  shadow ! 

Unreal  mockery,  hence ! 

Shake,  Afacbdi 

Gentle  heaven. 

Cut  short  an  intermission ;  front  to  front, 

Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland,  and  myself; 

Within  my  sword's  length  set  him ;  if  he  'scape, 

Heaven  forgive  hiin  toa 

Shake,  Macbeth. 

If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  stir  thy  foot, 
Or  teach  thy  hasty  spleen  to  do  me  shame, 
I  'U  strike  thoo  dead.    Put  up  thy  sword  bcti«e» 
Or  I'll  90  m«ul  you  and  your  toasting^ron, 
That  you  sh^D  IhinL  the  devil  has  come  &oa  licn> 

Shi'la.  AiJtr  JchL 
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Thoa  losett  labour : 
As  easy  niay*st  thoa  the  mtroochant  air 
With  tbj  keen  sword  impress,  as  make  me  bleed : 
Let  M  thy  blade  on.  volaerable  crests. 

Shak9.MachA 

Manr, 
llioa  dost  wrong  me,  thou  dissembler,  thou ; — 
Nay,  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  sword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Shakt.  Mveh  Ado. 

I  pry'thee  take  thy  fm|rers  from  my  throat; 
For  thoa^h  I  am  not  splenetive  and  rash. 
Yet  have  I  in  me  something  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wisdom  fear.    Hold  off  thy  hand. 

Shahs,  Hamlet, 

Why,  I  will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theme 
Until  my  eyelids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Shaks,  Hamlet. 

Must  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler  7 
Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  stares  7 

Shftkg.  Julius  Caaar, 

Neither  the  king,  nor  him  that  loves  him  best, 
^e  proudest  he  that  holds  up  Lai|caster, 
Dues  stir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  stir  his  bells. 
1 1]  plant  Plantagenet,  root  him  up  who  dares. 

Shai».  Henry  VI.    Part  III. 

1  hod  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow, 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 
llian  bear  so  low  a  sail,  to  strike  to  thee. 

Shdks.  Henry  VL    Pari  III 

My  ashes,  as  the  Phoenix,  may  bring  forth 
A  bird  that  wiH  reyenge  upon  you  all : 
And,  in  that  hope,  I  throw  mine  eyes  to  heaven. 
Scorning  whatever  you  can  afflict  me  with. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  III. 

What  I  did,  I  did  in  honour, 
^  by  th*  impartial  conduct  of  my  soul. 
And  never  shall  you  see,  that  I  will  beg 
^  n^ged  and  forestall^  remission. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  II. 

I^  them  pronounce  the  steep  Tarpeian  death. 
Vagabond,  exile,  flaying :  Pent  to  linger 
Bat  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  buy 
fbeir  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word. 

Shake.  Coriolanus. 

Behold !  I  have  a  weapon: 
A  better  never  did  itself  sustain 
Upon  a  soldicr^s  thigh :  I  have  seen  the  day, 
That  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  sword, 
I  havv  made  my  way  through  more  impediments 
llia&  twenty  times  your  stop. 

Shake.  Oihdl&. 


Let  him  do  his  spite : 
My  servioes,  which  I  have  done  the  signiory. 
Shall  out-Umgue  his  complaints. 

SJtake.  OVtdLe. 

The  elements 
Of  whom  your  swords  arc  tempered  may  as  well 
Wound  tlic  loud  winds,  or  with  be-mocked-at  stabs 
Kill  the  still-closing  waters,  as  diminish 
One  dowle  that  ^s  in  my  plume.  # 

Shake.  TempeeL 

Let  t])em  come ; 
They  come  like  sacrifices  in  their  trim. 
And  to  the  fire-eyed  maid  of  smoky  war, 
All  hot  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Pari  I 

If  thou  dcny^st  it,  twenty  times  thou  licst ; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falsehood  to  thy  heart, 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point 

Shake.  Richard  IL 

Who  sets  roe  else  7  by  heaven  I  *11  throw  at  all ; 
I  have  a  thousand  spirits  in  mj  breast. 
To  answer  twenty  thousand  such  as  you. 

Shake.  Richard  JI. 

I  do  defy  him,  and  I  spit  at  him ; 
Call  him  —  a  slanderous  coward,  and  a  villain : 
Which  to  maintain,  I  would  allow  him  odds ; 
And  meet  him,  were  I  tyM  to  run  a-foot. 
Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alps. 

Shake.  Richard  II 

Then,  Bolingbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart. 
Through  the  false  passage  of  thy  throat,  thou  liest . 

Shake.  Richard  II 

Thou  trumpet,  there 's  my  purse, 
Nqw  crack  thy  lungs,  and  split  thy  brazen  pipe : 
Blow,  villain,  till  thy  sphered  bias  cheek 
Outswell  the  cholic  of  puffed  Aquilon : 
Come  stretch  tjiy  chest,  and  let  thy  eyes  spout 

blood; 
Thou  blow'st  fi)r  Hector. 

Sliake.  TroUue  and  Creeeida, 

Whence  and  what  art  thou,  execrable  sha|)e, 
That  dar'st,  though  grim  and  terrible,  advance 
Thy  miscreated  front  athwart  mj  way 
To  yonder  gates  7  through  them  I  mean  to  pass 
That  be  assured,  without  leave  ask*d  of  thee : 
Retire  or  taste  thy  folly,  and  learn  by  proof. 
Hell-bom,  not  to  contend  with  spirits  of  heaven* 

Milton'e  Paradiee  LeeL 

Reckonest  thou  thyself  with  spirits  of  heaven, 

Hell-doom'd,  and  breathest  defiance  here  and  soo^^ 

Where  I  reign  king,  and  to  enrage  theo  more. 

Thy  king  and  lord  7 

MiUaiCe  Paradiee 
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If  I  most  contend,  iaid  he, 
fiesl  with  the  best,  the  eender  not  the  sent, 
Or  all  at  once ;  more  glory  will  be  won, 
(>T  less  be  lost. 

Mikim'i  ParmdiM  LotL 

Then,  when  I  am  thj  captive,  talk  of  chains. 
Proud  limitarj  cherub,  but  ere  then 
Far  heavier  load  thyself  expect  to  feel 
r  rom  my  prevailing-  arm,  thougfh  heaven's  kin^ 
Hide  on  thy  wings,  and  thou  with  thy  compeers, 
UsM  to  the  yoke,  draw'st  his  triumphant  wheels 
In  progress  through  the  road  of  heav*n  star-pavM. 

MilUnCM  Paradue  Lo&L 

Our  puissance  is  our  own ;  our  own  right  hand 
Shall  teach  us  highest  deeds,  by  proof  to  try 
Who  is  our  equal :  then  thou  shalt  behold 
Whether  by  supplication  we  intend 
Address,  and  to  begirt  the  Almighty  throne 
Beseeching  or  besieging. 

JtftbWs  Pmradim  LotL 


I  scorn  (quoth  she)  thou  coxcomb  silly, 
Quarter  or  counsel  from  a  foe. 
If  thou  canst  force  me  to  it,  do. 

Butler't  Hvdihrat, 

f^iiough  for  me :  with  joy  I  sec 
The  different  doom  our  fates  assign ; 
Be  thine  despair  and  sceptred  care. 
To  triumph  and  to  die  are  mine. 

Gray*t  Bard 

Torture  tliou  may^st,  but  thou  shalt  ne'er  despise 

mc: 
llie  blood  will  follow,  where  the  knive  is  driven ; 
llie  flesh  will  quiver,  where  the  pincen  tear ; 
And  sighs  and  cries  by  nature  grow  on  pain ; 
But  these  are  foreign  to  the  soul :  not  mine 
The  groans  that  issue,  or  the  tears  that  fUl ; 
They  disobey  mc; — on  the  rack  I  scorn  thee. 

Young^s  Recengt, 

Tliou  think*st  I  fear  thee,  cursed  reptile. 
And  hast  a  pleasure  in  the  damned  thought, 
lliottgh  my  heart's  blood  should  curdle  at  thy 

sight, 
1*11  stay  and  face  thee  still. 

Joama  BaWie'B  Dt  Montferd. 

On  this  spot  I  stand, 
'Hie  champion  of  despair — ^this  arm  my  bmnd — 
This  breast  ray  panoply — and  for  my  gage^- 
(« Jh  thou  hast  refl  ftom  m\B  all  knightly  pledge !) 
TaMe  these  black  hairs  torn  from  a  head  that  hates 

thee, 
IX>ep  be  their  dye  before  that  pledge  is  rajison'c^ 
in  Uhce  heart's  blood  or  mine. 

Maturin't  Bertram, 


Let  them  wield  the  tfamder* 
Fell  is  their  dint,  wlio*re  mailed  in  despair. 

Jtfoteriii's  Benn 

(Nay,  never  look  upon  your  wtd. 
And  lay  your  band  upon  your  sword,) 
I  ten  thee  thou'rt  de6ed ! 
And  if  thou  said'st,  I  am  not  peer 
To  any  lord  in  Scotland  here. 
Lowland  or  highland,  far  or  near, 
Loid  Angus,  thoa  hast  lied. 


He  halts,  and  turns  with  denched  hand. 
And  shout  of  loud  defiance  pours, 
And^shook  his  gauntlet  at  the  towers. 

SeoWt  Marmiom. 

Tlie  mountaineer  cast  glance  of  pride 

Along  Benlcdi's  living  side, 

Then  fix*d  his  eye  and  sable  brow. 

Full  on  Fitz^ames — "How  say*st  thou  now 7^ 

These  are  Clan-Alpine's  warriors  tme; 

And,  Saxon^ — I  am  Roderie  Dhn  !'* 

Seaiet  Lady  tfike  Ldkt. 

The  shivering  band  stood  ofl  aghast. 
At  the  impatiept  glance  he  cast;^- 
Such  glance  the  mountain  eagle  threw. 
As  from  tlie  cli£&  of  Ben-venue 
She  spread  her  dark  sails  on  the  wind. 
And  high  in  middle  heaven  reclined. 
With  her  brood  shadow  on  the  lake. 
Silenced  the  warbler  of  the  brake. 

SeoWi  Lady  efthe  LaU 

On  his  dark  face  a  scorching  clime. 
And  toil  had  done  the  work  of  time, 
Roughen'd  the  brow,  the  temples  bared. 
And  sable  hairs  with  silver  shared. 
Yet  left  —  what  age  alone  could  tame  — 
The  lip  of  pride,  tlie  eye  of  flame. 
The  full-^irmwn  lip  that  upward  curled. 
The  eye  that  seem'd  to  scorn  the  world. 

Sc9ttm  RQUb§ 

Go,  wretch !  and  give 
A  life  like  thine  to  other  wretches  —  lire : 

Byron*9  Heaven  amd 

Go,  sun,  while  mercy  holds  me  up 

On  Nature's  awful  waste 
To  drink  this  last  and  bitter  cup 

Of  grief  that  man  shall  taste. 
Go,  tell  that  night  that  hides  thy  ikce. 
Thou  saw'st  the  Ust  of  Adam's  raes^ 

On  Earth's  sepulchral  clod, 
The  darkenmg  universe  defy 
To  quench  his  immortality, 

Or  shake  his  trust  in  God!    ^ 
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Hm  welcome  be  Camlierlaiid'B  iteed  to  the  shock ! 
Let  him  dash  hie  pmod  foam  like  a  ware  on  the 

rock! 
Bat  wo  to  his  kindred,  and  wo  to  hie  canee, 
When  Albin  her  claymore  indignantly  drawi. 

CmufbeU, 

TVmgh  all  around  is  dark  and  cheerieaii, 

And  on  high  mj  star  looks  pale, 
My  heart  is  stead&st  still  and  fearless. 

Still  my  lips  disdain  to  wail. 
My  spirit  still  stands  up  undaontcdY 

Still  I  on  myself  rely ; 

No  craven  thought  my  brain  e*er  haunted. 

Fate  and  Fortune  I  defy ! 

Fraxer't  Magazine. 

Mine  own  death *8  in  this  clenched  hand; 

I  know  the  noble  trust ; 

These  limbs  most  rot  on  yonder  strand^— 

Tlicae  lips  must  lick  its  dust, 

But  shall  this  dusky  standard  quail 

In  the  red  slaughter-day ; 

Or  shaD  this  heart  its  purpose  fail, 

Tliis  arm  forget  to  slay  7 

MaihertDtU, 

No— thoDgh  of  all  earth's  hope  berefl, 

Lii^  swords,  and  vengeance  still  are  left. 

We  'n  make  yun  valley's  reeking  caves 

Live  in  the  awe-stnick  minds  of  men, 

TSn  tyrants  shudder,  when  their  slaves 

Tell  of  the  Gheber's  bloody  glen. 

ATOors. 

Qlind !  the  ground  *8  your  own,  my  braves ! 

Win  ye  give  it  op  to  daves  7 

Win  ye  look  for  greener  graves  7 

Hc^  ye  mercy  still  7 
What's  the  mercy  despoto  feel 7 
Hear  it  in  yon  cannon's  peal. 
See  it  on  yon  bristling  steel. 

Ask  it  ye  who  will  2 

Woe  to  the  British  soldiery 

Tliat  little  dread  us  near! 
Oa  them  shall  light  at  midnight 

A  strange  and  sudden  fear: 
When  waking  to  their  tents  on  fire, 

They  grasp  their  arms  in  vain. 
And  they  who  stand  to  fiice  us 

Are  beat  to  earth  again.   - 

MtrytnUm 

The  Lord  rebuke  thee,  thou  smiter  of  the  meek. 
Then  robber  of  the  righteous,  thou  trampler  of  the 


Go,  light  the  dark,  cold  hearth-stooes — go  torn  the 

pruon  lock 
Of  the  poor  hearts  thou  hast  hunted,  thou  wolf  amid 

Ikefloek.  WMaUr. 


DEFORMITY. 

Defcrm'd,  unfinish'd,  sent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breathing  world,  scarce  half  made  up, 
And  that  so  lamely  and  unfashionably, 
That  dogs  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them. 
But  I,  —  that  am  not  shap'd  for  sportive  tricks. 
Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glass ; 
I  that  am  rudely  stamp'd,  and  want  love's  majcsty# 
To  strut  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph. 

Shakt.  RUhard  Hi 
Why,  love  fbrswoie  me  in  my  mother's  womb : 
And,  for  I  should  not  deal  in  her  soft  laws, 
She  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  some  bribe 
To  shrink  mine  arm  up  like  a  wither'd  shrub. 
To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  bock. 
Where  sits  deformity  to  make  my  body ; 
To  shape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  sixe ; 
To  disproportion  me  in  every  part. 
Like  to  a  chaos,  on  an  unlick'd  bear-whelp, 
That  carries  no  impression  like  the  dam. 
And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd  7 

Shaks,  Henry  VI.    Part  III 

Nature  herself  started  back  when  thou  vrert  born. 
And  cried,  the  work 's  not  mine. 
The  midwife  stood  aghast ;  and  when  she  saw 
Thy  mountain-back,  and  thy  distorted  legs. 
Thy  face  itself 

Halflminted  with  the  royal  stamp  of  man. 
And  half  o'eroome  with  beast,  she  doubted  long 
Whose  right  in  thee  were  more ; 
And  knew  not  if  to  bum  thee  in  the  flames 
Were  not  the  holier  work.  i 

Lee*8  (EdipuB. 

Am  I  to  blame,  if  nature  threw  my  body 

In  so  perverse  a  mould !  yet  when  she  cast 

Her  envious  hand  upon  my  supple  jointB, 

Unable  to  resist,  and  rumpled  them 

On  heaps  in  their  dark  lodging ;  to  revenge 

Her  bungled  work,  she  stamped  my  mind  more 

fair. 
And  as  from  chaos,  huddled  and  deformed. 
The  gods  struck  fire,  and  lighted  up  the  lamps 
Tliat  beautify  the  sky ;  so  she  infbrm'd 
This  ill-shap'd  body  with  a  daring  soul. 
And,  making  less  than  man,  she  made  me  more. 

Zes'f  CEdipm* 
Deformity  is  daring ; 
It  is  its  essence  to  overtake  mankind 
By  heart  and  soul,  and  make  itself  the  equal - 
Ay,  the  superior  of  the  rest    There  is 
A  spur  in  its  halt  movements,  to  become 
All  that  the  others  cannot,  in  such  things 
As  still  are  free  for  both,  to  compensate 
For  stepdame  Vature's  avarice  at  first 

Byrom*k  Drfonned  Tmrntfonntm^ 
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DEITY. 


Do  yoa  -dare  you 
To  taunt  me  with  my  bom  deformity  7 

Byr^*§  Deformed  Tnmtfifrmed 

GloriooB  ambitioii ! 
I  Iov«  thee  most  in  dwarfa. 

Byron*i  Drftftmed  TrantformetL 


DEITY. 

Of  the  goda  we  are  forbid  to  dispute. 
Because  their  deities  come  not  within 
The  compass  of  our  reaaons. 

LiUy'$  Endymion. 

There  Is  one 
That  wakes  above,  whose  eye  no  sleep  can  bind ; 
He  sees  through  doors,  and  darkness,  and  our 

thoughts : 
And  therefore  as  we  should  avoid  with  fear, 
To  think  amiss  ourselves  before  his  search ; 
So  should  we  be  as  curious  to  shun 
All  cause,  that  others  think  not  ill  of  us. 

Nature 
Neve*  cud  bring  ferth  a  man  without  a  man ; 
Nor  could  the  first  man,  being  but 
The  passive  subject,  not  the  active  mover, 
Be  the  maker  of  himself;  so  of  necessity 
There  must  be  a  superior  pow*r  to  nature. 

Totamewr'a  AtheitCi  Tragedy, 

It  is  not  so  with  him  that  all  things  knows, 

As  His  with  us,  that  square  our  guess  by  shows: 

But  most  it  is  presumption  in  us,  when 

The  help  of  heav*n,  we  count  the  act  of  men. 

'  Shaki.  AU'9  WeO. 

It  did  not  please  the  gods,  who  instruct  the  people : 
And  their  unquestioned  pleasures  must  be  serv'd. 
They  know  what  *s  fitter  for  us,  than  ourselves : 
And  'twere  impiety  to  think  against  them. 

J<maon*9  Catiline, 

'TIS  hard  to  find  God,  but  to  comprehend 
Him,  as  he  is,  is  labour  without  end. 


Herriek, 

And  chiefly  thou,  O  spirit,  that  dost  prefer, 
Before  all  temples,  the  upright  heart  and  pure, 
Instruct  me,  for  thou  know'st. 

Milton^B  Paradi$e  Loti. 

For  wonderful  indeed  are  all  his  works, 
('(easant  to  know,  and  worthiest  to  be  all 
Had  in  remembrance  alwa]^  with  delight ; 
But  what  created  mind  can  comprehend 
Tlieir  number,  or  the  wisdom  infinite 
lliat  brought  them  forth,  but  hid  their  causes  deep. 

«   MxUoiCm  Paradue  LotL 


These  are  thy  glorious  works,  parent  of  good, 
Almighty  thine  this  uoiversal  frame. 
Thus  wondrous  fair ;  thyself  how  wondrous  then  I 
Unspeakable,  who  siVst  above  these  heavens. 
To  us  invisible,  or  dimly  seen 
In  these  thy  lowest  works ;  yet  these  declare 
Thy  goodness  beyond  thought,  and  powV  divine. 

MUtaiC§  Paradiie  ImL 

Beyond  compare  the  son  of  God  was  seen 
Most  glorious ;  in  him  all  his  father  shone 
Substantially  ezpress'd ;  and  in  his  fiice 
Divine  compassion  visibly  appeared. 
Love  without  end,  and  without  measure  grace. 

MiUUnC§  ParadiH  latL 

From  nature's  constant  or  eccentric  laws, 
The  thoughtful  soul  this  general  inference  draws, 
That  an  effect  must  pre-suppoee  a  cause : 
And,  while  she  does  her  upward  flight  sustain, 
Touching  each  link  of  the  continued  chain, 
At  length  she  is  oblig'd  and  fbrc'd  to  see 
A  first,  a  source,  a  life,  a  deity ; 
What  has  for  ever  been,  and  must  for  ever  be. 

Prior's  S6loma». 

Repine  not,  nor  reply ; 
View  not  what  heaven  ordains  with  reason's  eye, 
Too  bright  the  object  is ;  the  distance  is  too  high. 
The  man  who  would  resolve  the  work  of  fate, 
May  limit  number  and  make  crooked  straight: 
Stop  thy  inquiry  then  and  curb  thy  sense, 
Nor  let  dust  argue  with  omnipotence. 

Priar^s  Stllomn, 

In  this  mid  maze  their  vaui  endeavours  end; 
How  can  the  less  the  greater  comprehend. 
Or  finite  reason  reach  infinity  ? 
For  what  could  fiithom  God  were  more  than  Ht 

DrydeiCa  Rdigio  Laui 

Hail,  source  of  being !  universal  soul 
Of  heaven  and  earth  1  essential  presence,  hail! 
To  thee  I  bend  the  knee ;  to  thee  my  thoughti 
Continual  climb ;  who,  with  a  master  band, 
Hast  the  great  whole  into  perfection  touchM. 

Thmwn't  SeateM. 

With  what  an  awful  worid-revdvmg  power 
Were  first  the  unwieldy  planets  launched  along 
The  illimitable  void  I    Thus  to  remain 
Amid  the  flux  of  many  thousand  years, 
That  ofl  has  swept  the  toiling  race  of  men, 
And  all  their  labour'd  monuments  away, 
Firm,  unremitting,  matchless  in  their  course' 
To  the  kind^emper'd  change  of  night  and  d*y, 
And  of  the  seasons  ever  stealing  round. 
Minutely  fiiilhfid :  such  the  all-perfect  hand  J 
That  pois'd,  impels,  and  rules  the  steady  whole. 

Thmaon't  StateM 
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And  yet  waj  every  &!t*ri]i{^  tcmipie  of  man* 

Almighty  fiither !  silent  in  thy  praiM, 

Thy  worin  themeelvee  would  raise  a  general  Toioe, 

Even  in  the  depth  of  solitary  woods, 

By  human  foot  ontrod,  proclaim  thy  power* 

And  to  tho  quire  celestial  Thie  resoond. 

The  eternal  cause,  siqyport,  and  end  of  all ! 

ThommnCs  Sessoiit. 

Let  no  presuming  impious  railer  tax 
Creative  wisdom  as  if  aught  was  fbnnM 
In  Tain,  or  not  lor  admirable  ends. 
Shall  little  haughty  ignorance  pronounce 
His  works  unwise  of  which  the  smallest  part 
Exceeds  the  narrow  ▼ision  of  his  mind  7 

TA0#tflon*s  8ett$onf, 

Vet  providence,  that  eyer-waking  eye, 
Looks  down  with  pity  on  the  feeble  toil 
Of  mortals  lost  to  hope,  and  lights  them  safe 
Through  all  the  dreary  labyrinth  of  fiite. 

Thom9on*§  Seammt, 

Father  of  light  and  life,  thou  good  supreme ! 
0  teach  mo  what  is  good !  —  teach  me  thyself! 
Save  me  from  folly,  vanity,  and  vice. 
From  every  low  pursuit !  and  feed  my  soul 
ynnh  knowledge,  conscious  peace,  and  virtue  pure ; 
Sacred,  substantia],  never-fading  bliss  \ 

•  TKohmohCm  Stamma. 

In  the  vast,  and  the  minute,  we  see 
The  unambitioos  footsteps  of  tho  God 
Who  gives  its  lustre  to  an  insect's  wing. 
And  wheels  his  throne  upon  the  rolling  worlds. 

Coioper's  Tatik. 

What  prodigies  can  power  divine  perfonn 
More  grand  than  it  produces  year  by  year, 
And  all  in  sight  of  inattentive  man  7 
Familiar  with  th'  effect,  we  slight  the  cause. 
And  in  the  constancy  of  nature's  course, 
Tile  regular  return  of  genial  months, 
And  renovation  of  a  faded  world, 
See  naught  to  wonder  at 

Cawper^9  Tatk, 

Thou  dread  source. 
Prime,  selfexisting  cause  and  end  of  all 
That  in  the  scale  of  being  fill  their  place ; 
Above  our.  human  region  or  below, 
Set  and  sustain*d.    Thou,  thou  alone,  0 1  Lord, 
Art  everlasting ! 

Wordstoorth, 

0,  God !  Thou  wondrous  One  m  Three, 

As  mortals  must  Thee  deem ; 
Thou  only  canst  be  said  to  be, 

We  Vut  at  best  to  seem. 

BaUey'i  Fe$t»9.  J 


The  blue,  deep,  glorious  heavens !  I  lifl  mine  eye 
And  bless  thee,  O  my  God !  that  I  have  met 

And  ovm'd  thine  image  in  the  majesty 
Of  their  calm  temple  still !  —  that  never  yet 

There  hath  thy  face  been  shrouded  from  my  sight 

By  noontido  blaze,  or  sweeping  storm  of  night : 
I  bless  thee,  O  my  God ! 

Mr§,  HemafCi  PoemB. 

He  who  reigns  on  high 
Upholds  the  earth,  and  spreads  abroad  the  sky, 
With  none  his  name  and  power  will  he  divide, 
For  He  is  God  and  there  is  none  beside. 

Jamea  Mimtgmnmy 


DELAY. 

Shun  delays,  they  breed  remorse ; 
Take  thy  time,  while  time  is  lent  thee ; 
Creeping  snails  have  weakest  fbrce ; 
fly  their  fault,  lest  thou  repent  thee ; 
Good  is  best  when  soonest  wrought. 
Lingering  labours  come  to  naught 
Hoist  up  sail  while  gale  doth  last. 
Tide  and  wind  stay  no  man's  pleasure ; 
Seek  not  time,  when  time  is  past. 
Sober  speed  is  wisdom's  leisure, 
Aflcr-wits  are  dearly  bought. 
Let  thy  fore-wit  guide  thy  thought 

Robot  SoutkwdL 

Qmissian  to  do  what  is  necessary 
Seals  a  commission  to  a  blank  of  danger ; 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  subtly  taints 
ESven  then  when  we  sit  idly  in  the  sun. 

Shaki.  TroUu9  and  Crundcu 

O  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late ; 
'T  is  Uke  a  pardon  after  execution : 
That  gentle  physic,  given  in  time,  had  cur'd  me  * 
But  now  I  'm  past  all  comfort  here  but  prayers. 

ShakB.  Hemy  VIU. 

Away  towards  Salisbury ; — ^whilo  we  reason  herOi 
A  royal  battle  might  be  won  and  lost 

ShakM.  Richard  IIL 

Your  gifl  is  princely,  but  it  comes  too  late, 
And  falls,  like  sun-beams,  on  a  blasted  blossomi 

Suekling'i  BramoralL 

Go,  feol,  and  teach  a  caratact  to  creep ! 
Can  thirst,  empire,  vengeance,  beauty,  wait? 

YoKf^s  Brkher*, 

Be  wise  to-day;  'tis  madness  to  defer; 
Next  day  the  fatal  precedent  will  plead 
Tlius  on,  tin  wisdom  is  nush'd  out  of  life. 

Voun^a  Night  Tkout^hts 
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Procrastination  ia  the  thief  of  time ; 
Year  after  year  it  steals,  till  aU  are  fled, 
And  to  the  mercies  of  a  moment  leaves 
Tilt  vast  conoems  of  an  eternal  scene. 

Young^i  Night  ThtmghlB. 

Our  greatest  actions,  or  of  good  or  evil, 
The  hero's  and  the  murderer's,  spring  at  once 
From  their  conception :  Qh  !  how  many  deeds 
Of  deathless  Tiitne  and  immortal  crime 
The  world  had  wanted,  had  the  actor  said, 
I  will  do  this  to-morrow ! 

Lard  John  KnsseTt  17m  Corios. 

Wilt  thou  sit  among  the  ruins, 

With  all  words  of  cheer  unspoken. 
Till  the  silver  cord  is  loosen'd, 

Till  the  golden  bowl  is  broken  7 

AwM  C.  Lynch, 

He  came  too  late !    Neglect  had  tried 

Her  constancy  too  long ; 
Her  love  had  yielded  to  her  pride, 

And  the  deep  sense  of  wrong. 
Bhe  scom'd  the  offering  of  a  heart 

Which  linger'd  on  its  way. 
Till  it  would  no  delight  impart, 

Nor  spread  one  cheering  ray. 

EUziMh  BcgarL 


DELICACY.  —  (See  Purity.) 


DELUGE 

We,  we  shall  view  the  deep's  salt  sources  ponrM, 
Until  one  element  shall  do  the  work 
Of  all  in  chaos ;  until  they. 
The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  day, 
fihall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall  lurk 
In  caves,  in  dens,  in  clefts  of  mountains,  ivhere 
The  deep  shall  follow  to  their  latest  lair ; 
Where  even  the  brutes,  in  their  despair. 
Shall  cease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other, 
And  the  striped  tiger  shall  lie  down  and  die 
Beside  the  lamb,  as  though  he  were  his  brother : 
Till  all  things  shall  be  as  they  were, 
Silent  and  uncreated,  save  the  sky. 

Byron's  Heaven  and  Earth, 

The  bea/ens  and  earth  are  mingling — God  I  Oh 

God! 
What  have  we  done  ?  yet  spare ! 
Hark  I  even  the  forest  beasts  howl  forth  their  pray 'r ! 
Thcf  dragon  crawls  from  out  his  dep, 
Vo  herd  in  terror  innocent  with  men; 
And  the  birds  scream  their  agony  through  air ! 

ByrmC$  Heaven  and  Earth. 


Hark !  hark !  the  sea-birds  cry ! 

In  clouds  they  overspread  the  lurid  sky, 

And  hover  round  tlie  mountain,  where  before 

Never  a  white  wing,  wetted  by  the  wave, 

Yet  dared  to  soar. 

Even  when  the  waters  wax'd  ioo  fierce  to  brave ; 

Soon  it  shall  be  their  only  shore. 

And  then,  no  more ! 

Byron's  Heaven  and  Earth 

Earth  shall  be  ocean ! 

And  no  breath. 
Save  of  the  winds,  be  on  the  unbounded  wave ! 
Angels  shall  tire  their  wings,  but  find  no  spot : 
Not  even  a  rock  from  out  the  liquid  grave 
Shall  lift  its  point  to  save. 
Or  show  the  place  where  strong  despair  batk 

died. 
After  long  looking  o'er  the  ocean  wide 
For  the  expected  ebb  which  cometh  not : 

All  shall  be  void. 

Destroyed ! 

B^rtnCe  Heaven  and  Earth, 


DEPENDANTS. 

Who  would  rely  upon  these  miserable 
Dependencies,  in  expectation 
To  be  advanced  to-morrow  7  what  creature 
Ever  fed  worae  than  hoping  Tantalus  ? 
Nor  ever  died  any  man  more  foarfuUy, 
Than  he  that  hop'd  for  a  pardon  7 

Webster's  Duchesa  efMaHfy. 

I  hate  dependence  on  another's  will, 
Which  changes  with  the  breath  of  ev'ry  whisperi 
Just  as  the  sky  and  weather  with  the  winds : 
Nay  with  the  winds,  as  they  blow  east  or  west. 
To  make  his  temper  pleasant  or  unpleasant : 
So  are  our  wholesome  or  unwholesome  days. 

Cftnon's  AwhiHone  Statmnmm, 


DEPUTY. 

A  substitute  shines  brightly  as  a  king. 
Until  a  king  be  by ;  and  then  his  stats 
£Unpties  itseli^  as  doth  an  inland  brook 
Into  the  main  waters. 

Shake,  Merchant  of  F« 

We  have  with  special  seal 
Elected  him  our  absence  to  supply ; 
Lent  him  our  terror,  dress'd  him  with  our 
And  given  his  deputation  all  the  organs 
Of  our  own  power. 

Shake,  Mea.far  Ma 
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DESIGN. 

Hie  noble  heart,  that  harboon  TirtnouB  thought, 
And  is  with  child  of  gloriow  great  intent, 
Can  never  rest,  until  it  forth  have  brought 
ITi'  eternal  brood  of  glory  excellent 

8pen9ef*i  Friry  Queen, 

He  that  intends  well,  yet  deprives  himself 
Of  means  to  put  his  good  thoughts  into  deed. 
Deceives  his  purpose  of  the  due  reward. 

BeaununU  and  Fletcher, 

When  men's  tnfents  are  wieked,  their  guilt  haunts 

them. 
But  when  they  are  just  they  *re  armM,  and  nothing 

daunts  them.  Middleion, 

When  any  great  design  thou  dost  intend, 
Think  on  the  means,  the  manner,  and  the  end* 

Denham, 

Honest  designs 
JusCly  resemble  our  devotions. 
Which  we  must  pay  and  wait  for  the  reward. 

Sir  Robert  Howard, 

J  do  believe,  you  think  what  now  you  speak. 

But  what  we  do  determine  oil  we  break : 

Purpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory. 

Of  violent  birth  but  poor  validi^ ; 

Which  now,  like  fruits  unripe,  sticks  on  the  tree. 

But  &11  unshaken  when  they  mellow  be. 

Shake.  HamJeL 


DESIRE. 

O  fierce  desire,  the  spring  of  sighs  and  tears, 
Reliev'd  with  want,  ImpoverishM  with  store, 
Nurst  with  vain  hopes,  and  fed  with  doubtful  fears* 
Whose  fi>rce  withstood,  increaseth  more  and  more ! 

BrandanU  Octama, 

*Tia  most  ignoble,  that  a  mind  unshaken 
By  fibr  should  by  a  vain  desire  be  broken ; 
Or  that  those  powers  no  labour  e*er  could  vanquish. 
Should  be  o'ercome  and  thrallM  by  sordid  pleasure. 

Chapman, 

How  laige  are  our  desires !  and  yet  how  few 
Events  are  answerable !    So  the  dew. 
Which  early  on  the  top  of  mountains  stood, 
Meaning,  at  least,  to  imitate  a  flood ; 
When  once  the  sun  appears,  appears  no  more, 
And  leaves  that  parch'd  which  was  too  moist 
befiiio.  QomenaU, 

Tlie  desire  of  the  moth  fi>r  the  star— 

Of  the  night  fer  the  morrow — 

The  devotion  to  something  afar 

From  the  sphere  of  our  sorrow. 

ShdUy. 


Thou  blind  man's  mark ;  thou  IboPs  wl^hosen 

snare. 
Fond  fancy's  aeum,  and  dregs  of  scatter'd  thoughts; 
Band  of  all  evils ;  cradle  of  causeless  care ; 
Thou  web  of  ill,  whose  end  is  never  wrought 
Desire !  Desire !  I  have  too  dearly  bought 
With  price  of  mangled  mind  thy  worthless  ware, 
Too  long,  too  long,  asleep  thou  hast  me  brought. 
Who  shouldst  my  mind  to  higher  things  prepare. 

Sir  JP.  Sidney, 

Vain  are  these  dreams,  and  vain  these  hopes ; 

And  yet  'tis  these  give  birth 
To  each  high  purpose,  generous  deed. 

That  eanctifies  our  earth. 
He  who  hath  highest  aim  in  view. 
Must  dream  at  first  what  he  wiU  do. 

Miee  Landon, 

— —  I  look  into  my  heart. 
And  see  how  full  it  is  of  mighty  schemes. 
Some  that  shall  ripen,  some  be  ever  dreams. 
And  yet,  though  dreams,  shall  act  a  real  part. 

F,  W.  FoW. 

Labour  shall  be  my  lot; 

My  kindred  shall  be  joyful  in  my  praise ; 

And  fame  shall  twine  for  me  in  after  days, 

A  wreath  I  covet  not 

Praid. 

Oh,  fountains  that  I  have  not  reach'd. 

That  gush  far  off  even  now. 

Where  shall  I  quench  my  spirits'  thirs 

When  your  sweet  waters  flow ! 

Miee  Lynch, 


DESPAIR. 

To  doubt 
Is  worse  than  to  have  lost :  And  to  despair, 
Is  but  to  antedate  those  miseries 

That  must  fall  on  us. 

Jfatftnger'f  Dvke  ef  Milan, 

Despair  takes  heart,  when  there's  no  hope  in  . 

speed; 
The  coward  then  takes  arms  and  does  the  deed. 

Herriek, 

Despair, 

Thou  hast  the  noblest  issues  of  all  ill. 

Which  frailty  brings  us  to ;  for  to  be  worse 

We  fear  not,  and  who  cannot  lose. 

Is  ever  a  firank  gamester. 

Sir  Robert  Howard 

So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no  further. 
So  doves  do  peck  the  fkloon's  piercing  talons! 
So  desperate  thieves,  all  hopeless  of  tlieir  Uvea, 
Breathe  out  invecti't'es  'gainst  the  officer*. 

Shake,  Henry  VL    Part  111 
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I  *gin  to  be  a-wearj  of  the  eun. 
And  wish  the  estate  o'  the  world  were  now  undone. 

Shak$.  Uaebelk. 

I  pull  in  resolution :  imd  be^in 

To  doabt  the  equivocation  of  the  fiend, 

That  lies  like  truth. 

8iutk9,  Maeheik. 

They  have  ty*d  me  to  a  stake ;  I  cannot  fly. 
But  bear-like,  I  must  fighi  the  course. 

Skak$.  Macbdh, 

I  am  one,  my  liege. 

Whom  the  vUe  Uows  and  buffets  of  the  world 

Have  so  incens'd,  that  I  am  reckless  what 

I  do  to  spite  the  world. 

Shak$.  Maebelh, 

And  I  another, 

So  weary  with  disasters,  tagged  with  fortune, 

That  I  would  set  my  life  on  any  chance 

To  mend  it,  or  be  rid  on  *t. 

Shak$.  Maehak 

O  sovereign  mistress  of  true  melancholy. 
The  poisonous  damp  of  night  dispunge  upon  me ; 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will. 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me. 

Shak$,  Ant€mf  and  CUapaira, 

O  sun,  thy  uprise  shall  I  see  no  more : 

Fortune  and  Antony  part  here ;  even  here 

Do  we  shake  hands.^- All  come  to  this? — The 

hearts 
That  spaniePd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wishes,  do  discandy,  melt  their  sweets 
On  blossoming  Cesar ;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd 
Tliat  overtopped  them  alL 

Shaks,  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

There  *s  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  me  joy : 
Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  talc, 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowsy  man. 

Shako.  King  John, 

,  Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundless  reack 

Of  mercy,  if  thou  didst  this  deed  of  death, 

Art  thou  damned. 

Shako.  King  John. 

If  thou  didst  but  consent 
To  this  most  cruel  act,  do  but  despair, 
And  if  thou  want*st  a  cord,  the  smallest  thread 
That  ev^r  spider  twisted  from  her  womb         ^ 
Will  serve  to  strangle  thee;  a  rush  will  be  a 

beam 
To  hang  thee  on ;  or,  would^st  thon  diown  thyself 
Pul«  little  water  in  a  spoon. 
And  It  snail  be  as  all  the  ocean, 
Kocagh  to  stifle  such  a  villain  up^ 

Shako.  King  Jokm. 


Let  order  die. 
And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  stage. 
To  feed  contention  in  a  lingering  act : 
But  let  one  spirit  of  the  fii^t^bom  Cain 
Reign  in  all  bosoms ;  that,  each  heart  being  mH 
On  bloody  courses,  the  rude  scene  may  end. 
And  darkness  be  the  buricr  of  the  dead ! 

Shako.  Htmy  IV.    PaHiL 

For  now  I  stand  as  one  upon  a  rock. 
Environed  with  a  wilderness  of  se«  ; 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave, 
Elxpecting  ever  wlien  some  envious  surge 
Will  in  his  brinisn  bowels  swallow  him. 

Shako.  Titos 


Thus  roving  on 

fn  oonfus*d  march  forlorn,  th*  adventurous  bands 

With  shuddering  horror  pale,  and  eyes  aghast, 

View*d  their  lamentable  lot,  and  found 

No  rest 

MiUam*o  Paradioe  Loot 


All  sat  mute, 
Pond*ring  the  danger  with  deep  thoughts ;  and  each 
In  other's  count*nance  read  his  own  dismay 
Astonished. 

MiUon'o  Paradioe  LoA 

So  farewell  hope,  and  with  hope  farewell  fear. 
Farewell  remorse ;  all  good  to  me  is  lost; 
Evil,  be  thou  my  good. 

Mikon^o  Paradioe  hod. 

Horror  and  doubt  distract 
His  troubled  thoughts,  and  from  the  bottom  stir 
The  hell  within  him ;  for  within  him  hell 
He  brings,  and  round  about  him,  nor  from  hell 
One  step  no  more  than  from  himself  can  fly 
By  change  of  place. 

HtUatCo  Paradioe  LooL 

Me  miserable !  which  way  shall  I  fly 
Infinite  wrath,  and  infinite  despair  ? 
Which  way  I  fly  is  hell ;  myself  am  hell; 
And  in  the  lowest  deep  a  lower  deep 
Still  threafning  to  devour  me  opens  wide. 
To  which  the  hell  I  suffer  seems  a  heaven. 

MiUon^o  Paradioe  hod 

With  what  delight  could  I  have  walk'd  the  round 
If  I  could  joy  in  aught,  sweet  interchange 
Of  hill  and  valley,  rivers,  woods  and  plains. 
Now  land,  now  sea,  and  shores  with  forests  crown'd 
Rocks,  dens  and  caves ;  but  I  in  none  of  those 
Find  place  or  ref\ige ;  and  the  more  I  see 
Pleasures  about  me,  so  much  more  I  feel 
Torment  within  me,  as  from  the  hatefbl  siege 

Of  contraries. 

JIf iZfon'«  Paradiu  LoA 
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There  they  him  laid 
Gnaahing  for  anguish,  and  despite  and  shame. 
To  find  himself  not  matchless,  and  his  pride 
HunUed  by  such  rebuke. 

MUUnCs  ParaSiM  X>aif . 

■ 

All  hope  is  lost 
Of  my  reception  into  grace ;  what  worse, 
For  where  no  hope  is  left,  is  left  no  fear. 

MiUen'9  ParadiM  Regained. 

Consider  how  the  desperate  fight; 
Despair  strikes  wild, — but  often  fiital  too — 
And  in  the  mad  encounter  wins  success. 

Havard'a  Begtdus. 

AH  judging  heaT*n, 
Was  there  no  bolt,  no  punishment  above? — 
No,  none  is  equal  to  despairing  love : 
Hell  loudly  owns  it,  and  the  daron*d  themselves 
Smile  to  behold  a  wretch  more  cursM  than  they. 

Havard'a  Scanderheg, 

My  loss  is  such  as  cannot  be  repair*d ; 
And  to  the  wretched,  life  can  be  no  mercy. 

J)ryden*i  Marriage  ti  la  Mode. 

Tell  me  why,  good  heaven, 
Thoa  mad*st  me  what  1  am,  with  all  the  spirit. 
Aspiring  thoughts  and  elegant  desires. 
That  fill  the  happiest  man  ?    Ah !  rather,  why 
Did^at  thou- not  fiirm  me  sordid  as  my  fiite, 
Baae-minded,  dull  and  fit  to  cany  burdens  7 
Whj  have  I  sense  to  know  the  corse  that's  on  me ? 
Is  this  just  dealing,  nature  ? 

Otvoaffe  Venice  Preserved. 

TaUc  not  of  oomfiirt,  'tis  for  lighter  ills; 
I  will  indulge  my  aonows,  and  give  way 
To  all  the  pangs  and  fiiry  of  despair. 

Addiaen^e  Cato» 

O  Laciua,  I  am  rick  of  this  bad  world ! 

The  day-light  and  the  sun  grow  painfiil  to  me. 

Addimm'a  Cola. 

Methinks  we  stand  on  ruin ;  nature  shakes 
About  us;  and  the  universal  frame's 
So  loose,  that  it  but  wants  another  push 
To  leap  fiom  its  hinges. 

LuU  (Ed^ui. 

What  miracle 
Can  work  me  into  hope !    Heav'n  here  is  bankrupt, 
Tlie  wond'ring  gods  blush  at  the  want  of  power. 
And  quite  abash'd  confess  they  cannot  help  me. 

Lee^M  Mtthridatea, 

Corv'd  fiite!  malicious  stars !  you  now  have  drain'd 
TcNmelves  of  all  your  poisonous  influence ; 
£3v*ii  the  last  balefitf  drop  ia  shed  upon  roe ! 

Xee'f  JIf tlftrjdateti 


Let  her  rave, 
And  prophesy  ten  thousand  thousand  horrors ; 
I  could  join  with  her  now,  and  bid  'em  come ; 
They  fit  the  present  fiiry  of  my  soul. 
The  stings  of  love  and  rage  are  fiz'd  within, 
And  drive  me  on  to  madness.   Earthquakes,  whirl* 

winds, 
A  general  wreck  of  nature  now  would  please  me. 

Rowe'g  Royal  Convert. 

Whether  first  nature,  or  long  want  of  peace. 
Has  wrought  my  mind  to  this,  I  cannot  tell ; 
But  horrors  now  are  not  displeasing  to  me ; 
I  like  this  rocking  of  the  battlements. 
Rage  on,  ye  winds ;  burst  clouds,  and  waters  roar ! 
You  bear  a  just  resemblance  of  my  fortune. 
And  suit  the  gloomy  habit  of  my  soul ! 

Young'M  Revenge. 

Why  let  them  come :  let  in  the  raging  torrent: 
I  wish  the  world  would  rise  in  arms  against  me ; 
For  I  must  die ;  and  I  would  die  in  state. 

Young*§  Btuiria 
Creation  sleeps ;  't  is  as  the  general  pulse 
Of  life  stood  still,  and  nature  made  a  pause  — 
An  awfbl  pause !  prophetic  of  her  end, 
And  let  her  prophecy  be  soon  fulfill'd ; 
Fate !  drop  the  curtain ;  I  can  lose  no  more. 

Young' $  Night  ThoughU 
From  short  (as  usual)  and  disturb*^  repose, 
I  wake ;  how  happy  they  that  wake  no  more ! 
Yet  that  were  vain,  if  dreams  infect  the  grave. 
I  wake,  emerging  from  a  sea  of  dreams 
Tumultuous;    where    my    wreck'd    desponding 

thought. 
From  wave  to  wave  Of  fancy'd  misery. 
At  random  drove,  her  helm  of  reason  lost. 
Tho'  now  restor'd,  't  is  only  change  of  pain, 
(A  bitter  change  !)  severer  for  severe. 
The  day  too  short  for  my  distress ;  and  night, 
ESv'n  in  the  zenith  of  her  dark  domain, 
Is  sunshine  to  the  colour  of  my  fate. 

Young'o  Night  TTumghU 

With  woful  measures  wan  despair — 
Low  sullen  sounds  his  grief  bcguii'd  ; 
A  solemn,  strange,  and  mingled  air ! 
'T  was  sad  by  fits,  by  starts  *t  was  wild. 

CoUtns'f  Pasmnt 

When  desperate  ills  demand  a  speedy  cure. 
Distrust  is  cowardice,  and  prudence  folly. 

Dr.  Johnoon'o  Irene 

But  dreadful  is  their  doom  whom  doubt  has  drivini 
To  censure  fiite,  and  pious  hope  forego : 
Like  yonder  blasted  boughs  by  lightning  riven, 
Perfection,  beauty,  life,  they  never  know. 
But  frown  on  all  that  pass,  a  monument  of  w«* 

BeaUie'9  MumrH. 
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Mine  afler-Iife !  what  is  mine  aAer-Iife ! 

My  day  is  closed  \  the  gloom  of  night  is  come ! 

A  hopeless  darkness  settles  o*er  my  jfate. 

Joanna  BaiUU^g  BtmL 

Welcome  rough  war !  with  all  thy  scenes  of  hlood ; 
Thy  roaring  thunders,  and  thy  dashing  steel ! 
Welcome  once  more!  what  have  I  now  to  do 
But  play  the  brave  man  o*er  again,  and  die ! 

Joanna  BaiUi^i  BamL 

Be  it  what  it  may,  or  bliss  or  torment. 
Annihilation,  dark,  and  endless  rest. 
Or  some  dread  thing,  man*8  wildest  range  of  thought 
Hath  never  yet  conceived,  that  change  I  *11  dare 
Which  makes  me  any  thing  but  what  I  ant. 

Joanna  BaHUt'o  BaaiL 

I  would  have  time  tum*d  baclr^ard  in  his  course. 
And  what  is  past  ne*er  to  have  been :  myself 
A  thing  that  no  existence  ever  had. 
< Janst  tliou  do  this  for  me  7 

Joanna  BaUlWB  Rayner. 

D  that  I  were  upon  some  desert  coast ! 
Where  liowling  tempests  and  the  lashing  tide 
Would  stun  me  into  deep  and  senseless  quiet 

Joanna  BailUe'B  De  Montford. 

Come,  madness !  come  unto  me,  senseless  death ! 
(  cannot  suffer  this !  hero,  rocky  wall. 
Scatter  these  brains,  or  dull  them ! 

Joanna  BaiUie'o  De  Montford, 

O  that  I  had  been  form'd 
An  idiot  from  the  birth !  a  senseless  changeling. 
Who  eats  his  glutton's  meals  with  greedy  haste. 
Nor  knows  the  hand  who  feeds  him  ! 

Joanna  BaiUWo  De  Montford, 

He  hangs  upon  me  like  a  dead  man*s  grasp 
On  the  wrcck'd  swimmer^s  neck. 

Joanna  BaUlie'e  EthwaJd, 
Full  many  a  storm  on  this  grey  head  has  beat ; 
And  now,  on  my  high  station  do  I  stand. 
Like  the  tired  watchman  in  his  rocked  tower, 
Who  looketh  for  the  hour  of  his  release. 
I*m  sick  of  worldly  broils,  and  fain  would  rest 
With  tnose  who  war  no  more. 

Joanna  BaiUWo  EthtDoId, 
O  night,  when  good  men  rest,  and  infants  sleep ! 
Thou  art  to  me  no  season  of  repose, 
But  a  fcarM  time  of  waking  more  intense, 
Of  life  morn  keen,  of  misery  more  palpable. 

Joanna  BaUlie'i  Ethwald, 

'llio  fountain  of  my  heart  dried  up  within  me, — 
With  nought  that  ioved  me,  and  with  nought  to 

love, 
*  fttood  upon  Ae  desert  earth  abne. 

ATatttrtti't  Bertram, 


Hiou  sayest  I  am  a  wretch  •— > 

And  thou  sayest  true-— these  weeds  do  witness  it— 

These  wave-woro  weeds— tbeso  bare  and  bruised 

limbs. 
What  would*6t  thou  more  7  I  shrink  not  from  the 

question. 
I  am  a  wretch,  and  proud  of  wretchedness, 
*T  is  the  sole  earthly  thing  that  cleaves  to  me. 

Maturings  Bertram, 

The  wretched  have  no  country ;  tliat  dear  name 
Comprises  home,  kind  kindred,  fostering  fricndfl^ 
Protecting  laws,  all  that  binds  man  to  man — 
But  none  of  these  are  mine ; — I  have  no  country^ 
And  fer  my  race,  the  last  dread  trump  shall  wake 
The  sheeted  relics  of  mine  ancestry, 
Ere  trump  of  herald  to  the  armed  lists. 
In  the  bright  blazon  of  their  stainless  coats 
Calls  their  lost  child  again. 

MaiurWo  Bertram, 

And  in  that  deep  and  utter  agony. 
Though  then,  than  ever  most  unfit  to  die, 
I  fell  upon  my  knees  and  pray*d  for  death. 

Maturin^o  Bertram, 

The  storm  for  Bertram ! — and  it  hath  been  with  mc, 
Dealt  with  me  branch  and  bole,  bared  me  to  th* 

roots. 
And  where  the  next  wave  bears  my  perishM  trunk 
In  its  dread  lapse,  I  neither  know  nor  reck  ofl 

MaiwMM  Bertram 

Is  there  no  forest. 
Whose  shades  are  dark  enough  to  shelter  us ; 
Or  cavern  rifled  by  the  perilous  lightning. 
Where  we  must  grapple  with  the  tenanting  wolf 
To  earn  our  bloody  lair  7  — there  let  as  bide, 
Nor  hear  the  voice  of  man  nor  call  of  heaven. 

Maturin^e  Bertram. 

Behold  me,  earth !  what  is  the  life  he  hunts  for? 
Come  to  my  cave,  thou  human  hunter,  come ; 
For  thou  hast  left  thy  prey  no  other  lair. 
But  the  bleak  rock,  or  howling  wilderness ; 
Cheer  up  thy  plick  of  fanged  and  fleshed  hounds, 
Flash  all  the  flames  of  hell  upon  its  darkness, 
Then  enter  if  thou  darest. 
Lo,  there  the  bruised  serpent  ooils  to  sting  thee, 
Yea,  spend  his  life  upon  the  mortal  throe. 

Maturin'^B  Bertram, 

To  be  thus  — 
Grey  hairM  with  anguish,  like  these  blasted  pines, 
Wrecks  of  a  single  winter,  barkless,  branchless, 
A  blighted  trunk  upon  a  cursed  root, 
Which  but  supplies  a  feeling  to  decay— 
And  to  be  thus, — eternally  but  thus. 
Having  been  otherwise !  now  fhrrow'd  o'er 
With  wrmklee  ploughM  by  moments,  not  by  years ; 
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And  boon — all  tortured  into  ages — boors 

Which  I  outlive !  ye  topling  crags  of  ice  \ 

Te  aTalaiiches,  whom  a  breath  draws  down 

In  iiKNintainoaB  o*erwhehning,  come  and  crush  me ! 

I  hear  ye  roooienUy  above,  beneath, 

C!raah  with  a  frequent  conflict ;  but  ye  pass. 

And  only  iall  on  things  that  sdll  would  live. 

Byrtm*9  Manfind, 
I  have  no  dread. 
And  feel  the  curse  to  have  no  natural  fear, 
Nor  fluttering  throb,  that  beats  with  hopes  or 

wishes. 
Or  lurking  love  of  something  on  the  earth. 

Byron*  8  Matted, 
My  mother  earth ! 
And  thou  fresh  breaking  day,  and  you,  ye  moun> 

tains! 
Why  are  ye  beautiful?   I  cannot  love  ye ! 
And  thou  the  bright  eye  of  the  universe. 
That  openest  over  all,  and  unto  all 
Art  a  delight — thou  shin'st  not  on  my  heart ! 

ByrtnCs  Manfred. 

T1unk*8t  thou  existence  doth  depend  on  time  7 
It  doth ;  but  actions  are  our  epochs :  mine 
Have  made  my  days  and  nights  imperishable. 
Endless  and  all  alike,  as  sands  on  the  shore, 
Innomerable  atoms ;  and  one  desert. 
Barren  and  cold,  on  which  the  wild  waves  break, 
But  nothing  rests  save  carcasses  and  wrecks, 
Rocks  and  the  salt  surf  weeds  of  bitterness. 

Byron'M  Manfred. 
Look  on  me  in  my  sleep, 
Or  watch  my  watchings — com^  and  sit  by  me ! 
My  solitude  is  solitude  no  more, 
Bot  peopled  with  the  furies ; — I  have  gnash*d 
My  teeth  in  darkness  till  returning  mom. 
Then  cursed  myself  till  sunset ; —  I  have  pray'd 
For  madness  as  a  blessing— t  is  denied  roe. 

Byron*i  Manfred, 

Tliey  who  have  nothing  more  to  fear  may  well 
Indulge  a  smile  at  that  which  once  ai^all*d ; 
As  children  at  discover*d  bugbears. 

jByroa'f  Sardmu^abu. 
Who  thundering  comes  on  blackest  steed  7 
With  slacken'd  bit  and  hoc^  of  speed ; 
Beneath  the  clattering  iron*s  sound, 
TIm  cavem'd  echoes  wake  around 
In  lash  for  lash,  and  bound  fer  bound ; 
Tfaa  6am  that  streaks  the  courser's  side, 
Seems  gather*d  from  the  ocean-tide ; 
Though  weary  waves  are  sunk  to  rest, 
Tliere  's  none  within  his  rider's  breast. 
And  though  to-morrow's  tempest  lower, 
*T  is  calmer  than  thy  heart,  young  Giaour ! 

ByrmC$  Oiaowr, 


But  once  I  saw  that  face — yet  then 
It  was  so  mark*d  with  inward  pain 
I  could  not  pass  it  by  again ; 
It  breathes  the  same  dark  spirit  now. 
As  death  w^re  stamp'd  upon  his  brow. 

ByrfnCs  Giatmr. 

But  talk  no  more  of  penitence  -, 

Thou  see'st  I  soon  shall  part  from  hence 

And  if  thy  holy  talk  were  true. 

The  deed  that's  done  canst  thou  undo  7 

Think  me  not  thankless — but  this  grief 

Looks  not  to  priesthood  for  relief. 

ByrwC$  Giaour. 

Waste  not  thine  orison,  despair' 

Is  mightier  than  thy  pious  prayer : 

I  would  not,  if  I  might,  be  blest, 

I  want  no  paradise  but  rest 

B%froiC$  Giaottr^ 

Gro,  when  the  hunter's  hand  hath  wrung 
From  ferest-cave  her  shrieking  young. 
And  calm  the  lonely  lioness : 
But  soothe  not — mock  not  my  distress. 

Bynm'i  Giaour, 

Beside  the  jutting  rock  the  few  appear'd. 
Like  the  last  remnant  of  the  red-deer's  herd ; 
Tlieir  eyes  were  feverish,  and  their  aspect  worn. 
But  still  the  hunter's  blood  was  on  their  horn. 

Byron^s  Idand 

Loud  sung  the  wind  above ;  and  doubly  loud. 
Shook  o'er  his  turret  cell  the  thunder  cloud ; 
And  flash'd  the  lightning  by  the  latticed  bar. 
To  him  more  genial  than  the  midnight  star : 
Qose  to  the  glimmering  grate  he  dragg'd  his 

chain. 
And  hoped  ihal  peril  might  not  prove  in  vain. 
He  raised  his  iron  hand  to  heaven,  and  pray'd 
One  pitying  flash  to  mar  the  ferm  it  made : 
His  steel  and  impious  prayer  attract  alike— 
The  storm  roll'd  onward,  and  disdain'd  to  strike ; 
Its  peal  wax'd  fainter— ceased — he  felt  alone. 
As  if  some  faithless  friend  had  spum'd  his  groan. 

ByrmCi  Coroair. 

One  fetal  remembrance,  one  sorrow  which  throws 
Its  bleak  shade  alike  o'er  our  joys  and  our  woes : 
To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  brighter  can  bring. 
For  which  joy  has  no  balm  and  affliction  no  sting . 

Moore. 

Beware  of  desperate  steps !  —  the  darkest  day, 
Live  till  to-morrow,  will  have  pass'd  away. 

Cowpei. 

Like  one  within  a  chamel  cast, 
I  hear  but  dirges  ringing  fer  the  deaa — 
Walk  all  the  time  with  hand  in  hand  of  Death  * 

Mr§.  E,  Oakeo  Smtttk 
12* 
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DESPONDENCY  -  DETERMINATION  -  DETRACTION  -  DEW. 


DESPONDENCY. 

The  recollection  of  one  upward  hour 
Flath  more  in  it  to  tranquillize  and  cheer 
The  darkness  of  despondency,  than  years 
Of  j^aycty  and  pleasure. 

My  heart  is  very  tired  —  my  strength  is  low  — 
My  hands  arc  full  of  blossoms  pluck*d  before. 
Held  dead  within  them  till  myself  shall  die. 

Mis$  BarrtU. 

It  may  be  that  I  shall  forget  my  ip'icf ; 
It  may  be  time  has  good  in  store  for  me ; 
It  may  be  that  my  heart  will  find  relief 
From  sources  now  unknown.     Futurity 
May  bear  within  its  folds  some  hidden  spring 
From  which  will  issue  blessed  streams ;  and  yet 
WhateVr  of  joy  the  coming  year  may  bring, 
7*he  past — the  past  —  I  never  can  forget. 

Mn.HaU, 

And  if  despondency  weigh  down 
Thy  spirits  fluttering  pinions,  then 

Despair  —  thy  name  is  written  on 
The  roll  of  commoD  men. 

HaOeek'i  Poont. 

No  thought  within  her  bosom  stirs, 

But  wakes  some  feeling  dark  and  dread ; 

God  keep  thee  from  a  doom  like  hers. 
Of  living  when  the  hopes  are  dead. 

PAa6e  Corey. 


DESTINY.  — (See  Fate.) 


DESTRUCTION.— (See  Rums.) 


DETERMINATION. 

Muse  not  that  I  thus  suddenly  proceed ; 
For  what  I  will,  I  will,  and  there  *s  an  end. 

Shaka,  Two  OeniUmen  of  Verona, 

Although 
The  air  ul  paradise  did  fan  the  house, 
And  angels  offic*d  all :  I  will  begone. 

Shako.  AWo  WdL 

Bear  tny  greeting  to  the  senators. 
And  tell  thom  that  I  will  not  come  to-day ; 
Lannot  is  false ;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falser; 
1  will  not  cume  to-day :  tell  them  so^  Dccius. 

Shako,  JuUuo  Cctmr. 

I  *11  speaa  to  it,  though  hell  itselt  should  gape, 
Aiid  bid  me  hold  my  peace. 

Shako.  HamUL 


I  have  given  suck ;  and  know 
How  tender  *t  is  to  love  the  babe  that  milks  me : 
I  would,  while  it  was  smiling  in  my  faee, 
Have  pluck'd  my  nipple  from  its  boneless  gumsi 
And  dash*d  the  brains  out,  had  I  so  sworn 
As  yoa  have  done  to  this. 

Shako.  MueUA 

I  said  to  Sorrow's  awful  storm. 

That  beat  against  my  breast, 
Rage  on  —  thou  may'st  destroy  this  form, 

And  lay  it  low  at  rest ; 
But  still  the  spirit  that  now  brocks 

Thy  tempest  raging  high. 

Undaunted  on  its  fury  looks, 

With  steadfast  eye. 

Mro.  Stoddard, 


DETRACTION. 

*T  is  not  the  wholesome  sharp  morality. 
Or  modest  anger  of  a  satiric  spirit, 
That  hurts  or  wounds  the  body  of  a  state ; 
But  the  sinister  application 
Of  the  malicious,  ignorant,  and  base 
Interpreter ;  who  will  distort,  and  strain 
The  general  scope  and  purpose  of  an  author. 
To  his  particular  and  private  spleen. 

JonmnCo  Poetaater, 

Who  stabs  my  name,  would  stab  my  person  too, 
Did  not  the  hangman's  axe  lie  in  the  way. 

Croum'o  Henry  VII 

Happy  are  they  that  hear  their  detractions, 
And  can  put  them  to  mending. 

Shako,  Much  adk 

Detraction 's  a  bold  monster,  and  fimrs  not 
To  wound  the  fame  of  princes,  if  it  find 
But  any  blemish  in  their  lives  to  work  on. 

jtoow^ff* 

To  you  I  shall  no  trophy  raise 
From  other  men's  detraction  or  dispraise : 
That  jevrel  never  had  inherent  worth, 
Which  ask'd  such  foils  as  these  to  set  it  forth. 

BiohepKiog 


DEW. 


And  that  same  dew,  which  sometimes  on  the  bods 
Was  wont  to  swell,  like  round  and  orient  pearifi 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  flow'rets'  eyes, 
Like  tears,  that  did  their  own  di^raoe  bewail 
Shako.  Midommner  NigkCo  Dnam, 

I  must  go  seek  some  dew-drops  here. 
And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowslip's  ear. 

Shako.  Midsummar  NighCo  Drom, 
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The  starlight  dews 
All  nlently  their  tears  of  love  instU, 
Weeping  themselves  away,  till  they  infiise, 
Deep  into  nature's  breast,  the  spirit  of  her  hues. 

Bytwu 

Within  these  leaves  the  holy  dew 

Thii  falls  from  heaven,  hath  won  anew 

A  glory  —  in  declining. 

MiuBarretL 

Oh  dew,  thou  diroppest  soil  below 

And  platest  all  the  ground ; 
Yet  wncn  the  noontide  oomes,  I  know 

ThoQ  never  cans*t  be  found. 

Maria  LowdL 


DEVOTION. 

One  grain  of  incense  with  devotion  oflSsr'df 
'S  beyond  all  pcrfiimes  or  Sabtean  spices, 
By  one  that  proudly  thinks  he  merits  it 

Jlfa«srfiger*s  Batkfid  Lwer, 

The  immortal  gods 
Accept  the  meanest  altars  that  are  raised 
Bf  pure  devotion ;  and  sometimes  prefer 
An  ounce  o^  frankincense,  honey,  or  milk, 
Beibre  whole  hecatombs  of  SabcBan  gems, 
QfTerM  in  ostentation. 

The  hand  is  rais'd,  the  pledge  is  given. 
One  monarch  to  obey,  one  creed  to  own. 
That  monarch,  God  ;  that  creed.  His  word  alone. 

Spragiu. 

like  earth,  awalce,  and  warm,  and  bright 

With  joy  the  spirit  moves  and  boms ; 

Soup  to  thee!  O  Fount  of  Light ! 

Cor  light  returns. 

•  John  Sterling, 


DIGNITT. 

I  know  myself  now,  and  I  fbel  within  ma 

A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities ; 

A  still  and  quiet  conscience.  The  king  has  curM 

me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  grace;  and  from  these  shoulders. 
These  minM  pillars,  out  of  pity  ta*en 
A  kad  would  sink  a  navy,  too  much  honour. 
0  *t  is  a  burden,  Cromwell,  *t  is  a  burden. 
Too  heavy  for  «  man  that  hopes  fi>r  heaven ! 

Shak$.  Henry  VIIL 

Where  ambition  of  place  goes  hsfbre  £lMat 
Of  birth,  contempt  and  disgrace  follow. 

ChapHUiiL 


Great  honours  are  great  burdens :  but,  on  whom 
They're  cast  with  envy,  he  doth  bear  two  loads ; 
His  cares  must  still  be  double  to  his  joys. 
In  any  dignity ;  where,  if  he  err. 
He  finds  no  pardon ;  and,  for  doing  well, 
A  most  small  praise,  and  that  wrung  out  by  force. 

JonaotCe  Catiline 

IVue  dignity  is  never  gained  by  place. 
And  never  lost  when  honours  are  withdrawn. 

Maeeinger 


DINNER.  — (See  Feasting.) 


DISAPPOINTMENT.  — (See  Grief.) 


DISCX)NTENT, 

O  thoughts  of  men  accursM ! 
Past  and  to  come,  seem  best ;  things  present,  worst 

Shake.  Henry  JV.   Part  II 

Happiness  courts  thee  in  her  best  array ; 
But,  like  a  misbehav*d  and  sullen  wench, 
Thou  poutest  upon  thy  fortune  and  thy  love : 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  such  die  miserable. 

Shake.  Henry  JV.    Part  II. 

He  reads  much ; 
He  is  a  good  observer,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men :  he  loves  no 

plays. 
As  thou  dost,  Antony ;  he  hears  no  music : 
Seldom  he  smiles ;  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort, 
As  if  he  mockM  himself  and  scorn*  d  his  spirit 
That  could  be  mov*d  to  smile  at  any  thing. 

She  IS  peevish,  sullen,  ftowaxd, 
Frond,  disobedient,  stubborn,  lacking  du^; 
Neither  regarding  that  she  is  my  child, 
Nor  fearing  me  as  if  I  were  her  fkther. 

Shake.  Two  Gentlemen  of  VerontL 

Worthy  Montano,  yon  were  wont  to  be  civil ; 
The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wisest  censure;  what's  the  matter 
That  yon  unlace  your  reputation  thus, 
And  spend  your  rich  opinion  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler  7  give  me.  answer  to  it 

Shake.  Othdla^ 


AH 


With  his  words 
d  wen  pleasM ;  all  seemM  but  were  not 
alL  lftltoii*f  PatnOae  LmL 
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,  DISCORD  -  DISCRETION. 


Did  I  request  thee,  maker,  from  my  clmj 

Td  moald  me  man,  did  I  aolieit  thee 

From  darkness  to  promote  me,  or  here  place 

In  this  delicious  garden  7  as  mj  will 

Concurred  not  to  my  being,  it  were  but  riglit 

And  equal  to  reduce  me  to  my  dust, 

Desirous  to  resign  and  render  back 

All  I  received  unable  to  perform 

Thy  terms  so  hard,  by  which  I  was  to  hold 

The  good  I  sought  not. 

Mikott^B  Paradue  LotL 

Sour  discontent  that  quarrels  with  our  fiite, 
May  give  fresh  smart,  but  not  the  old  abate ; 
The  uneasy  passion's  disingenuous  wit. 
The  ill  reveals,  but  hides  the  benefit 

Sir  Richard  Blaeknwre. 

Against  our  peace  we  arm  our  will: 

Amidst  our  plenty  something  still 

For  horses,  houses,  pictures,  planting, 

To  thee,  to  me,  to  him  is  wanting; 

That  cruel  something  unpossest 

Corrodes  and  leavens  all  the  rest, 

That  something  if  we  could  obtain. 

Would  soon  create  a  future  pain. 

Prior. 

Why  discontent  for  ever  harbour*d  there  7 
Incurable  consumption  of  our  peace  I 
Resolve  me  why  tlie  cottager,  and  king, 
He  whom  sea-8cver*d  realms  obey,  and  he 
Who  steals  his  whole  dominion  from  the  waste. 
Repelling  winter's  blast  with  mud  and  straw, 
Disquieted  alike,  draw  sigh  for  sigh. 
In  fate  so  distant,  in  complaint  so  near. 


Young, 


It  *s  hardly  in  a  body's  power 

To  keep,  at  times,  frae  being  sour, 

To  see  how  things  are  shar'd ; 

How  best  o'  chiels  are  whyles  in  want. 

While  coofs  on  countless  thousands  rant, 

And  aen  na  how  to  wair  't 

Man  hath  a  weary  pilgrimage, 
As  through  the  world  he  wends ; 

On  every  stage,  from  youth  to  age. 
Still  discontent  attends. 

I  cannot  bear  to  be  with  men 

\Vho  only  see  my  weaknesses ; 

Who  know  not  what  I  might  have  been. 

But  scan  my  spirit  as  it  is. 

ft  is  not  well  to  brood 
Hus  darkly  o'er  the  cares  that  swell 

Life's  current  to  a  flood. 
As  brooks,  and  lorrentsi,  rivers,  aiJ 
•wreMe  the  gulf  in  which  they  fall, 


Souihejf, 


WiOiM. 


Such  thoughts,  by  gathering  up  the  rills 
Of  lesser  grieft,  spread  real  ills ; 
And  with  their  gloomy  shades  conceal 
The  land-markfl  Hope  would  else  reveaL 

Jf  rs.  Dtnmei 


DISCORD. 

Discord,  a  sleepless  hag,  who  never  dies, 
With  snipe-like  nose,  and  ferret-glowing  eyes, 
Lean,  sallow  cheeks,  long  chin,  with  beard  supplied, 
Poor  crackling  joints,  and  wither'd  parchment  hide, 
As  if  old  drums,  worn  out  with  martial  din. 
Had  dubb'd  their  yellow  heads  to  form  her  skin. 

Dr.  WoUaC$  Peter  Pindar, 


DISCRETION. 

Press  me  not,  'beseech  you,  so ; 
There  is  no  tongue  that  -moves,  none,  none  i*  tk' 
world. 

So  soon  as  yours,  could  win  me. 

Shah 

BUb  air,  his  voice,  his  looks,  and  honest  soul. 
Speak  all  so  movingly  in  his  behalf, 
I  dare  not  trust  myself  to  hear  him  talk. 

Additn* 

How  excellent  is  woman,  when  she  gives 
To  the  fine  pulses  of  her  spirit  way ; 
Her  virtues  bla«om  daily,  and  poor  out 
A  fragrance  upon  all  who  in  her  path 
Have  a  blest  fisllowship. 


WUUt 


O,  save  to  one/imiZiar  friend. 

Thy  heart  its  veil  should  wear. 
The  faithless  vow  be  aO  unheard,  — 

The  flattery  wasted  H^^re ; 
Heeding  the  homage  of  the  vain 

As  lightly  as  some  star, 
Whose  steady  radiance  changes  not, 

Though  thousands  kneel  afkr. 


WkiOir' 


DISEASE.—  (See  Health.) 


DISHONESTY.—  (See  Thieves.) 


DISPLEASURE.  —  (See  Anger.) 


DISPOSITION.— (See  Chabactbb.) 


DOUBT-DR£AMS. 


141 


What  though  the  world  hu  wh»per*d  tiiee,  *Br 


DOUBT. 

His  name  was  Doubt,  that  had  a  double  face, 
Th*  one  forward  looking,  th*  other  backward  bent, 
Therein  resembling  Janut  auneient, 
Which  had  in  charge  the  ingate  of  the  year : 
And  evermore  his  eyes  about  him  went, 
As  if  some  proved  peril  he  did  fear, 
Or  did  misdoubt  some  ill,  whose  canse  did  not 
appear.  SpenterU  Fairy  Queen,' 

*T  is  good  to  doubt  the  worst, 
We  may  in  our  belief  be  too  secure. 

Webtter'a  and  RowUy*9  Tkraeian  Wonder, 

Known  mischiefs  have  their  cure,  but  doubts  have 

none; 
And  better  is  despair  than  fruitless  hope 
MizM  with  a  killing  fear. 

Ma^9  CUopatra, 

Our  doubts  are  traitors. 

And  make  us  lose  the  good  we  ofl  might  win, 

fiy  fearing  to  attempt 

Shaka.  Mea.fir  Mea, 

Too  do  seem  to  know 
Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me :  pray  you 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  ofien  hurts  more 
Tbsui  to  be  sure  they  do;  fbr  certainties 
Or  are  past  remedies,  or  timely  knowing. 
The  remedy  then  bom)  discover  to  me 
What  both  you  spur  and  stop^ 

Shake,  CffmbeUne, 

Tbe  wound  of  peace  is  surety. 
Surety  secure ;  but  modest  doubt  is  call*d 
Hie  beacon  of  the  wise ;  the  tent  that  searches 
To  the  bottom  of  the  wonrt. 

Shake,  TYoOue  and  Creeeida, 

I  run  the  gauntlet  of  a  file  of  doubts. 
Each  one  of  which  down  hurls  me  to  the  ground. 

BaUet^e  Feetue, 

Who  never  doubted  never  half  believed, 
Where  doubt  there  truth  is— *t  b  her  shadow. 

Bailey. 

Life's  sonniest  hours  are  not  without 
"Hie  shadow  of  some  lingering  doubt  — 
Amid  its  brightest  joys  will  steal 
Spectres  of  evil  yet  to  feel  — 

He  wannest  love  is  blent  with  fears. 
Its  oonfidsnoe  a  trenAling  one— • 

Its  smUe— the  harbinger  of  tears-^ 
Its  bope — the  ehange  of  ApriTs  son ! 
A  weary  lot-— in  merey  gi^n. 
To  fit  the  ehisteaed  soul  fbr  hsaven. 


ware 


i» 


Tliou  dost  not  dream  of  change.    Nay,  do  not 

speak, 

For  any  answer  would  imply  a  doubt 

In  love's  deep  confidence,  which  not  fbr  worlds 

Should  have  existence. 

Ritbert  Morria, 

The  clear,  cold  question  chills  to  frozen  doubt; 
Tired  of  beliefs,  we  dread  to  live  without ; 

0  then,  if  reason  vraver  at  thy  side, 

Let  humbler  Memory  be  thy  gentle  guide. 
Go  to  thy  birth-place,  and,  if  fiiith  was  there. 
Repeat  thy  fitther*s  creed,  thy  mother's  prayer . 

O.  W.  Udmm 

Yet  do  not  think  I  doubt  thee, 
I  know  thy  truth  remains ; 

1  would  not  live  vrithout  thee, 

For  all  the  world  contains. 

G,  P.  Morris. 

Beware  of  doubt — faith  is  the  subtle  chain 
Which  binds  us  to  tbe  infinite :  the  voice 

Of  a  deep  life  within,  that  will  remain 
Until  we  crowd  it  thence. 

Jtfrt.  £.  Odkte  Smith, 


DREAMS. 

I  Dreams  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain. 
Begot  of  nothing  but  vain  fantasy ; 
Which  is  as  thin  of  substance  as  the  air , 
And  more  inconstant  than  the  wind. 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JulitL 

If  I  may  trust  the  flattering  eye  of  sleeps 
My  dreams  presage  some  joyful  news  at  band ; 
My  bosom's  lord  sits  lightly  in  his  throne ; 
And  all  this  day,  an  unaccustomed  spirit 
Lifis  me  above  the  ground  with  cheerful  thoughts 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JvXid 

Ah  nae !  how  sweet  b  love  itself  possessM, 
When  but  love's  shadows  are  so  rich  in  joy ! 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

Thy  spirit  within  thee  hath  been  so  at  war. 
And  thus  hath  so  bestirr'd  thee  in  thy  sleep, 
That  beads  of  sweat  have  stood  upon  thy  broWi 
Like  bubbles  in  a  late-disturbed  stream : 
And  in  thy  fiice  strange  motions  have  appeal  *< 
Such  as  we  see  when  men  restrain  their  breath 
On  some  gieat  sudden  haste. 

Shake,  Henry  IV,   Part  J 

Dteams  are  toys ; 
YisT,  iir  this  enee,  yea,  saperstkioasly, 
I  win  t»  s^wr'd  by  this. 
WhiUier,  &itke.  Wmtet»9  7Ws 
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DREAMa 


Hiero  aro  a  kind  of  men  m  Ioom  of  sool. 
That  in  their  deeps  will  utter  their  affain. 

Shdct,  Oihdto. 

There  is  some  ill  a-brewin|^  towards  my  rest, 
For  I  did  dream  of  money-bags  to-night 

Shaks.  Merchant  of  Vemce, 

Then  came  wandering  by 
A  shadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood ;  and  he  shriekM  ooi  aloud,— 
Clarence  is  come,— false,  fleeting,  peijur'd  Cla* 

rence^ — 
That  stabbM  me  in  the  field  by  Tewkesbury. 

Shaks.  RuAard  III 

By  the  apostle  Paul,  shadows  to-night 
Have  struck  more  terror  to  the  soul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  substance  of  ten  thousand  soldiers. 
Armed  in  proof^  and  led  by  shallow  Richmond. 

Shak9.  Riehmrd  III, 

Divinity  hath  oftentimes  descended 

Upon  our  slumbers,  and  the  blessed  troupes 

Have,  in  the  calm  and  quiet  of  the  soulc, 

Conversed  with  us. 

SHrUy. 

Dreams  are  but  interludes  which  ftncy  makes ; 
When  monarch  reason  sleeps,  this  mimic  wakes : 
Compounds  a  medley  of  disjointed  things, 
A  mob  of  cobblers,  and  a  court  of  kings : 
Light  fumes  are  merry,  grosser  fbmes  are  sad ; 
Both  are  the  reasonable  soul  run  mad : 
And  many  monstrous  forms  in  sleep  we  see. 
That  neither  were,  nor  are,  nor  e*er  can  be. 
Sometimes  forgotten  things  long  cast  behind 
Rush  fbrward  in  the  brain,  and  come  to  mind. 
The  nurse*s  legends  are  for  truths  received. 
And  the  man  dreams  but  wliat  the  boy  believed. 

DrydoL 

But  dreams  full  ofl  are  found  of  real  events 
The  forms  and  shadows. 

Joanna  BaUUt^B  EAwald, 

While  o*eT  my  limbs  sleep's  s^ft  dominion  spread. 
What  though  my  soul  fantastic  measures  trod 
0*er  fairy  fields ;  or  moumM  along  the  gloom 
Of  pathless  woods ;  or  down  the  craggy  steep 
Hurl'd  headlong,  swam  with  pain  the  mantled 

pool; 
Or  scalM  the  cliff,  or  danc*d  on  hollow  winds. 
With  antic  shapes,  wild  natives  of  the  brain  7 
Her  ceaseless  flight,  though  devious,  speaks  her 

nature 
Of  subtler  essence  than  the  trodden  clod; — 
i- or  human  weal,  heaven  husbands  all  events^ 
Dull  itleop  mstructs,  nor  sport  vain  dreams  in  vain. 

Young, 


He  sleeps,  if  it  be  sleep;  this  starting  trance, 
Whose  feverish  tossings  and  deep  muttcrM  groant 
Do  prove  the  soul  shares  not  the  body^s  rest— 
How  the  lip  works,  how  the  bare  teeth  do  grind. 
And  beaded  drops  course  down  his  writlien  brow! 

Maturin'B  Bertram, 

Lightly  he  dreamt  as  youth  will  dreanif 
Of  sport  by  thicket,  or  by  stream, 
Of  hawk,  of  hound,  of  ring,  of  glove, 
Or  lighter  yet — of  lady's  love, 

Scatfi  Manimn. 

Oar  waking  dreams  are  fiital :  how  I  dreamt, 
Of  things  impossible !  (could  sleep  do  more  ?) 
Of  joys  perpetual  in  perpetual  change ! 
Of  stable  pleasures  on  the  tossing  wave ! 
Eternal  sunshine  in  the  storms  of  life ! 
Bbw  richly  were  my  noon-tide  trances  hung 
With  gorgeous  tapestries  of  picturM  joys ! 
Joy  behind  joy,  in  endless  perspective ! 
Till  at  death's  toll,  whose  restless  iron  tongue 
Calls  daily  for  his  millions  at  a  meal, 
Starting  I  >voke,  and  fi>ttnd  myself  undone. 

Young. 

Dreams  in  their  development  have  breath, 

And  tears,  and  tortures,  and  the  touch  of  joy ; 

They  leave  a  weight  upon  our  waking  tlioughts, 

They  take  a  weight  firom  off  our  waking  toilst 

They  do  divide  our  being;  they  become 

A  portion  of  ourselves  as  of  our  time. 

And  look  like  heralds  of  eternity ; 

They  pass  like  spirits  of  the  past,  —  they  speak 

Like  sibyls  of  the  future ;  they  have  power  — 

The  tyranny  of  pleasure  and  of  pain ; 

They  make  us  what  we  were  not — what  thej 

will. 
And  shake  us  with  the  vision  that 's  gone  by, 
The  dread  of  vanished  shadows — Are  they  so? 
Is  not  the  past  all  shadow  7  what  are  they  7 
Creations  of  the  mind  7  the  mind  can  make 
Substance,  and  people  planets  of  its  own 
With  beings  brighter  than  have  been,  and  give 
A  breath  to  forms  which  can  outlive  all  flesh. 

Byron's  Dream, 

0  Spirit  Land !  thou  land  of  dreams ! 
A  world  thou  art  of  mysterious  gleams, 
Of  startling  voices  and  sounds  of  strife, 
A  world  of  the  dead  in  the  hues  of  life. 

Jlfrs.  HoHunu'i  Pomi. 

1  walk  with  sweet  friends  in  the  sunset  glow ; 
I  listen  to  music  of  long  ago ; 

But  one  thought,  like  an  omen,  breathes  faint 

through  the  lay, — 
**  It  is  but  a  dream ;  it  will  melt  away." 

Mr9,  Heman'i  Poom  \ 
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Just  one  look  before  I  sleep, 
JiBt  one  parting  glance  to  keep 
On  m  J  heait,  and  on  my  brain 
Efery  line  and  feature  plai&f 
In  sweet  hopes  that  thej  may  be 
Present  in  these  dreams  to  me. 
Which  the  gentle  night  hour  brings 
Ever  on  her  starry  wingSt 

Mi$9  Landon, 
Dreams  are  rudiments 
Of  the  great  state  to  come.    We  dream  what  is 

About  to  happen. 

Bailetf, 

Innocent  dreams  be  thine  !  thy  heart  sends  up 
Its  thoughts  of  purity,  like  pearly  bells, 
Rising  in  crystal  fountains.    Would  I  were 
A  sound,  that, I  might  steal  upon  thy  dreams, 
And,  like  the  breathing  of  my  flute,  distil 
Sweetly  upon  thy  senses. 

WtBiff. 

< 

Bright  dreams  attend  thee,  gentle  one. 

The  brightest  and  the  best ; 
For  sorrows  scarce  can  fUl  upon 

A  maid  so  purely  blest. 
And  when  death's  shadows  round  thee  swell. 

And  dim  thy  starry  eyes, 

O,  mayst  thou  be,  my  Rosabelle, 

A  spirit  of  the  skies. 

Robert  Monrii, 


DRESS.— (See  Apparel.) 


DROWNING. 

O  Lord !  methought,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown ! 
What  dreadful  noise  of  water  in  my  ears ! 
What  sights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes! 
Methought,  I  saw  a  thousand  fearful  wrecks, 
A  thousand  men  and  fishes  gnaw*d  upon  me. 

Shak».  Richard  IIL 

Alone  in  the  dark,  alone  on  the  wave. 

To  buffet  the  storm  alone  — 
To  struggle  aghast  at  thy  watery  grave. 
To  struggle  and  feel  there  is  none  to  save, 

God  shield  thee,  helpless  one ! 
Tbe  stout  limbs  yield,  for  their  strength  is  past, 
The  trembling  hands  on  the  deep  are  cast, 
Tbe  white  brow  gleams  a  moment  more, 
Tlien  slowly  sinks  — the  struggle  is  o*er ! 

Afrt^f.  Odfcst&Rttft. 


DRUMS. 

Strike  up  the  drum  :  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 

Head  for  oar  interest 

S1mk9.  Kime  Jokm. 


Your  drums,  being  beaten,  will  cry  oat. 
And  so  shall  you,  being  beaten :  do  but  stir 
An  echo  vrith  the  clamour  of  thy  drum, 
And  even  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  brac*d 
Tliat  shall  reverberate  all  as  loud  as  tliine  : 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  shall. 
As  loud  as  thine,  rattle  the  welkin's  ear. 
And  mock  the  deep-mouth*d  thunder. 

8hak$,  King  John, 

DRUNKENNESS. 

And  now,  in  madness, 

Being  full  of  supper,  and  distempering  draughts, 

Upon  malicious  bravery,  dost  thou  come 

To  start  my  quiet. 

Shdk$,  Othdlo. 

If  I  can  fasten  one  cup  upon  him. 

With  that  which  he  hath  drunk  to-night  already. 

He  *11  be  as  foil  of  quarrel  and  ofTence 

As  my  young  mistress*  dog. 

Shako,  Othdkh 

Oh  that  men  should  put  an  enemy  in 

Their  mouths,  to  steal  away  their  brains !  that  wa 

Should  with  joy,  pleasance,  revel  and  applause. 

Transform  ourselves  into  beasts. 

Shako.  Othdk. 

It  hath  pleas'd  the  devil,  drunkenness,  to 

Give  place  to  the  deril,  wrath ;  one 

Unperfoctness  shows  me  another,  to 

Make  me  firankly  despise  myselfl 

I  vrill  ask  him  for  my  place  again ;  he 

Snail  tell  me,  I  am  a  drunkard :  had  I 

As  many  mouths  as  Hydra,  such  an  answer 

Would  stop  them  alL    To  be  now  a  sensible 

Man,  by  and  by  a  fool,  and  presently 

A  beast !  every  inordinate  cup 

Is  unblessM,  and  th*  ingredient  is  a  deviL 

Oh  thou  invisible  spirit  of  vrinc. 

If  thou  hast  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let 

Us  call  thee  devil ! 

Shako.  Othdlo, 

They  were  red-hot  with  drinking ; 

So  full  of  valour,  that  they  smote  the  air 

For  breathing  in  their  faces;  beat  the  ground 

For  kissing  of  their  feet 

Shako.  Tempooi, 

1  have  drugg*d  their  possets, 

That  death  and  nature  do  contend  about  them, 

Whether  they  live,  or  die. 

Shako.  Macbeth. 

Give  me  the  cups ; 

And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak, 

The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  wilhout, 

The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heaven  to  th« 

earth. 

Now  the  king  drinks  to  Hamlet 

^  Shako.  HamioL 
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DRUNKENNESS. 


No  jocand  health,  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day, 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  shaO  tell ; 
And  the  king's  rouse  the  heaven  shall  bruit  again, 
fie-spcaking  earthly  thunder. 

Shak$.  HandeL 

Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine  :— 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkindness,  Cassius. 

Shakt,  JuHus  Ca$ar. 

Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine : 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  spirit. 
Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have. 

Shakt.  Richard  IIL 

Drunkenness !  that 's  a  most  gentleman-like 
Sin,  it  scorns  to  be  beholden ;  fi>r  what  it      * 
Receives  in  a  man*s  house,  it  commonly 
Leaves  again  at  his  door. 

Cfijiufs  Whiiiigig. 

Fly  drunkenness,  whose  vile  incontinence 
Takes  both  away  the  reason  and  the  sense : 
'nil  with  Circsan  cups  thy  mind  possest 
Leaves  to  be  man,  and  wholly  turns  a  beast 
Think  while  thou  swallow'st  the  capacious  bowl. 
Thou  let*st  in  seas  to  sack  and  drown  thy  souL 
That  hell  is  open,  to  remembrance  call, 
And  think  how  subject  drunkards  are  to  falL 
Consider  liow  it  soon  destroys  the  grace 
0£  human  shape,  spoiling  the  beauteous  &co ; 
Puffing  the  cheeks,  blearing  the  curious  eye. 
Studding  the  face  with  vicious  heraldry. 
What  pearls  and  rubies  does  the  wine  disclose, 
Making  the  pane  poor  to  enrich  the  non  \ 
How  does  it  nurse  disease,  infect  the  heart, 
Drawing  some  sickness  into  every  part ! 

Randdfih. 
It  weaks  the  brain,  it  spoils  the  memory. 
Hasting  on  age,  and  wilful  poverty : 
It  drowns  thy  better  parts,  making  thy  name 
To  foes  a  laughter,  to  thy  friends  a  shame. 
*Ti8  virtuous  poison  and  the  bane  of  trust, 
llie  match  of  wrath,  the  fuel  unto  lust 
Quite  leave  this  vice,  and  turn  not  to  *t  again, 
Upon  presumption  of  a  stronger  braiii ; 
For  he  that  holds  more  wine  than  others  can, 
I  rather  count  a  hogshead  than  a  man. 

RanddjiL 
Nor  need  we  tell  what  anxious  cares  attend 
The  turbulent  mirth  of  wine ;  nor  all  the  kinds 
Of  maladies,  that  l&dd  to  death's  grim  cave, 
Wrought  by  intemperance :  joint-racking  gout ; 
fnteetine  stone ;  and  pining  atrophy, 
.ThiU  even  when  tho  sun  with  July  heats 
Frioa  the  scorchM  sou ,  and  dropsy  all  afloat, 
Yet  craving  liquids. 

PhiUftiU  Cider, 


Now, 
As  with  new  wino  intoxicated  both. 
They  swim  in  mirU4  and  fancy  that  they  feel 
Dkfinity  within  them  breeding  wings 
Wherewith  to  scorn  the  earth. 

JTt/Km'f  Pmradiu  IMU 

Man,  with  raging  drink  inflam*d. 
Is  far  more  savage  and  untamM; 
Supplies  his  loss  of  wit  and  sense 
With  barb'rousness  and  insolence; 
Believes  himself  the  less  he  *s  able^ 
The  more  heroic,  and  formidable ; 
Lays  by  his  reason  in  his  bowls, 
As  Turks  are  said  to  do  their  aoaia. 
Until  it  has  so  often  been 
Shut  out  of  its  lodgings,  and  let  in, 
At  length  it  never  can  attain 
To  find  the  right  way  back  again; 
Drinks  all  his  time  away,  and  prunes 
The  end  of  *s  life  as  vignerons 
Cut  short  the  branches  of  a  vine, 
To  make  it  bear  more  plenty  o*  wine; 
And  that  which  nature  did  intend 
T*  enlarge  his  life,  perverts  its  end.  ' 

BtOler'a  Hudibra^ 

Thus  as  they  swim  in  mutual  swill,  the  talk. 

Vociferous  at  once  from  twenty  tongues, 

Reels  fast  from  theme  to  theme;   from  horses, 

hounds, 
To  church  or  mistress,  politics  or  ghost. 
In  endless  mazes,  intricate,  perplexM. 

TAofiisonV  Seastm. 

Confused  above. 
Glasses  and  bottles,  pipes  and  gazetteers. 
As  if  the  table  even  itself  was  drunk. 
Lie  a  wet  broken  scene ;  and  wide,  below. 
Is  heap'd  the  social  slaughter :  where  astride, 
The  lubber  power  in  filthy  triumph  sits, 
Slumb*rous,  inclining  still  from  side  to  side. 
And  steeps  them  drenchM  in  potent  sleep  till  mom. 
Perhaps  some  doctor,  of  tremendous  paunch. 
Awful  and  deep,  a  black  abyss  of  drink. 
Outlives  them  all,  and  from  his  buryM  flock 
Retiring  full  of  rumination  sad, 
Laments  the  weakness  of  these  latter  times. 

Thom9on*$  Seatons, 

What  dext*rous  thousands  just  within  the  goal 
Of  wild  debauch  direct  their  nightly  coorae ! 
Perhaps  no  sickly  qualms  bedim  their  day^ 
No  morning  admonitions  shock  the  head. 
But  ah !  what  woes  remain !  life  rolls  apace, 
And  that  incurable  disease-— oU  age, 
In  youthful  bodies  more  severely  felt. 
More  sternly  active,  shakes  their  blasted  prime. 
Armttrong*$  Art  tf  Prturwng  Health, 


DUELUNG-DUTY. 


14.S 


When  the  fnntic  raptures  in  yoar  breast 
Sobade,  you  languish  into  mortal  man ; 
Too  sleep,  and  waking  find  yourself  undone. 
For,  prodigal  of  life,  in  one  rash  night 
¥<m  lavishM  more  than  might  support  three'days. 
A  heavy  morning  comes ;  your  cares  return 
With  tenfold  rage.    An  anxious  stomach  well 
May  be  endured ;  so  may  the  throbbing  heart : 
Bot  ffoch  a  dim  delirium,  such  a  dream, 
InvolTes  you ;  such  a  dastardly  despair 
Unmans  your  soul,  as  maddening  Fentheus  felt, 
When,  baited  round  Cithfleron*s  sides, 
He  saw  two  suns,  and  double  Thebes,  ascend^-^ 
Add  that  your  means,  your  health,  your  parts 

decay; 
Yoar  fiiends  ayoid  you ;  bruttshly  transformed 
iliey  hardly  know  you,  or,  if  one  remains 
To  wish  you  well,  he  wishes  you  in  heaven. 

Artnstnmg't  Art  tfPttMeivtng  HedUh, 

Ten  thousand  casks, 
Fm  ever  dribbling  out  their  base  contents, 
ToachM  by  tho  Midas  finger  of  the  state, 
Bleed  gold  for  ministers  to  sport  away. 
Drink  and  be   mad  then.    'Tis  your  country 

bids. 
GJoribusly  dmnk,  obey  th'  important  call. 
Her  cause  demands  the  anistance  of  your  throats, 
Ts  all  can  swallow,  and  she  asks  no  more. 

Cowpef*$  Tatk 

Hien  a  hand  shall  pass  before  thee. 

Pointing  to  hia  drunken  sleep, 
To  thy  widow*d  marriage-pillows. 

To  the  tears  that  thou  shalt  weep ! 


DUELLING. 

Yioar  words  have  took  such  pains,  as  if  they  labourM 
To  bring  manslaughter  into  form,  set  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  valour ;  which,  indeed, 
la  valour  misbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 
When  sects  and  fiictions  were  but  newly  bom : 
He  *s  truly  valiant,  that  can  wisely  luffer 
The  worst  that  man  can  breathe ;  and  make  his 

wrongs 
His  ootaidea  ;  vrear  them  like  his  raiment,  caro> 

Jessly; 
And  ne*er  preftr  his  injuries  to  his  heart, 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 

8hak»,  Timm  tfAthmu. 

Some  fiery  Ibfpt,  with  new  commission  vain. 
Who  aloeps  on  brambles  till  he  kills  his  man ; 
Some  frolic  dronkard,  reeling  from  a  fbast, 
PhmiiEM  a  hioilv  and  stabs  him  fi>r  a  jest 

Dr,  Joftnaon't  Lomim 
K 


Am  I  to  set  my  life  upon  a  throw 
Because  a  bear  is  rude  and  surly  ?  —  No ! 
A  moral,  sensible,  and  well-bred  man 
Will  not  affront  me,  and  no  other  can. 

Cowper'8  C<mver$atUm 

'T  is  hard  indeed,  if  nothing  will  defend 
Mankind  firom  quarrels  but  their  fatal  end ; 
That  now  and  then  a  hero  must  decease. 
That  the  surviving  world  may  live  in  peace. 
Perhaps  at  last  close  scrutiny  may  ahow 
The  practice  dastardly,  and  mean  and  low ; 
That  men  engage  in  it,  compellM  by  force, 
And  fear,  not  courage,  is  its  proper  source ; 
The  fear  of  tyrant  custom,  and  the  fbar 
Lest  fops  should  censure  us,  and  fools  should  sneer 
At  least  to  trample  on  our  Maker*s  laws, 
And  hazard  life  for  any  or  no  cause. 

Cotoper's  Conoersa^ioii 

It  is  a  strange  quick  jar  upon  the  ear. 

That  cocking  of  a  pistol,  when  you  know 

A  moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to  bear 

Upon  your  person,  twelve  yards  ofl^  or  so ; 

A  gentlemanly  distance,  not  too  near. 

If  you  have  got  a  former  friend  for  foe; 

But  afler  being  fired  at  once  or  twice, 

Tho  ear  becomes  more  Irish,  and  less  nice. 

Byron 

DUTY. 

Stem  daughter  of  the  v<uce  of  God ! 

O  Duty !  if  that  name  thou  love 
Who  art  a  light  to  guide,  a  rod 

To  check  the  erring,  and  reprove ; 

Thou  who  art  victory  and  law 

When  empty  terrors  overawe. 

Give  unto  me,  made  lowly  wise. 

The  spirit  of  selfsacrifice. 

Wordnoorth 

Cold  duty's  path  u  not  so  blithely  trod 
Which  leads  the  moumfbl  spirit  to  its  God. 

WiOiamHerhert 

Rugged  strength  and  radiant  beauty  — 

These  were  one  in  nature's  plan; 

Humble  toil  and  heavenward  duty  — 

lliese  will  fi>rm  the  perfect  man. 

Mr9.HaU 

Vain  we  number  every  duty. 

Number  all  our  prayers  and  tears, 
Still  the  spirit  lacketh  beauty. 

Still  it  droops  with  many  fears. 

Afrs.  £.  Oakm  SmOh 

To  hallowM  duty, 

Here  with  a  loyal  and  heroic  heart. 

Bind  we  our  lives. 

MriuOifwd 
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Then  the  porpoaes  of  li& 
Stood  apart  from  Tulgar  itrift, 
LAboar  in  the  path  of  dutj 
GleamM  up  like  a  thing  of  beaaty. 

C.  P.  Cnmeh, 

For  Love  himeelf  took  part  against  himself 
To  wain  oa  oflf|  and  Dnty  loVd  of  hove, 
O  this  world^s  curse, — ^belovM  but  hated— came 
Like  Death  between  thy  dear  embrace  and  mine. 

Temtjfi 


EARTH. 

For  nought  00  vile  that  on  the  eardi  doth  life, 
But  to  the  earth  some  special  good  doth  give. 

8kak$.  Ronuo  and  JvUtt 

'Hie  earth,  tliat  *s  nature's  mother,  is  her  tomb. 

Shak9,  Romeo  and  JulieL 

And  &st  by  hanging  in  a  golden  chain 
Utis  pendent  world,  in  bigness  as  a  star. 

AfUton*s  ParadUe  Lott. 

BSarth*8  days  are  numbered,  nor  remote  her  doom ; 
As  mortal,  tho*  less  transient,  than  her  sons. 

Yimng'8  Night  ThoughU, 

Where  is  the  dust  that  has  not  been  alive  ? 
The  spade,  the  plough,  disturb  our  ancestors ; 
From  human  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread. 

Foimg's  Night  Thoughts. 

Earth  fills  her  lap  with  pleasures  of  her  own ; 

Yearnings  she  hath  in  her  own  natural  kind. 

And,  even  with  something  of  a  mother's  mind, 
And  no  unworthy  aim. 
The  homely  nurse  doth  all  she  can 

To  make  her  foster-child,  her  inmate  man, 
Forget  the  glories  he  hath  known. 

And  that  imperial  palace  whence  he  came 

Wordnoorth, 

"T  is  earth  shall  lead  destruction ;  she  shall  end. 
The  stars  shall  wonder  ^hy  she  comes  no  more 
On  her  accustom'd  orbit,  and  the  smi 
Mids  one  of  his  eleven  of  light;  the  moon. 
An  orphan  orb,  shall  seek  for  earth  for  aye 
Through  time's  untrodden  depths,  and  find  her  not 

Bailetf$  Fe$tu$, 
My  kindred  earth  I  see  *f^ 
Once  every  atom  of  this  ground 
Liived,  breathed  and  felt  like  me. 

Montgotnety* 

The  earth  is  bright, 
And  I  am  earthly,  so  I  love  it  well ; 
ITiough  heaven  is  holier,  and  full  of  light, 

Yet  I  ain  frail,  and  with  frail  things  would  dwelL 

JCrt.  Judoon. 


EARTHQUAKE. 

nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  strange  eruptiom ;  and  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  cholic  pinch'd  and  vex'd. 
By  the  imprisoning  of  unruly  wind 
Within  her  womb ;  which,  fiir  enlargement  strinni 
Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topples  down 
Steeples,  and  moss-grown  towers. 

Shako.  Homy  IV     Port , 

As  though  an  earthquake  smack'd  iti  mumblioj 

Up. 
0*er  some  thick-peopled  citf. 

BmlefoFeOtm 


EATING.  — (See  Feasting.) 


ECSTACY.  —  (See  Jot.) 


EDUCATION. 

How  can  he  rule  well  in  a  commonwealth. 
Which  knoweth  not  himself  in  role  to  frame  ? 
How  should  he  rule  himself  in  ghostly  health, 
Which  never  leam'd  one  lesson  for  the  samef 
If  such  catch  harm,  their  parents  are  to  bl&me' 
For  needs  must  they  be  blind,  and  blindly  led, 
Where  no  good  lesson  can  be  taught  or  read. 
CaxH  in  tho  Mirror  far  MogidnU 

For  noble  youth,  there  is  no  thing  so  meet 
As  learning  is,  to  know  the  good  from  ill : 
To  know  the  tongues,  and  perfectly  indite, 
And  of  the  laws  to  have  a  perfect  skill. 
Things  to  reform  as  right  and  justice  will : 
For  honour  is  ordained  for  no  cans 
But  to  see  right  maintained  by  the  law& 

CavU  in  the  Mirror  for  MagidTdO 

The  more  politic  sort 
Of  parents  will  to  handicrafts  resort : 
If  they  observe  their  children  to  produce 
Some  flashings  of  a  mounting  genius. 
Then  must  they  with  all  diligenbe  invade         1 
Some  rising  calling,  or  some  gainful  trade;      j 

But  if)  by  chance,  they  have  one  leaden  sool,  i 
Bom  for  to  number  eggs,  he  must  to  school ;  | 
'Specially  if  some  patron  wfll  engage  I 

Th*  advowBon  of  a  neighbouring  vicarage ;  1 
Strange  hedly-medly !  who  would  make  his  svi^ 
Turn  greyhounds,  or  hunt  foxes  with  his  kinc  f  1 


Man's  like  a  bairen  and  nngntefbl  soi]. 

That  seldom  pays  the  labour  of  manuring' 

Sir  Robort  Howards  BUod  Lti 
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T  is  cdneation  forms  the  common  mind ; 
Just  as  the  twi^f  b  bent,  the  tree*8  inclin*d. 
Boastful  and  rough,  your  first  son  is  a  squire ; 
Tlie  next  a  tradesman  meek,  and  much  a  liar ; 
Tom  struts  a  soldier,  open,  bold,  and  brave ; 
Will  sneaks  a  scrivener,  an  exceeding  knave ; 
Is  he  a  churchman  7  Then  ho  *s  fond  of  pow*r ; 
A  quaker  7  Sly ;  A  presbytcrian  7  Sour ; 
A  smart  free-thinker  7  All  things  in  an  hour. 

Pcps*s  Moral  fssayt. 

She  tangfat  the  child  to  read,  and  taught  so  well, 
Tliat  she  herseUI  by  teaching,  leam*d  to  spelL 

Byron' 9  Sketch  from  Private  Life, 
Tis  pleasing  to  be  schoolM  in  a  strange  taogae 
By  female  lips  and  eyes— that  is,  I  mean 
When  both  the  teacher  and  the  taught  are  young, 
As  was  the  case  at  least  where  I  have  been; 
Hiey  saule  so  "Arhen  one  *a  right,  and  when  one  *s 
wrong 

Tliej  smile  still  more. 

Mfyron* 

Culture's  hand 

Has  seatter'd  verdure  o*er  the  land ; 

And  smiles  and  fragrance  rule  serene, 

Where  barren  wild  usurp*d  the  scene. 

And  such  is  man  —  a  soil  which  breeds 

Or  sweetest  flowers,  or  vilest  weeds ; 

Flowers  lovely  as  the  moming*s  light, 

Weeds  deadly  as  an  aconite ; 

Just  as  his  heart  is  train*d  to  bear 

The  ptnsonoas  weed,  or  flow*ret  fair. 

Botortf^* 

A  little  learning  is  a  dangerous  thing. 
Drink  deep,  or  taste  not  the  Pierian  spring. 
For  shaUow  draughts  intoxicate  the  brain. 
But  drinking  largely  sobers  us  again. 

«  Pope^s  Buay  on  Criticitm, 

l<eatming  by  study  must  be  won ; 
"T  was  ne'er  entailM  from  sire  to  son. 

Gay'o  FaUe$, 

And  say  to  mothers  what  a  holy  charge 
Is  theirs  —  with  what  a  kingly  power  their  love 
Mi^ht  rule  the  fountains  of  the  new-bom  mind ; 
Warn  them  to  wake  at  early  dawn,  and  sow 
Good  seed  before  the  world  has  sown  its  tares. 

Mro.  Sigoitmey. 

Look  through  the  casement  of  yon  village  school. 
Where  now  the  pfdant  with  his  oaken  rule, 
like  Augustus  on  the  imperial  throne, 
two  poets  yet  to  fame  unknown. 

James  T.  Fidda. 
One  while  the  fever  is  to  learn  what  none  will  be 

wiser  for  knowing, 
Exploded  errors  in  extinct  tongues,  and  occasions 
for  their  use  is  small ; 


And  the  bright  morning  of  life,  for  years  of  mis 

spent  time. 

Wasted  in  following  sounds  hath  track*d  but  little 

sense. 

Tuppa'o  ProiDerbial  PhUonphy, 

Be  understood  in  thy  teaching,  and  instruct  to  the 

measure  of  capacity ; 
Precepts  and  rules  are  repulsive  to  a  child,  but 

happy  illustration  winneth  him. 

Tiipprr's  Proiterbial  PhSUmopky, 


EGOTISM.  —  (See  Selfishness.) 


ELEGANCE.  — (See  Grace.) 
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And  when  she  spake, 
Sweete  words,  like  dropping  honey,  she  did  shed ; 
And  *twixt  the  perles  and  rubies  sofUy  brake 
A  silver  sound,  that  heavenly  musicke  seemM  tu 
make.  iSpenser's  Fairy  QiieMi 

Her  words  virere  like  a  stream  of  honey  fleeting. 
The  which  doth  softly  trickle  from  the  hive. 
Able  to  melt  the  hearer's  heart  unweeting. 

And  eke  to  make  the  dead  again  alive. 

SpefiHf 

Pow'r  above  pow*rs !  O  heavenly  eloquence ! 
That  with  the  strong  rein  of  commanding  words, 
Dost  manage,  guide,  and  master  th*  eminence 
Of  men's  siTections,  more  than  all  their  swords ! 
Shall  we  not  offer  to  thy  excellence 
The  richest  treasure  that  our  wit  affords  7 
Tho\x  that  canst  do  much  more  with  one  pen. 
Than  all  the  pow'rs  of  princes  can  effect; 
And  draw,  divert,  dispose,  and  fashion  men, 
Better  than  force  or  rigour  can  ^rect ! 
Should  we  this  ornament  of  glory  then. 
As  th'  unmaterial  fruits  of  shades  neglect  7 

DamH 

Men  are  more  eloquent  than  women  made ; 
But  women  are  more  pow'rful  to  persuade. 

Randolph*$  Amyntai 

What  is  judicious  ek>quence  to  those 
Whose  speech  not  up  to  other's  reason  grows. 
But  climbs  aloft  to  their  own  passion's  height  7 
And  as  our  seamen  make  no  use  of  sight 
By  any  thing  obaerv'd  in  wide  strange  seas. 
But  only  of  the  length  of  voyages ; 
Or  else,  as  men  in  races  make  no  stay 
To  draw  large  prospects  of  their  breath  away , 
So  they,  hi  heedless  races  of  the  tongue, 
Care  not  how  broad  their  theme  is,  out  how  long 

9ir  W.  IHvmuU. 
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EVry  word  he  ipeaks  is  a  17^11*8  note. 
To  draw  the  careleai  bearer. 

BemsnumttSm  Voyage, 

In  her  yoath 
There  b  a  prone  and  epeechleii  dialect. 
Such  aa  morea  men ;  bealdea  die  hath  proiperoaa 

art, 
When  she  will  play  with  reaaon  and  diaoonrse. 
And  well  aha  can  pemiade. 

S»dfcf.  Mea^far  Mm. 

Oh !  I  will  hearken  like  a  doting  mother. 
To  hear  her  children  praisM  bj  flattMng  tongnea. 
Sir  Robert  Howard^e  Dyke  tfLerma. 
Hia  tongne 
DroppM  manna,  and  ooold  make  the  worse  appear 
Hie  better  reason,  to  perplex  and  dash 

Matorest  ccyonsels. 

mtm'o  Pmndim  LooL 

When  with  greatest  art  he  spoke, 
YouM  think  he  talk*d  like  other  folk. 

BvtUr'o  HuiSbmo. 

But  when  he  pleaa^  to  ahow  't,  his  speech. 

In  loftiness  of  aouni,  was  rich ; 

A  Babylonish  dialect. 

Which  learned  pedants  moch  affect 

It  was  a  party-cblonred  dress 

Of  patchM  and  pye-ballM  languages: 

T  was  English  cot  on  Greek  and  Latin, 

Like  fbstian  heretofore  on  satin. 

BvtUr'e  HuHbrao. 

Oh !  speak  that  again! 
Sweet  aa  the  syren's  tongue  those  accents  fiJl, 
And  charm  me  to  my  roin. 

Southern'e  Royol  Brolher, 

When  he  spoke,  what  tender  words  he  tts*d ! 
80  softly,  that,  like  flakes  of  feather'd  snow, 

They  melted  as  they  feU. 

DryderCe  SpamekPnar, 

I  *U  speak  the  kindest  words 
lliat  tongue  e*er  ottered,  or  that  ait  eVr  thought 

Dryden^e  Indiem  Emperor, 

Your  words  are  like  the  notes  of  dying  swans ; 

Too  sweet  to  last 

DnfdaCe  AH  for  Looe. 

Methought  I  heard  a  voice, 
fiweet  aa  the  shepherd's  pipe  upon  the  mountains, 
When  all  hia  little  fiock  *8  at  feed  before  him. 

Otwtye  Orphan, 

Who  tataa  of  dying  in  a  voice  so  sweet, 

lliat  life  'a  in  love  witn  it 

Otwa^e  Orphan, 

Tl>it  voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gentle  whispers, 
And  fill  my  ean  with  the  soft  breath  of  love. 

Otwttfe  Vemce  Preoerved, 


Oh,  while  you  speak,  mcthinks  a  sadden  calm, 
In  spite  of  all  the  horror  that  surrounds  me, 
Falls  upon  every  frighted  faculty, 
And  puts  my  soul  in  tune. 

Lee's  Bnitat. 

And  wheresoe'er  the  subject  *s  best,  the  sense 
Is  better*d  by  the  speaker's  eloquence. 

King. 

Aa  I  listenM  to  thee. 
The  happy  hours  paas*d  by  os  unperoeived. 
So  was  my  soul  fix'd  to  the  soft  enchantment 

Row^e  Tamerlme, 

Oh!  I  know 
Thou  hast  a  toogne  to  charm  the  wildest  tempera; 
Herds  vrould  forget  to  graze,  and  aavage  beasti 
Stand  still,  and  loae  their  fieroeneaa,  bat  to  beat 

thee. 
As  if  they  had  reflection :  and  by  reason 
Forsook  a  less  enjoyment  for  a  greater. 

Roioe^e  TmuHam. 

Oft  the  hours 
From  mom  to  eve  have  stolen  unmaskM  away, 
While  mute  attention  hung  npon  his  lips. 

Akenoide'e  Pleaovreo  ef  JmagnuHim 

Now,  with  fine  phraae,  and  foppery  of  tongue, 

More  graceful  action,  and  a  amoother  tone, 

That  orator  of  fiible,  and  fair  fiice. 

Will  steal  on  your  bribM  hearts. 

Yomfe  Bnthert 

O  eloquence  !  thou  violated  foir ! 

How  art  thou  woo'd,  and  won  to  either  bed 

Of  ri^t  or  wrong !    O  when  injuatioe  folds  thee, 

Dost  thou  not  curse  thy  charms  for  pleasing  hiiB, 

And  blush  at  conquest 

Hmm^a  King  ChmUt  I 

Thy  words  had  such  a  melting  flow. 
And  spoke  of  truth  so  sweetly  well. 
They  dropp'd  like  heaven's  serenest  snow, 

And  all  waa  brightness  where  th^  feU ! 

Jftfre. 

Here  rifls  of  oily  eloquence  in  soft 

Meanders  lubricate  the  course  they  take. 

Coiiifv* 

The  grand  debate. 
The  popular  harangue,  the  tart  reply. 
Hie  logic,  and  the  wisdom,  a«d  the  wit, 
And  the  loud  laugh— I  long  to  know  then  aO. 

Oh !  as  the  bee  upon  the  flower,  I  hang 
Upon  the  honey  of  thy  eloquent  tongue. 

Bti2ioer's  Lody  ^If^ 

Her  teazB  her  only  eloquence. 


RogereJ^tft^ 
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His  words  aeem'd  oracles 
Hiat  piere'd  their  bosoms ;  and  each  man  would 

tarn 
And  gaze  in  wonder  on  his  neighbour's  face. 
That  with  the  like  dumb  wonder  answered  him. 

Yoo  conid  have  heard 
The  beating  of  your  pnlses  while  he  spoke. 

€Uorg9  Crokf, 

Soch  a  lip ! — oh,  pourM  firom  thence 
LaTa  floods  of  eloquence 
Would  oome  with  fiery  energy. 
Like  those  words  that  cannot  die. 
Words  the  Grecian  warrior  spoke 
When  the  Persian's  chain  he  broke ; 
Or  that  low  and  honey  tone, 
Making  woman's  heart  his  own. 

L.  E.  Landon, 

The  charm  of  eloquence — the  skill 

To  wake  each  secret  string. 
And  from  the  bosom's  chords  at  will 

Life's  mournful  music  bring ; 
T%e  o'ermast'ring  strength  of  mind,  which  sways 

The  haughty  and  the  free. 
Whose  might  earth's  mightiest  ones  obey, 

lliis  eharm  was  given  to  thee. 

Jfri.  E'Mtntfy* 

There 's  a  charm  in  deliv'ry,  a  magical  art, 
That  thrills  like^a  kiss  from  the  lip  to  the  heart; 
*T  is  the  glance— the  expression — the  well-chosen 

word- 
By  whose  magie  the  depths  of  the  spirit  are 

stirr'd. 
Hie  lip's  soft  persuasion — its  muncal  tone: 
Oh !  such  were  the  charms  of  that  eloquent  one ! 

Mn.  Wdby. 

Hie  spell  is  thine  that  reaches 
Tlie  heart,  and  makes  the  wisest  head  its  sport ; 
And  there's  (me  rare,  strange  virtue  in  thy  speeches. 
The  seeret  of  their  mastery — they  are  short 

HaOtck. 

His  eloquence  is  classic  in  its  style. 

Not  brilliant  with  explosive  coruscations 

Of  heterogeneous  thoughts,  at  random  caught. 

And  ecmtter'd  likd  a  shower  of  shooting  stars, 

Tliat  end  in  darkness :  no ; — his  noble  mind 

Is  clear,  and  full,  and  stately,  and  serene. 

Hie  earnest  and  undazzled  eye  he  keeps 

Fix'd   on  the  sun  of  Truth,  and  breathes  hb 

words 
As  eaflly  as  eagles  cleave  the  air ; 
And  never  pauses  till  the  height  is  won ; 
Ajid  all  who  listen  fiiUow  where  he  leads. 


EMIGRATION. 

Down  where  yon  anch'ring  vessel  spreads  the  sail. 
That  idly  waiting  flaps  with  ev'ry  gale. 
Downward  they  move,  a  melancholy  band, 
Pass  from  the  shore  and  darken  all  the  strand. 
CSontented  toil,  and  hospitable  care. 
And  kind  connubial  tenderness,  are  there ; 
And  piety  with  wishes  plac'd  above. 
And  steady  loyalty,  and  faithful  love. 

GoUUmith't  Deserted  VUlage. 

Good  heav'n !  what  sorrows  gloom'd  that  parting 

day. 
That  call'd  them  fVom  their  native  walks  away , 
When  the  poor  exiles,  ev'ry  pleasure  past. 
Hung  round  the  bowr's,  and  fondly  look'd  their  labt| 
And  took  a  long  fio^cwell,  and  wished  in  vain 
For  seats  like  these  beyond  the  western  main; 
And  shudd'ring  .still  to  face  the  distant  deep, 
Return'd  and  wept,  and  still  rctum'd  to  weep. 

GdidtmUkU  DeMtrUd  Village 

Behold  the  duteous  son,  the  sire  decay'd, 
The  modest  matron  and  the  blushing  maid, 
Forc'd  fiom  their  homes,  a  melancholy  train. 
To  traverse  climes  beyond  the  western  main : 
Where  wild  Oswego  spreads  her  swamps  around, 
And  Niagara  stuns  with  thund'ring  sound ! 
BTen  now,  perhaps,  as  there  some  pilgrim  strays 
Through  tangled  forests,  and  through  dangerous 

ways; 
Where  beasts  with  man  divided  empire  claim. 
And  the  brown  Indian  marks  with  murd'roos  aim 
There,  while  above  the  giddy  tempest  flies, 
And  all  around  distressful  yells  rise ; 
The  pensive  exile,  bending  with  his  woe. 
To  stop  too  fearflil,  and  too  faint  to  go. 
Casts  a  long  look  where  England's  glories  shinOi 
And  bids  his  bosom  sjrmpathize  with  mine. 

Gddtmitk'e  TrmeOer 

Let  us  depart !  the  universal  sun 
Confines  not  to  one  land  his  blessed  beams ; 
Nor  is  roan  rooted,  like  a  tree,  whose  seed 
The  winds  on  some  ungenial  soil  have  cast 
There,  where  it  cannot  prosper. 

Southey^e  Madof 

I  hear  the  tread  of  pioneers 

Of  nations  yet  to  be, 
The  first  low  wash  of  waves  where  soon 

Shall  roll  a  human  sea. 


The  emigrant's  viray  o'er  the  Western  desert  is 

mark'd  by 

Camp-fires  long  oonsum'd,  and  bone«  that  Meaoli 

in  the  sunshine. 

TMigfdlo»*8  Bwngtfym 
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One  look,  one  last  look. 

To  the  cots  and  the  towen, 
To  the  rows  of  our  vines 

And  the  beds  of  our  flowers, 
To  the  church  where  the  bones 

Of  our  fathers  decayed, 
Where  we  fondly  had  deemM 

That  our  own  would  be  laid! 
Our  hearths  we  abandon ;  — 

Our  lands  we  resign ; — 

But,  Father,  we  kneel 

To  no  altar  but  thine. 

T.  Bahington  MaeoMday, 

Orer  the  Rocky  Mountains*  height, 

lake  ocean  in  its  tided  might, 

Hie  living  sea  rolls  onward,  on ! 

And  onward  on  the  stream  shaO  pour, 

And  reach  the  far  Pacific's  shore. 

And  fill  the  plains  of  Oregon. 

Mt8.  HM$  Poem$. 

The  axe  rang  sharply  *mid  those  forest  shades. 
Which  fi'om  creation  toward  the  sky  had  tower*d 
In  unshorn  beauty.    There,  with  vigorous  arm. 
Wrought  a  bold  emigrant,  and  by  his  side 
His  little  son,  with  question  and  response 

Beguird  the  time. 

Mr$»  Sigaumei^$  Poemit, 


EMULATION.  —  (See  Ambition.) 


ENEMY. 

Hiough  all  things  do  to  harm  him  what  they  can. 
No  greater  en*my  to  himself  than  man. 

Earl  if  SUtUne. 
I  love  Dinant,  mine  enemy,  nay,  admire  him  ; 
His  valour  claims  it  from  me,  and  with  justice : 
He  that  could  fight  thus,  in  a  cause  not  honest ; 
His  sword  edg*d  with  defence  of  right  and  honour. 
Would  pierce  as  deep  as  lightning,  with  that  speed 

too. 
And  kin  as  deadly. 

Beaumont  and  FUuher. 
'Tis,  methinks,  a  strange  dearth  of  enemies, 
When  we  seek  foes  among  ourselves. 

Beaumont  and  Fietcher*t  Jeland  Prince; 
'T  is  ill  to  trust  a  reconciled  foe ; 
He  still  in  readiness,  you  do  not  know 
How  soon  he  may  assault  us. 

W^Mter  and  Rouiey'e  7%rueian  Wonder. 

Bcom  no  man's  love,  though  of  a  mean  degree : 
Iiove  is  a  present  for  a  mighty  king ; 
Much  less  make  any  one  thine  enemy. 

HeHterL 
iiOt  not  thy  foe  still  pass  without  controlling. 
Like  fame  and  snow-balls  he  *11  get  strength  by 
*olling.  Aleyn*$  Creocey, 


The  fine  and  noble  way  to  kill  i  foe. 
Is  not  to  kill  him :  you  with  kindness  may 
So  change  him,  that  he  shall  cease  to  be  so ; 
And  then  he  *8  slain.    Sigismund  usM  to  say 
His  pardons  put  his  foes  to  death ;  for  when 
He  mortify*d  their  hate,  he  kill'd  them  then. 

Aleyn'e  Henry  VII 

There  *s  not  so  much  danger 

In  a  known  foe,  as  a  suspected  friend. 

NaWa  Hannibal  and  SeipU 

Enemies,  reconcird. 
Are  like  wild  beasts  brought  up  to  hand ;  tliey  have 
More  advantage  given  them  to  be  cruel. 

KiUegreiD*$  Conepiracy, 

Lands  intersected  by  a  narrow  fritli. 
Abhor  each  other.    Mountains  intcrpos'd 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  which  had  else 
Like  kindred  drops  been  melted  into  one. 

Cowper 
I  never  see  a  wounded  enemy, 
Or  hear  of  foe  slain  on  the  battle-field. 
But  I  bethink  me  of  his  pleasant  home, 
And  how  his  mother  and  his  sisters  watch 
For  one  who  never  more  returns.    Poor  souls ! 
I  *ve  often  wept  to  think  how  they  must  weep. 

Mrs.  HaWe  Ormond  Grootenar, 


ENGAGEMENT.  — (See  Proposal.) 
ENGLAND. 

Hie  English  nation,  like  tlie  sea  it  governs. 
Is  bold  and  turbulent  and  easily  mov'd ; 
And  always  beats  against  the  shore  that  bounds  it 

On>tm*s  2d  pari  cfHonry  VI 

Bid  us  hope  for  victory : 

We  have  a  world  within  ourselves  whose  breast 

No  foreigner  hath  unrevenged  prest 

These  thousand  years.    Tho*  Rhine  and  Rhone 

can  serve. 
And  envy  Thames  his  never  captive  streams : 
Yet  maugre  all,  if  we  ourselves  are  true. 
We  may  despise  what  all  the  earth  can  do. 

True  TrqjanM^ 

England  is  safo,  if  true  within  itself. 
'Tis  better  using  France,  than  trusting  France: 
Let  us  be  back*d  with  God  and  with  the  seas. 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fonce  impregnable. 
And  with  their  helps  only  defend  ourselves ; 
In  them,  and  in  ourselves,  our  safety  lies. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  III 

England  never  did  (nor  never  shall) 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror. 
But  when  it  first  did  help  to  wound  itscl£ 

ShakM,  King  Jckn, 


ENGLAND. 
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O  EDvland !  —  model  to  thy  inward  greatness, 

like  little  body  with  a  mighty  heart,— 

What  might*st  thoa  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do, 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 

But  see  thy  fault !  France  hath  in  thee  found  out 

A  nest  of  hollow  bosoms,  which  he  fills 

With  treacherous  crowns, 

ShaJct,  Henry  V. 

Cotre  the  three  corners  of  the  world  in  arms. 

And  we  shall  shock  them ;  nought  shall  make  us 

rue. 

If  England  to  itself  do  rest  but  true, 

Shaka,  King  Jekn, 

T  the  world's  Toluma 

Our  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it; 

In  a  great  pool,  a  swanV  nest 

Shak$.  CymbeUne. 

Our  sea-walled  garden,  the  whole  land. 

Is  full  of  weeds,  her  fairest  flowers  choakM  up. 

Her  fruit-trees  all  unprun'd,  her  hedges  ruin*d. 

Her  knots  disorderM,  and  her  wholesome  herbe 

Swarming  with  caterpillars. 

Shak».  Rifihard  IL 

This  scepterM  isle, 
Tbis  earth  of  majesty,  this  seat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  demy  Paradise, 
Hiis  fortress,  built  by  nature  for  herself 
Against  infbction,  and  the  hand  of  war ; 
lliis  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world, 
Tiaa  precious  stone  set  in  the  silver  sea, 
Which  serves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall ; 
Or  as  a  moat  defensive  to  a  house. 
Against  the  envy  of  leas  happier  lands. 

Shakt.  Richard  IL 

This  land  of  such  dear  senls,  this  dear,  dear  land, 
I>ear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world. 

8hak9.  Richard  I/. 

Britain,  the  queen  of  isles,  our  fair  possession 
Secured  by  nature,  laughs  at  foreign  force ; 
Her  ships  her  bulwark,  and  the  sea  her  dike, 
Sees  plenty  m  her  lap,  and  braves  the  world. 

Havard'9  King  CharUi  J, 

Whether  this  portion  of  the  world  were  rent. 
By  the  rude  ocean,  from  the  continent, 
Or  thus  created ;  it  was  sure  design*d 
To  be  the  sacred  refuge  of  mankind. 

WdUUr  to  the  Lord  PnUetor. 

Island  of  bliss !  amid  the  subject  seas, 
That  thunder  round  thy  rocky  coast,  set  up^ 
At  once,  the  wonder,  terror,  and  delight. 
Of  distant  nations :  Whose  remotest  shores 
CSan  soon  be  shaken  by  thy  naval  arm ; 
Not  to  be  shook  thyself^  but  all  assaults 
Raffling,  as  thy  hoar  cli£b  the  loud  sea  wave. 

Thomion^t  Seamnu. 


A  Hampden  too  is  thine,  illustrious  land. 
Wise,  strenuous,  firm,  of  unsubmitting  soul. 
Who  8temm*d  the  torrent  of  a  downward  age 
To  slavery  prone,  and  bade  thee  rise  again 
In  all  thy  native  pomp  of  freedom  bold. 
Bright  at  his  call,  the  age  of  men  effulg'd. 
Of  men  on  whom  late  time  a  kindling  eye 
Shall  turn,  and  tyrants  tremble  while  they  refcd. 

Thomaon'a  Seasong, 

*Tia  liberty  crowns  Britannia's  Isle, 
And  makes  her  barren  rocks  and  her  bleak  moun- 
tains smile.  Additan, 

0  native  isle !  fair  freedom's  happiest  seat ! 
At  thought  of  thee,  my  bounding  pulses  beat ; 
At  thought  of  thee  my  heart  impatient  bums ; 
And  all  my  country  to  ray  soul  returns. 

When  shall  I  see  those  fields,  whose  plenteous  grain 
No  pow*r  can  ravish  &om  tli'  industrious  swain  7 
When  kiss,  with  pious  love,  the  sacred  earth 
That  gave  a  Burleigh  or  a  Russell  birth  7 
When — ^in  the  shade  of  laws  that  long  have  stood, 
Propt  by  their  care  or  strengthen'd  by  their  blood,—- 
Of  fearless  independence  wisely  vain. 
The.  proudest  slave  of  Bourbon's  race  disdain. 

Lord  LiUldon. 

Pride  in  their  port,  defiance  in  their  eye, 

1  see  the  lords  of  human  kind  pass  by ; 
Intent  on  high  designs,  a  though  tfbl  band. 

By  forms  unfashion'd,  fresh  from  nature's  hand. 
Fierce  in  their  native  hardiness  of  soul. 
True  to  imagin'd  right,  above  control ; 
While  e'en  the  peasant  boasts  these  rights  to  scan. 
And  learns  to  venerate  himself  as  man. 

Gofdomkh^o  Traveller 

England,  with  all  thy  faults,  I  love  thee  still, 
My  country !  and  while  yet  a  nook  is  lefl 
Where  English  names  and  manners  may  be  found 
Shall  be  constrain'd  to  love  thee.    Though  th> 

clime 
Be  fickle,  and  thy  year,  most  part,  deform'd 
With  dripping  rains,  or  vrither'd  by  a  fl'ost, 
I  would  not  yet  exchange  thy  sullen  skies 
And  fields  vrithout  a  ftower,  for  warmer  Frantd 
With  all  her  vines ;  nor  for  Ansonia's  groves 
Of  golden  fruitage  and  her  mjrrtle  bowers. 

Cowper*8  7ifad. 

Thee  therefore  still,  blame-worthy  as  thou  art. 

With  all  thy  loss  of  empire,  and  though  sqaeezed 

By  public  exigence,  'till  annual  food 

Fails  for  the  craving  hunger  of  the  state. 

Thee  I  account  still  happy,  and  the  chief 

Among  the  nations,  seeing  thou  art  f^ee  I 

My  native  nook  of  earth. 

Cotqper'f  Took 


152 


ENJOYMENT. 


He  had  an  Engliah  look ;  that  is,  was  aquare 
In  make,  of  a  complexion  white  and  ruddy, 
Good  teeth,  with  curUn^,  rather  dark  brown  hair, 
And  it  migrht  be  from  thoug^ht,  or  toil,  or  study, 
An  open  brow  a  little  mark'd  with  care. 

Bymu 

•'  England  with  all  thy  ftolta  I  love  thee  still,** 

I  said  at  Calais,  and  have  not  forgot  it ; 

I  like  U)  speak  and  lubricate  my  fill ; 

I  like  the  goyemmcnt  (but  that  is  not  it) ; 

I  like  the  freedom  of  the  press  and  quill ; 

I  like  the  **Habeat  Corpua*^  (when  we  *ve  got  it) : 

I  like  a  parliamentary  debate, 

Particularly  when  *t  is  not  too  late ; 

I  Mae  the  taxes,  when  they  Ve  not  too  many ; 

I  like  a  sea-coal  fire,  when  not  too  dear ; 

I  like  a  beef-steak,  too,  as  well  as  any ; 

Have  no  objection  to  a  pot  of  beer ; 

I  like  the  weather,  when  it  is  not  rainy, 

That  is,  I  like  two  months  of  every  year. 

And  so  God  save  the  regent,  church  and  king ! 

Which  means  that  I  like  all  and  every  thing. 

Our  standing  army,  and  disbanded  seamen. 

Poor's  rate,  reform,  my  own,  the  nation's  debt, 

Our  little  riots  just  to  show  we  are  freemen, 

Our  trifling  bankruptcies  in  the  gazette. 

Our  cloudy  climate,  and  our  chilly  women, 

All  these  I  can  forgive,  and  those  forget. 

And  greatly  venerate  our  recent  glories. 

And  wish  they  were  not  owing  to  the  tories. 

ByrotCs  oeppo» 
The  free,  fair  homes  of  England ! 

Long,  long,  in  hut  and  hall. 
May  hearts  of  native  proof  be  rear*d 

To  giiard  each  hallowM  wall ! 
And  green  for  ever  be  the  groves, 

And  bright  the  flowery  sod. 
Where  first  the  child's  glad  spirit  loves 

Its  country  and  iti  God ! 

Ifrs.  Hemam, 
England !  my  country,  great  and  f^ree ! 
Heart  of  the  world,  I  leap  to  thee ! 

Bailey'$  Fetlm. 
Adieu,  oh  Fatherland  !  I  see 

Your  white  difii  on  th'  horism's  rim. 
And  though  to  freer  skies  I  flee, 

My  heart  swells  and  my  eyes  are  dim ! 
As  knows  the  dove  the  task  you  give  her. 

When  loosed  upon  a  foreign  shore. 
As  spreads  the  rain-drop  in  the  river 

In  which  it  may  have  flow'd  before, 
To  England,  ove"  vale  and  mountain. 

My  fkncy  flew  from  climes  more  fair, 
^j  blood,  that  knew  its  purest  fountain, 

Kan  warm  and  fast  in  England's  air. 

WO&'f  PoeifML 


It  is  well  worth 

A  year  of  wandering,  were  it  but  to  feel 

How  much  our  ESngland  does  ootweigh  the  world. 

Jftss  Landm. 

I  love  thee  —  when  I  see  thee  stand 

The  hope  of  every  other  land ; 

A  sea-mark  in  the  tide  of  .time. 

Rearing  to  heaven  thy  brow  sublime. 

J,  Moidgonury* 

Thou  glorious  island  of  the  sea ! 

Though  wide  the  wasting  flood 
That  parts  our  distant  land  from  thee, 

We  claim  thy  generous  blood ; 
Nor  o'er  thy  far  horison  springs 

One  haUow'd  star  of  fame. 

But  kindles,  like  an  angel's  wings 

Our  western  skies  in  flame ! 

O.  W.Hdmm, 


ENJOYMENT. 

With  much  we  surfeit,  plenty  makes  us  poor; 

The  wretched  Indian  scorns  the  golden  ore. 

DmjfUm. 

'T  is  a  bliss  above  the  feign'd  Elysium 

To  clasp  a  dainty  waist ;  to  kiss  a  lip 

Melts  into  nectar ;  to  behold  an  eye 

Shoot  am'rous  fires,  that  would  warm  cold  statooi 

Into  life  and  motion ;  play  with  hair 

Brighter  than  that  was  stellified. 

Nahfe  Cooem  Garden, 

Go  to  your  banquet  then,  Ual  use  delight, 

So  as  to  rise  still  with  as  ^pi^euce. 

Love  is  a  thing  most  nic^,  auA  must  be  fod 

To  such  a  height ;  but  Ia^asi  surfeited : 

What  is  beyond  the  jat^iu  u  ever  ilL 

Herrick. 

So  full  of  life  and  soul  our  joys  have  been. 
We  *ve  almost  scatter'd  life  to  all  things  round  as, 
A  thousand  times  I  've  thought  the  wanton  pictures 
Have  striven  to  leap  out  of  their  golden  frames 
That  held  them  captive,  and  come  share  with  us : 
A  thousand  times  methought  I  've  seen  their  mouths 
Striving  to  break  the  painted  shadows'  bonds 
That  held  *em  bound  in  everlastin^r  silence. 
And  burst  into  a  laughter  and  a  rapture* 

Croum'$  Henry  VL    Pari  I 

We  an  are  children  in  our  strife  to  seize 

Each  petty  pleasure,  as  it  lures  the  sight; 
And  like  the  tall  tree,  swaying  in  the  breeze. 
Our  lofly  wishes  stoop  their  tow'ring  flight, 
Till,  when  the  prize  is  won,  it  seems  no  more 
Than  gather'd  shell  from  ocean*s  countless  stois 
And  ever  those,  who  would  enjoyment  gain, 
Most  find  it  in  the  purpose  they  ponrae. 

Jtfrv.  HaU*$  Ftmt. 
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Give  mc  \ong  dreams  and  visions  of  content, 
Rather  than  pleasures  in  a  minute  spent : 
And  since  I  know  before,  the  shedding  rose 
In  that  same  instant  doth  her  sweetness  lose ; 
Upon  tlie  virgin  stock  still  let  her  dwell. 
For  me  to  feast  my  longings  with  her  smelL 
Those  are  but  ooonterieits  of  joy  at  best, 
Which  languish  soon  as  brought  imto  the  test, 
Nor  can  I  hold  it  worth  his  pains,  who  tries 
To  inn  that  harvest  which  by  reaping  dies. 

Dr,  King^  Bishop  cf  Ckichetier, 


ENNUI. 

Alas !  I  have  nor  hope  nor  health. 
Nor  peace  within  nor  calm  around. 

Nor  that  content  surpassing  wealth 
Hie  sage  in  meditation  found. 

Social  life  is  fiU*d 
With  doubts  and  vain  aspirings ;  solitude, 
Wlien  the  imagination  is  dethronM, 
Is  tomM  to  weariness  and  ennuL 

Jtftss  London. 

I  am  tired  of  looking  on  what  is, 

'  ne  might  as  well  see  beauty  never  more, 

As  look  upon  it  with  an  empty  eye. 

I  would  this  world  were  over.    X  am  tired. 

BaOey's  Fethu, 

Tliey  are  mockery  all — these  skies,  these  skies, 

Heir  untreubled  depth  of  blue  — 
They  are  mockery  all — those  eyes,  those  eyes, 

Which  seem  so  warm  and  true ; 
Each  tranquil  star  in  the  one  that  lies, 
Each  meteor  glance  that  at  random  flies 

The  other's  lashes  through ! 
lliey  are  mockery  all,  these  flowers  of  spring. 

Which  her  airs  so  softly  woo  — 
And  the  love  to  which  wb  would  madly  cling, 

Ay,  it  is  mockery  too ! 
Tlie  winds  are  false  which  the  perfume  stir, 

And  the  looks  deceive  to  which  we  sue ; 
And  love  but  leads  to  the  sepulchre. 

Which  flowers  spring  to  strew. 


It  hath  been  said,  **  for  all  who  die. 

There  is  a  tear ; 
Some  pining,  bleeding  heart  to  sigh. 

O'er  every  bier ;" 
Btaft  in  that  hour  of  pain  and  dread. 

Who  will  draw  near, 
Aromid  my  humble  couch,  and  shed 

One  fiueweil  tear  7 

Mn.  &  A.  Xeiott. 


Alas !  that  youth's  fond  hopes  must  fade, 

And  love  be  but  a  name. 

While  itB  rainbows,  followed  e'er  so  fast. 

Are  distant  still  the  same. 

Rufui  DavM 

ENTHUSIASM. 

No  wild  enthusiast  ever  yet  could  rest, 

'Till  half  mankind  were  like  himself  possess'd. 

Cowper*$  Progress  (f  Error 

And  rash  enthusiasm  in  good  society 

Were  nothing  but  a  moral  inebriety. 

SyroHm 

In  every  secret  glance  he  stole 
The  fond  enthusiast  sent  his  souL 

Methinks  we  must  have  known  some  former 

stote 
More  glorious  than  our  present,  and  the  heart 
Is  haunted  with  dim  memories,  shadows  left 
By  past  magnificence ;  and  hence  we  pine 
With  vain  enthusiastic  hopes  that  fill 
The  eyes  with  tears  for  their  own  vanity. 

Miss  Lanion, 

I  gaze  upon  the  thousand  stars 

That  fill  the  midnight  sky ; 
And  wish,  so  passionately  wish, 

A  light  like  theirs  on  high. 
I  have  such  eagerness  of  hope 

To  benefit  my  kind ; 

I  &el  as  if  immortal  power 

Were  given  to  my  mind. 

Miss  LandouL 


ENVY. 


And  next  to  him  malicious  Envy  rode 
Upon  a  ravenous  wolfe,  and  still  did  chaw 
Between  his  cankered  teeth  a  venemous  tode, 
That  all  the  poison  ran  about  his  jaw ; 
But  inwardly  he  chawed  his  own  maw 
At  neighbour's  wealth  that  made  him  ever  sad 
For  death  it  wms  when  any  good  he  saw ; 
And  wept,  that  cause  of  weeping  none  he  had ; 
And  when  he  heard  of  harme  he  waxed  wondrous 
glad.  Spenser's  Fairy  Qifeeft 

And  if  she  hapt  of  any  good  to  heaie, 
That  had  to  any  happily  betid. 
Then  would  she  inly  flret,  and  grieve,  and  teaie 
Her  flesh  for  felnesse,  which  she  inward  hid  * 
But  if  she  heard  of  ill  that  any  did. 
Or  harme  that  any  had,  then  would  she  make 
Great  cheare,  like  one  unto  a  banquet  bid : 
And  in  another's  losse  great  pleasure  take, 
As  she  had  got  thereby,  and  gayned  a  great  stake 

Spenser* s  Fairy  Quseu 
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Ucr  hands  were  foule  and  dirty,  never  waiht 
In  all  her  life,  with  lonjr  nayles  overranght, 
Like  puttock*8  clawea,  with  th*  one  of  which  the 

acratcht 
Her  cursed  head,  althouj^h  it  itched  naught, 
The  other  held  a  snake  with  venom  fraught 
On  which  she  fed  and  gnawed  hungrily, 
As  if  that  long  she  had  not  eaten  aught; 
That  round  about  her  jawes  one  might  descry 
The  bloudie  gone  and  poyson  dropping  loathsomely. 

Spetuer*9  Fairy  Queen, 

He  hated  all  good  works  and  virtuous  deeds ; 
And  him  no  kss,  that  any  like  did  use : 
And  who  with  gracious  bread  the  hungry  (beds, 
His  alms  for  want  of  faith  he  doth  accuse : 
So  every  good  to  bad  he  doth  abuse : 
And  eke  the  verse  of  famous  poets*  wit 
He  does  backbite,  and  spiteful  poison  spues 
From  leprous  mouth,  on  all  that  ever  writ : 
Such  one  vile  envy  was,  that  first  in  row  did  sit 

Spenser't  Fairy  Queen, 

Envy  with  a  pale  and  meagre  &ce  (whose 

fiody  was  lean,  that  one  might  tell  all 

Her  bones,  and  whose  garment  was  so  tatterM 

That  it  was  easy  to  number  ev*ry 

Thread)  stood  shooting  at  stars,  whose  darts  fell 

down 

Again  on  her  own  face. 

LiUy't  Endymkn, 

His  name  was,  while  he  liv*d,  above  all  envy. 
And  being  dead,  without  it 

JenmnCi  Sejanut, 

For  the  true  condition  of  envy,  is, 

Dolor  aliena  felieitatit ;  to  have 

Our  eyes  continually  fizM  upon  another 

Man*s  prosperity,  that  is,  his  chief  happiness. 

And  to  grieve  at  that 

JonsorCe  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour, 

Envy  is  but  the  smoke  of  low  estate, 
Asoending  still  against  the  fortunate. 

Lord  Brooke's  Alaham. 

Envy  not  greatness ;  far  thou  mak'st  thereby 
Thyself  the  worse ;  and  so  the  distance  greater. 
Bo  not  thine  own  worm :  yet  such  jealousy 
Ab  hurts  not  others  but  makes  thee  better, 

Is  a  good  spur. 

HerberL 
For  envy  doth  invade 
Works  oreathlng  to  eternity,  and  cast 
Upcn  the  fairest  piece  the  greatest  shade. 

AUyn's  Henry  VII. 

Beneatu  his  feet  pale  envy  bites  her  chain, 
Ano  snaky  discord  whets  her  sting  in  vain. 

.  Sir  John  BeaumonL 


Envy  is  proud,  nor  strikes  at  what  is  low. 
And  they  shall  only  feel,  who  scorn  her  blow : 
She  on  no  base  advantage  will  insist; 
Nor  strive  with  any,  but  that  can  resist 

GomeroalL 

Great  and  good  persons  well  may  be 
From  guilt,  but  not  from  envy  free. 

BartnCo  Mirta, 

Of  all  antagonists,  most  charity 
I  find  in  envious  men :  For  they  do 
Sooner  hurt  themselves,  than  hurt  or  me  or 
Him  that  raised  me  up.    An  envious  man  is 
Made  of  thoughts:  To  ruminate  much  doth  melt 
The  brain,  and  make  the  heart  grow  lean.    Such 

men 
As  these,  that  in  opposing  waste  their  proper 
Strength ;  that  sacrifice  themselves  in  silly 
Hope  to  butcher  us ;  save  revenge  a  labour ; 
And  die  to  make  experiment  of  wrath. 

Sir  W,  Davenant*$  Crud  Brother, 

Thy  wit,  thy  valour,  and  thy  delicate  form, 
Were  mighty  faults,  which  the  world  could  not 

bear. 
No  wonder  the  vile  envy  of  the  base 
Fursa*d  thee,  when  the  noble  could  not  bear  thee. 

Crown'o  Henry  IV,    Part  I. 

Nowlfeel 
Of  what  coarse  metal  you  are  moolded — envy. 
How  eagerly  you  follow  my  disgraces, 
As  if  it  fed  ye ;  and  how  sleek  and  wanton 
Ye  appear  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  ruin ! 
Follow  your  envyous  courses,  men  of  malice ; 
You  have  Christian  warrant  for  them ;  and,  no 

doubt. 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards. 

Shako,  Henry  VIIL 

My  heart  laments  that  virtue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 

Shako.  JuUuo  C^uar* 

Base  envy  withers  at  anothcr*s  joy. 

And  hates  that  excellence  it  cannot  reach. 

Thomoon*i  Seasaai, 

Yet  much  is  talk'd  of  bliss ;  it  is  the  art 
Of  such  as  have  the  world  in  their  possession. 
To  give  it  a  good  name,  that  fools  may  envy ; 
For  envy  to  small  minds  is  flattery. 

Your^*«  Reoengt, 

Here  stood  ill-nature  like  an  ancient  maid. 
Her  wrinkled  form  in  black  and  white  arrayM; 
With  store  of  prayers,  for  mornings,  nights,  and 

noons, 
Her  hands  are  fill*d;  her  bosom  with  lampoons. 

Pepe'o  Rape  of  the  Lock 
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Eqtt  will  merit  as  its  shade  pursue ; 

Bat  Uke  a  shadow,  proves  the  substance  true. 

Pupe. 

With  that  raaligrnant  envy,  which  turns  pale, 
And  sickens,  even  if  a  friend  prevail, 
Which  merit  and  success  pursues  with  hate, 
And  damns  the  worth  it  cannot  imitate. 

CkurehiWg  Rweiad, 

Yet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  ^aee, 
The  women  pardonM  all  except  her  fkee. 

Envy  dogrs  success ; 

And  every  victor^s  crown  is  linM  with  thorns. 

And  worn  *mid  scoffi. 

Mit§  London, 

CM  words  that  hide  the  envious  thoughts. 


EQUALITY. 

Who  can  in  reascn  then  or  right  assume 
Monarchy  over  such  as  live  by  right 
ECa  equals,  if  in  pow*r  or  splendour  less, 
In  freedom  equal  7 

MiUon'$  Paraiui  Loot, 

Equal  nature  fashionM  us 
An  in  one  mould.    The  bear  serves  not  the  bear, 
Nor  the  wolf  the  wolf;  't  was  odds  of  strength  in 

tprants, 
Hat  piuckM  the  first  link  from  the  golden  chun 
With  which  tfiat  thing  of  (Atngv  bound  in  the  world. 
Why  then,  since  we  are  taught,  by  their  examples. 
To  kvve  our  liberty,  if  not  command. 
Should  the  strong  serve  the  we&k,  the  6dt  defbrm*d 

ones? 
Or  siieh  as  know  the  cause  of  things,  pay  tribute 
To  ignorant  fools  7    All 's  but  the  outward  gloss, 
And  politic  form,  that  does  distinguish  us. 

3fa«fing«r'«  Bondman, 

Consider  man,  weigh  well  thy  fhune, 
Hie  king,  the  beggar  are  the  same ; 
Duet  form*d  us  all.    Each  breathes  his  day, 
Then  sinks  into  his  native  clay. 

Ga^aFdUu. 

He  was  my  equal  at  his  birth, 

A  naked,  helpless,  weeping  child ; 

-~  And  such  are  bom  to  thrones  on  earth ; 

On  such  hath  every  mother  smiled. 

•/.  Btontgoinofy» 

My  equal  he  will  be  again 
Down  in  that  cold  oblivious  gloom. 
Where  all  the  prostrate  ranks  of  men 
&owd,  without  fellowship,  the  tomb. 


Well,  one  may  trail  her  silken  robe, 

And  bind  her  locks  with  pearls. 
And  one  may  wreathe  the  vroodland  rose 

Among  her  floating  curls ; 
And  one  may  tread  the  dewy  grass. 

And  one  the  marble  flooi. 
Nor  half>hid  bosom  heave  the  less. 

Nor  broider'd  corset  more. 

O.  W.  Hdmm 

Children  of  wealth  or  want,  to  each  is  given 
One  spot  of  green,  and  all  the  blue  of  heaven ! 

O.  W.  Hdmu, 


ERROR. 

O  hateful  error,  melancholy's  child ! 

Why  dost  thou  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 

The  things  that  are  not  7  O  error,  soon  conceived. 

Thou  never  com*st  unto  a  happy  birth. 

But  kill'st  the  mother  that  engenderM  thee. 

Shako,  Jtduu  Caoar* 

But  as  a  dog  that  turns  the  spit 
Bestirs  himself  and  plies  his  fbet 
To  climb  the  wheel,  but  all  in  vain. 
His  own  weight  brings  him  down  again. 
And  still  he  *s  in  the  selflsame  place. 
Where  at  his  setting  out  he  was. 

BvUer'i  Hudibroo 

When  people  once  are  in  the  wrong, 
Each  line  they  add  is  much  too  long ; 
Who  fastest  walks,  but  walks  astray 
Is  only  furthest  from  his  way. 

Priar*8  Ahna 

By  tasting  of  the  fruit  forbid 

Where  they  sought  knowledge  they  did  error 
find, 
in  they  desirM  to  know,  and  ill  they  did, 
And  to  give  passion  eyes  made  reason  blind. 

Dttviei*  Immortality  of  the  SouL 

Error  is  worse  than  ignorance. 

Bmkff$  Futaa 

—  £Irror*s  monstrous  shapes  from  earth  are  driven  * 
They  &de,  they  fly — ^but  truth  survives  the  flight. 

BryanL  —  The  Ageo 

Verily,  there  is  nothing  so  true,  that  the  damps  of 
error  hath  not  warpM  it 

3\i|9wr't  Pfooeihud  PhOotofh^ 


ETIQUETTE. 

There  *s  nothing  in  the  vrorld  like  etiquetto 
In  kingly  chambers  or  imperial  hal«s, 
As  also  at  the  raoe  and  ouonty  balla 
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EVENING. 


Tliero  was  a  g^eneral  whisper,  tow,  and  wriggle. 
But  etiquette  forbade  them  all  to  giggle. 

^yrDfi* 

Harahly  &Ili 

The  doom  upon  the  ear, — **  She  *s  not  genteel  !** 

And  pitileM  is  woman  who  doth  keep 

Of  **  good  society^  the  golden  key ! 

And  gentlemen  are  bound,  as  are  the  stars, 

TV»  stoop  not  after  rising. 

Wifitf  *«  Poemi. 


EVENING. 

Tlie  sun, 
Dec]in*d,  was  hasting  now  with  prone  career 
To  th*  ocean  isles,  and  in  th*  ascending  scale 
Of  ncaven  the  stars  that  usher  evening  rose. 

MiHon*$  ParadUe  LotL 

The  weary  sun  hath  made  a  golden  set. 
And  by  the  bright  track  of  his  ficiy  car. 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. 

Shaki.  Rkhard  III. 

See  the  descending  sun, 
8catt*ring  his  beams  about  him  as  he  sinks. 
And  gilding  heaven  above,  and  seas  beneath. 
With  paint  no  mortal  pencil  can  express. 

Hopkins*$  Pyrrhu, 

The  sun  hath  lost  his  rage :  his  downward  orb 
Shoots  nothing  now  but  animating  warmth. 
And  vital  lustre ;  that  with  various  ray 
Lights  up  the  clouds,  those  beauteous  robes  of 

heaven. 
Incessant  roU*d  into  romantic  shapes. 
Hie  dream  of  waking  fancy. 

ThoiMon^t  Seatom, 

Now  the  soft  hour 
Of  walking  comes ;  for  him  who  lonely  ^ves 
To  seek  the  distant  hills,  and  there  converse 
With  nature ;  there  to  harmonize  his  heart. 
And  in  pathetic  song  to  breathe  around 

The  harmony  to  others. 

Thomson's  Wessons. 

The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day. 
The  lowing  herd  winds  slowly  o*er  the  lea. 
The  ploughman  homeward  plods  his  weary  way. 
And  leaves  the  world  to  darkness  and  to  me. 
Now  fades  the  glimmering  landscape  on  the  sight. 
And  all  the  air  a  solemn  stillness  holds. 
Save  where  the  beetle  wheels  his  droning  flight, 
And  drowsy  tinklings  lull  the  distant  folds. 
Save  that  from  yorder  ivy-mantled  tower, 
'Die  moping  owl  does  to  the  moon  complain 
Uf  such  as,  wandering  near  her  secret  bower, 
Molest  her  ancient  solitary  reign. 

Gray*$  Churek^Yard, 


In  the  western  sky  the  downward  sxm 
Looks  out,  effulgent,  from  amid  the  flush 
Of  broken  douds,  gay-shifting  to  his  beam. 

Thommm^B  Seaimm, 

The  dews  of  the  evening  most  carefully  shun ; 
Those  tears  of  the  sky  for  the  loss  of  the  sun. 

Lord  ChetUrJidd. 

Now  stir  the  fire,  and  dose  the  shutters  ^t. 
Let  fair  the  curtains,  wheel  the  8o&  round. 
And  while  the  bubbling  and  loud  hissing  om 
Throws  up  a  steamy  column,  and  the  cups. 
That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on  each. 
So  let  us  wdcome  peaceM  evening  in. 

Cowper'i  Tatk, 

This  as  I  guess  should  be  th*  appointed  time : 
For  o*er  our  heads  have  passM  on  homeward  wing 
Dark  flights  of  rooks,  and  daws,  and  flocking  birds 
Wheeling  aloft  with  wild  dissonant  screams ; 
Whilst  from  each  hollow  glen  and  river's  bed 
Rose  the  white  curling  mist,  and  softly  stole 
Up  the  dark  wooded  banks. 

Joanna  BaSlUe'$  Ethwald, 

Now  from  his  crystal  urn,  with  chilling  hand. 
Vesper  has  sprmkled  all  the  earth  with  dew, 
A  misty  veil  obscured  the  neighbouring  land. 
And  shut  the  fading  landscape  from  their  view. 

Mrt.  TigU 

The  sultry  summer  day  is  done. 
The  western  hills  have  hid  the  sun. 
But  mountain  peak  and  village  spire 
Retain  reflection  of  his  fire. 

ScoW$  Rokebf, 

It  was  an  evening  bright  and  still 
As  ever  UushM  on  wave  or  bower, 
&niling  from  heaven,  as  if  nought  ill 
Could  happen  in  so  sweet  an  hour. 

Jfoore't  Lovet  cf  Ha  Angek, 

Now  the  noon, 
Wearied  with  sultry  toil,  dedines  and  faHs 
Into  the  mellow  eve :— the  west  puts  on 
Her  gorgeous  beauties — palaces  and  halls. 
And  towers,  all  carv*d  of  the  onstaUe  doud, 
Wdcome  the  calmly  waning  monarch — he 
Sinks  gently  midst  that  glorious  canopy 
Down  on  his  couch  of  rest — even  like  a  proud 

King  of  the  earth — the  ocean. 

Bmoring, 

A  paler  shadow  strews 
Its  mantle  o*er  the  mountains ;  parting  day 
Dies  like  the  dolphin,  whom  each  pang  imbues 
With  a  new  colour  as  it  gasps  away, 
Thelaststillloveii^rt,  till— His  gone — and  all 
is  grey*  Byron's  Chiide  HarM 
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How  dear  to  me  the  hour  when  daylight  dies. 
And  sunbeams  melt  along  the  silent  sea. 
For  then  sweet  dreams  of  other  days  arise, 
And  memory  breathes  her  vesper  sigh  to  thee. 

Moore* 
It  is  the  hoar  when  fh)m  the  boughs 
The  nightingale's  high  note  is  heard; 
It  is  the  hour  when  lovers*  vows 
Seem  sweet  in  ev*ry  whisper'd  word; 
And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near, 
Ifake  mnsio  to  the  lonely  ear. 

BytQiCo  Parinaa, 

Ave  Maria !  blessed  be  the  hour ! 
The  time,  the  clime,  the  spot  where  I  so  ofl 
Have  felt  that  moment  in  its  fullest  power 
Sink  o'er  the  eartli  so  beautiful  and  sofl, 
While  swcrng  the  deep  bell  in  the  distant  tower, 
Or  the  fkint  dying  day-hymn  stole  alofl. 
And  not  a  breath  crept  through  the  rosy  air. 
And  yet  the  forest  leaves  seem'd  stirr'd  with  prayer. 
Soft  hoar  I  which  makes  the  vriah  and  melts  the 

heart 
Of  those  who  sail  the  seas,  on  the  first  day; 
When  they  from  their  sweet  friends  are  torn  apart ; 
Or  fills  with  love  the  pilgrim  on  his  way. 
As  the  fiur  bell  of  vesper  makes  him  start. 
Seeming  to  weep  the  dying  day's  decay ; 
Jm  this  a  fancy  which  our  reason  scorns  7 
Ah !  sorely  nothing  dies  but  something  mourns ! 

ByrouL 
Come  to  the  sunset  tree! 

The  day  is  past  and  gone; 
Tlie  woodman's  axe  lies  firee. 

And  the  reaper's  work  is  done; 
The  twilight  star  to  heaven. 

And  the  summer  dew  to  flowers. 
And  rest  to  us  is  given 

By  the  cool,  soft  evening  hours. 

Jfft.  JioiiuniB* 
Sweet  is  the  hour  of  rest. 

Pleasant  the  wind's  low  sigh. 

And  the  gleaming  of  the  west. 

And  the  turf  whereon  we  lie. 

Mr$t  Henutno, 

IVs  summer  day  has  clos'd — the  sun  is  set : 

Well  have  they  dene  their  office,  those  bright  hours. 

The  latest  of  whofte  train  goes  sofUy  out 

In  the  red  west 

Bryavfs  Poem». 

,Vhen  msect  wings  axe  glittering  in  the  beam 

Of  the  low  son,  and  mountain-tops  are  bright, 
Oh,  let  me  by  the  crystal  valley-stream 

Wander  amid  the  mild  and  mellow  light; 
And  while  the  red-breast  pipes  his  evening  lay, 
iSive  me  one  lonely  hoar  to  hymn  the  setting  day. 

Bryemfs  Poems. 


Fairest  of  all  that  earth  beholds,  the  hues 
That  live  among  the  clouds,  and  flush  the  air. 
Lingering  and  deepening  at  the  hour  of  dews. 

Bryanfi  Poenu 

The  west  with  second  pomp  is  bright. 

Though  in  the  east  the  dusk  is  thickening. 

Twilight's  first  star  breaks  forth  in  white. 
Into  night's  gold  each  moment  quickening. 

StreeCi  Poemo 

The  tender  Twilight  with  a  crimson  cheek 
Leans  on  the  breast  of  Eve.    The  wayward  wind 
Hath  folded  her  fleet  pinions,  and  gone  down 
To  slumber  by  the  darken'd  woods. 

Joaae  M^LeUan,  Jr^ 


EVIL. 

Still  we  love 
The  evil  we  do,  iBitil  we  suffer  it 

Jonaon^i  CfOiUM, 

If  he  arm,  arm ;  if  he  strew  mines  of  treason. 
Meet  him  with  countermines ;  it  is  justice  still 
For  goodness  sake  t'  encounter  ill  with  ill. 

Beaumont  and  FleUher, 

There  is  some  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil. 
Would  men  observingly  distil  it  out; 
For  oar  bad  neighbour  makes  us  eady  stirrers ; 
Which  is  both  healthfbl  and  good  husbandry. 
Besides  they  are  our  outward  consciences. 
And  preachers  to  us  all ;  admonishing, 
That  we  should  dress  us  fairly  for  our  end, 
Thus  we  may  gather  honey  from  the  weed. 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  himself. 

Shako,  Henry  V. 

Timely  advised,  the  coming  evil  shun ! 

Prior, 

Evil  is  hmited.    One  cannot  form 

A  scheme  for  universal  eviL 

BaiUy'o  Feotuo, 

Evil  then  results  fit>m  imperfection. 

Bailey 

Many  surmises  of  evil  alarm  the  hearts  of  tlie 
people.  LongfeUow*B  EvangeHne, 


EXAMPLE. 

No  age  hath  been,  since  nature  first  began 
To  work  Jove's  wonders,  but  hath  left  behind 
Some  deeds  of  praise  for  mirrors  unto  man. 
Which  more  than  threatful  laws  have  men  inclin  d  • 
To  tread  the  paths  of  praise  excites  the  mind : 
Mirrors  tie  thoughts  to  virtue's  due  respects; 
Examples  hasten  deeds  to  good  e£fec1s. 

Mirror  for  Mai(ittrmim 
U 
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EXCELLENCE  -  EXECUTION  -  EXERCISE  -  EXILE. 


A  (kolt  doth  neTor  with  remone         « 
Our  minds  so  deeply  more, 
Afl  when  another's  guiltless  lift 
Our  error  doth  reprove. 

Brandon^B  Antomf  to  Oetatia, 

For  as  the  light 
Not  only  serves  to  show,  but  render  us 
Mutually  profitable;  so  our  lives, 
In  acts  exemplary,  not  only  vein 
Ourselves  good  names,  but  do  to  others  give 
Matter  for  virtuoos^deeds,  by  which  we  live. 

(/Mipnuiii. 

Heaven  me  such  uses  send; 

Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad ;  but  by  bad,  mend ! 

Shakt.  Olhdb, 

If  men  of  good  lives, 
Who^  by  their  virtuous  actions,  stir  up  others 
To  noble  and  religious  imitation, 
Receive  the  greater  glory  after  death. 
As  sin  must  needs  confess ;  what  may  they  feel 
In  height  of  torments,  and  in  weight  of  ven- 
geance. 
Not  only  they  themselves  not  doing  well. 
But  set  a  light  up  to  show  men  to  hell  7 

MiddUUm. 


EXCELLENCE.— (See  Merit.) 


EXECUTION. 

You  few  that  lovM  me. 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 
His  noble  friends,  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying, 
Gro  with  me,  like  good  angels,  to  my  end ; 
And  as  the  long  divorce  of  steel  falls  on  moi 
Make  of  your  prayers  one  sweet  sacrifice. 
And  lift  my  soul  to  heaven. — Lead  on,  o' God's 

Shak9.  Henry  VIJL 


f 


name: 

Tis  now  dead  midnight,  and  by  eight  to-morrow 
Thou  must  be  made  immortal. 

Shakt,  Mea.for  Mm, 

See  they  suffer  death; 
But  in  their  deaths  remember  they  are  men: 
Strain  not  the  laws,  to  make  their  tortures  grievous. 

AddumCt  CtUo. 

Slave!  do  thine  office! 
dtriKe  as  I  struck  the  fue !    Strike  as  I  would 
Have  struck  those  tyrants.    Strike  deep  as  my 

curse! 
HtHke— and  but  once! 

Byron's  Doge  of  Venice, 


EXERCISE. 

He  does  allot  for  every  exercise 

A  sev'ral  hour ;  for  sloth,  the  nurse  of  vices, 

And  rust  of  action,  is  a  stranger  to  him. 

Maeeinger^e  Duke  o]  Flomm, 

No  body 's  healthful  without  exercise : 
Just  wars  are  exercises  of  a  state ; 
Virtue 's  in  motion,  and  contends  to  rise 
With  generous  ascents  above  a  mate. 

Alejfn^e  PoicHen, 

Weariness 

Gui  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  resty  sloth 

Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. 

Shake.  CymbtHm, 

EXILE. 

O  unexpected  stroke,  worse  than  of  death ! 
Must  I  thus  leave  thee.  Paradise  7  thus  leave 
lliee,  native  soil,  these  happy  walks  and  ehadea, 
Fit  haunt  of  gods  ?  where  I  had  hop'd  to  epend, 
Quiet  though  sad,  the  respite  of  that  day 
That  must  be  mortal  to  us  both. 

MiUon'e  Paradise  ImI 

Some  natural  tears  they  dropt,  but  wip'd  them 

soon; 
The  world  was  all  before  them,  where  to  chooee 
Their  place  of  rest,  and  Providence  their  guide: 
They  hand  in  hand,  with  wand'ring  steps  and  slov. 
Through  Eden  took  their  solitary  way. 

MiUoiCe  Paradite  UeL 

But  me,  not  destinM  such  delights  to  share, 
My  prime  of  life  in  Wandering  spent  and  caie : 
ImpellM,  with  steps  unceaaing,  to  pursue 
Some  fleeting  good,  that  mocks  me  with  the  view; 
Tliat,  like  the  circle  bounding  earth  and  skies. 
Allures  from  far,  yet,  as  I  follow,  flies ; 
My  fortune  leads  to  traverse  realms  alone, 
And  find  no  spot  of  all  the  world  my  own. 

GoUsmtM**  TYvTeOer. 

Yes,  yes !  from  out  the  herd,  like  a  markM  deer, 
They  drive  the  poor  distraught    The  storms  of 

heaven 
Beat  on  him :  gaping  hinds  stare  at  his  woe ; 
And  no  one  stops  to  bid  heav'n  speed  his  way. 

BatOie'e  EthwHl 


And  the  bark  sets  sail; 
And  he  is  gone  from  all  he  loves  for  ever! 
His  wife,  his  boys,  and  his  disconsolate  parents! 
Gone  in  the  dead  of  night  —  tmseen  of  any" 
Without  a  word,  a  look  of  tenderness, 
To  be  call*d  up,  when,  in  his  lonely  hours. 
He  would  indulge  in  weeping. 
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EXILE. 
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Unhappy  he !  who  from  the  fint  of  joyi, 

Society,  cut  off,  ia  left  alone 

Amid  this  world  of  death.    Day  after  day, 

Sad  on  the  jutting^  eminence  he  sits. 

And  views  the  main  that  ever  toils  below; 

Still  fondly  forming  in  the  fkrthest  verge, 

Where  the  round  ether  mixes  with  the  wave, 

Ships,  dim-discoverM,  dropping  from  the  clouds ; 

At  evening,  to  the  setting  sun  he  tarns 

A  mournful  eye,  /and  down  his  dying  heart 

Smks  helpless. 

Thmutn^M  SeatanB, 

Oh !  when  shall  I  visit  the  land  of  my  birth. 

The  loveliest  land  on  the  ftce  of  the  earth  7 

When  shall  I  those  scenes  of  affection  explore, 

Oar  forests,  our  fountains. 

Our  hamlets,  our  mountains. 

With  the  pride  of  oar  mountains,  the  maid  I 

adore? 
Oh !  when  shall  I  dance  on  the  daisy-white  mead. 
In  the  shade  of  an  elm,  to  the  sound  of  the  reed  7 

Montgomtiy* 

Even  now,  as,  wandering  upon  £rie*s  shore, 
I  hear  Niagara's  distant  cataract  roar, 
I  sigh  for  England— oh !  these  weary  feet 
Have  many  a  mile  to  journey,  ere  we  meet. 

Jfoore* 

Ah !  yoa  never  yet 
Were  far  away  from  Venice,  oever  saw 
Her  beautiful  towers  in  the  receding  distance, 
While  every  fhrrow  of  your  vessers  traik 
8eem*d  ploughing  deep  into  your  heart ;  yoa  never 
Saw  day  go  down  upon  your  native  spires 
So  cahnly  with  its  gold  and  crimson  glory, 
And  aiier  dreaming  a  disturbed  vision 
Of  them  and  theirs,  awoke  and  found  them  not 

Byron — The  Two  FuearL 

The  night-breeze  freshens— she  that  day  had  passM 
In  watching  all  that  Hope  prodaimM  a  mast; 
Sad^  she  sate — on  high— impatience  bore 
At  last  her  footsteps  to  the  midnight  shore : 
And  here  she  wander'd,  heedless  of  the  spray 
That  dash*d  her  garments  oft,  and  warnM  away ; 
She  saw  not — felt  not  this,  nor  dar*d  depart ; 
Nor  deem*d  it  cold— her  chill  was  at  her  heart 

ByroiCe  Contnr, 

Bat  no !  it  came  not ;  fast  and  far  away 

The  shadow  lessen*d  as  it  clearM  the  bay. 

She  gaz'd,  and  flung  the  sea-feam  from  her  eyes, 

To  watch  as  fer  a  rainbow  in  the  skies. 

On  the  horiaon  verg*d  the  distant  deck, 

DiminishM — dwindled  to  a  very  speck  — 

llien  vanish'd. 

Bfron^e  loland^ 


Desert^  is  my  own  good  hall, 

Its  hearth  is  desolate ; 

Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on  the  wall, 

My  dog  howls  at  the  gate. 

ByroiCe  Chjlde  Harold, 

I  depart. 

Whither  I  know  not;  but  the  hour  ^s  gone  by, 

When  AIbion*B  lessening  shores  could  grieve  or 

glad  mine  eye. 

Byron'e  Chtlde  Harold. 

Once  more  upon  the  waters !  yet  once  more ! 
And  thsi.  waves  bound  beneath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  his  rider.    Welcome,  to  their  roar  I 
Swifl  be  their  guidance,  whcresoc'er  it  lead ! 
Though  the  strain'd  mast  should  quiver  as  a  reed, 
And  the  rent  canvass  fluttering  strew  the  gale. 
Still  must  I  on ;  for  I  am  as  a  weed. 
Flung  from  the  rock,  on  ocean*s  loam,  to  sail 
Where*er  the  surge  may  sweep,  the  tempest's 
breath  prevail. 

Byron's  ChOde  HaroUL 

**  Farewell,  my  Spain !  a  long  farewell  !*'  he  cried  * 
**  Perhaps  I  may  revisit  thee  no  more. 
But  die,  as  many  an  exiled  heart  hath  died. 
Of  its  own  thirst  to  see  again  thy  shore.** 

'  ByroiCe  Childe  Harold 

What  exile  from  himself  can  flee  7 

To  zones,  though  more  and  more  remote. 

Still,  still  pursues,  where'er  I  be. 

The  blight  of  life— the  demon  thought 

Byron. 

Home,  kindred,  friends,  and  coantry — these 
Are  ties  with  which  we  never  part ; 

From  clime  to  clime,  o'er  land  and  seas, 
We  bear  them  with  us  in  our  heart : 

But,  oh !  'tis  hard  to  feel  resign'd. 

When  these  must  all  be  lefl  behind ! 

•/•  Montgonery* 

But  doth  the  exile's  heart  serenely  there 

In  sunshine  dwell?    Ah!  when  was  exile  blest? 

When  did  bright  scenes,  clear  heavens,  or  summer 
air 

Chase  from  his  soul  the  fever  of  unrest  7 

Mre,  Hemaw 

An  exUe,  ill  in  heart  and  frame, — 

A  wanderer,  weary  of  the  way  ;— 

A  stranger,  without  love's  sweet  claim 

On  any  heart,  go  where  I  may ! 

Jtfrf .  0$good 

Beloved  country !  banish'd  firom  thy  shore, 
A  stranger  in  this  prison-house  of  clay. 
The  exil'd  spirit  weeps  and  sighs  fer  thee ! 
Heavenward  the  bright  perfections  I  adore  direet 

Lotigfelkw*9  Pome 
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EXPERIENCE-.  EXPECTATION. 


And  they  who  before  were  straifgeri. 
Meeting  in  exile,  became  straightway  as  friends 
to  each  other. 


EXPERIENCE. 

Experience  wounded  is  the  school 
Where  man  Icams  piercing  wisdom,  ont  of  smart 

Lord  Brool^g  MwHajha. 

I  know  thy  loyal  heart,  and  prudent  head ; 
Upon  whoeo  hairs,  time*s  child,  experience,  hangs 
A  milk-white  badge  of  wisdom ;  and  can*st  wield 
Thy  tongue  in  senate,  and  thy  hands  in  field 
'  True  TnQOM. 

Experience  is  by  industry  achier'd, 

And  perfected  by  the  swifl  course  of  time. 

Shake,  Tieo  OentUmen  if  Vermuu 

To  wilful  men, 

Tlie  injuries  that  they  themselves  procure, 

Must  be  their  schoolmasters. 

Shake,  Lear. 

fSxpcrience  Join*d  with  common  sense. 
To  mortals  is  a  providence. 

OreeiCe  SpUeiu 

'TIS  greatly  wise  to  talk  with  our  past  hours; 
And  ask  them  what  report  they  bore  to  heaven ; 
And  how  they  might  have  borne  more  welcome 

news. 
Their  answers  form  what  men  experience  call ; 
If  wisdom's  friend,  her  best;  if  not,  worst  foe. 

Young'e  Night  Thmghte. 

Much  had  he  read. 
Much  more  had  seen :  he  studied  from  the  life, 
And  in  th'  original  penisM  mankind. 

Armetnm^e  Art  cf  Preeermmg  HeaUh, 

O  teach  him,  while  your  lessons  last. 
To  judge  the  present  by  the  past ; 
Remind  him  of  each  wuh  pursued, 
How  rich  it  glow*d  with  promised  good ; 
Remind  him  of  each  wish  enjoy'd. 
How  soon  his  hopes  possession  doy'd ! 

Scm'e  RokAy. 

For  most  men  (till  by  losing  render'd  eager) 
Will  back  their  own  opinions  with  a  vrager. 

ByrwCe  Btjipo, 
And  these  vicissitudes  tell  best  in  youth ; 
For  when  they  happen  at  a  riper  age. 
People  are  apt  to  blame  the  &tes  forsooth. 
And  wonder  Providence  is  not  more  sage. 
\dvjerBity  is  the  first  path  to  truth: 
He  who  hatJi  proved  war,  storm,  or  woman's  rage. 
Whether  his  winters  be  eighteen  or  eighty, 
V\ta,  won  the  experience  which  is  deem'd  so 
weighty.  Byron, 


Her  hopes  ne'er  drew 
Aught  from  experience,  that  chill  touchstone  whose 
Sad  proof  reduces  all  things  fitnn  their  hue. 

ByrotCe  Idawi, 

ESxperience  teachethmany  things,  and  all  men  are 

his  scholars ; 
Tet  is  he  a  strange  tutor,  unteaching  that  which 

he  hath  taught 

Tupper^e  ProoerUal  PhSm^phff, 

A  thousand  volumes  in  a  thousand  tongues,  enshrms 
the  lessons  of  £2xperience ; 

Tet  a  man  shall  read  them  all,  and  go  forth  bodb 
the  wiser ; 

If  self-love  lendeth  him  a  glass,  to  colour  all  he 
conneth. 

Lest  in  the  foatures  of  another  he  find  his  own  com- 
plexion. 

TVfper's  Prooerhial  PhSat€fihf. 


EXPECTATION 

Now  sits  expectation  in  the  air. 
And  hides  a  sword,  from  hilt  uito  the  point, 
With  crowns  imperial,  crovms,  and  coronets, 
Promts'd  to  Harry  and  bis  fbUofwiers. 

Shake.  Hemy  V. 

So  tedious  is  this  day. 
As  is  the  night  before  some  festival 
To  an  impatient  child  that  hath  new  robes. 
And  may  not  wear  them. 

*  Shake.  Romeo  and  JnUtL 

Ofl  expectation  foils,  and  moet  oft  there 
Where  most  it  promises :  and  oft  it  hits 
Where  hope  is  coldest,  and  despair  moet  sits. 

Shake.  Afl's  Wa 

How  slow 
This  old  moon  wanes :  she  lingers  my  desires, 
like  to  a  step-dame,  or  a  dofvrager. 
Long  withering  oat  a  young  man's  revenue. 

Shake.  Mideummer  IHghCe  Dream. 

Oh  \  how  impatience  gains  upon  the  soul. 
When  the  long  promised  hour  of  joy  draws  near ! 
How  slow  the  tardy  moments  seem  to  roll  I 
What  spectres  rise  of  inconsistent  foar ! 
To  the  fond  doubting  heart  its  hopes  appear 
Too  brightiy  fiiir,  too  sweet  to  realise ; 
All  seem  but  day-dreams  of  delight  too  dear ! 
Strange  hopes  and  foars  in  painful  contest  rise, 
While  the  scarce-trusted  bliss  seems  but  to  cheat 
the  eyes.  Mrs.  Tight* e  PeycU 

<«  Yet  dotii  he  live!"  exclaims  the  impatient  heir, 

And  sighs  for  sables  which  he  most  not  wear. 

Bym'eLere. 


EXTRA  VAGANCE-fiXTREfilES-EYES. 
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fw^y  wu  the  love  of  paradise  he  drew 

And  pictured  in  his  fancy ;  he  did  dwell 

Cpcm  it  till  it  had  a  life ;  he  threw 

A  tint  of  heaven  athwart  it — who  can  teH 

The  yearnings  of  his  heart,  the  charm,  the  spell, 

That  bomid  him  to  that  vision 

MTcnnvni, 


EXTRAVAGANCE. 

I     *T  is  not  unknown  to  yon,  Antonio,         ^ 
How  much  I  have  disabled  mine  estate, 
By  something  showing  a  more  swelling  port, 
Than  my  faint  means  would  grant  continuance. 

Shak9.  Merchant  cf  Venice. 

The  man  who  hnilds  and  wants  wherewith  to  pay, 
Providea  a  home  from  which  to  run  away. 

Youn^t  LaB€  of  Fame. 

Bdiold,  Sir  Balaam^  now  a  man  of  spirit, 

Aseribes  his  gettings  to  his  parts  and  merit ; 

What  late  he  call*d  a  blessing,  now  was  wit. 

And  God's  good  providenee  a  lucky  hit. 

Things  change  their  titles  as  their  maimers  turn : 

ffis  eoanting-hoase  empbyM  the  Sunday  mora : 

Seldom  at  church,  (Hwas  such  a  busy  life) 

But  duly  sent  his  fiunily  and  wifb. 

Pope*§  Moral  EstaifO. 

For  what  has  Vlrro  painted,  built  and  planted  7 
Only  to  show  how  many  tastes  he  wanted. 
What  brought  Sir  Visto's  ill-got  wealth  to  waste? 
Some  demon  whispered,  Visto  has  a  taste. 

Pope'o  Moral  Euaye, 

We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  househcrfd  joys 
And  comfbrts  cease.    Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry. 
And  keeps  our  larder  lean ;  puts  out  our  fires, 
And  introduces  hunger,  frost  and  woe, 
Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 

Couper't  Task. 
Bfannons  once 
Knew  their  own  masters,  and  laborious  hinds, 
lliat  had  surviv'd  the  father,  8er?*d  the  son. 
Mow  tiie  legitimate  and  rightful  lord 
la  but  a  transient  guest,  newly  arrived. 
And  soon  to  be  8iq>planted.    He  that  saw 
His  patrimonial  timber  cast  its  lea^ 
Sells  the  last  scantling,  and  transfers  the  price 
To  some  shrewd  sharper  ere  it  buds  again. 
Estates  are  landscapes,  gaxod  upon  awhile, 
Then  advertised  and  anctianeer*d  away. 

Coioper't  Task. 

Dinadiag  that  dimax  of  all  human  ills, 

Tlse  inflammation  of  his  weekly  bills. 

.Byron. 

b  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way^ 

Wbich  I  ibimd  raj  troublesome  to  pay. 

Bffrsm, 


EXTREMES. 


Extremes,  though  contrary,  huVe  the  like  effi^cts; 
Extreme  heat  mortifies  like  extreme  cold; 
Extreme  love  breeds  satiety,  as  well 
As  extreme  hatred ;  and  too  violent  rigour 
Tempts  chastity  as  much  as  too  much  licence. 

Chapman^s  AU  Foots 

Those  edges  soonest  turn,  that  arc  most  keen, 
A  sober  moderation  stands  sure, 
No  violent  extremes  endure. 

AUytCs  Crfoeey. 

They  are  as  sick,  that  surfeit  with  too  much, 
As  they  that  starve  with  nothing ;  therefore  it 
Is  no  mean  happiness  to  be  seated 
In  the  mean ;  superfluity  comes  sooner 
By  wiiite  hairs,  but  competency  lives  longer 

Skaks,  Merchant  of  Venies, 

These  violent  delights  have  violent  ends. 

And  in  their  triumph  die ;  like  fire  and  powder. 

Which,  as  they  meet,  consume.    The  sweeter! 

honey 
Is  loatlisome  in  its  own  deliciousness. 
And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite ; 
Therefore  love  moderately,  long  love  doth  so  * 
Too  swift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  Juliel. 

*T]s  in  worldly  aoeidents, 
As  in  the  world  itself,  where  things  most  distant 
Meet  one  another :  Thus  the  east  and  west. 
Upon  the  globe  a  mathematical  point 
Only  divides :  Thus  happiness  and  misery. 
And  all  extremes,  are  still  contiguous. 

JDenkam^s  Sofhif 

Let  wealth  come  in  by  comely  thrift, 
And  not  by  any  sorifid  shift; 

*T  is  haste 

Makes  waste; 
Extremes  have  still  their  fkutt. 
Who  gripes  too  hard  the  dry  and  slipp*ry  sand. 
Holds  none  at  all,  or  little,  in  his  haaiL 

Homek 


ETES. 


Long  while  I  sought  to  what  I  might  comparu 
Those  powerful  eyes,  which  lighten  my  dark  spin* 
Yet  found  I  nought  on  earth,  to  which  I  dare 
Resemble  the  image  of  their  goodly  light 
Not  to  the  sun,  for  they  do  shine  by  night; 
Nor  to  the  moon,  fi>r  they  are  changed  never  *. 
Nor  to  the  stars,  for  they  have  purer  sight: 
Nor  to  the  fire,  fbr  they  consume  not  ever , 
Nor  to  the  lightning,  fbr  they  still  persevcr 
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EYES. 


No*  to  tho  diamond,  for  they  aro  more  tender ; 

Nor  unto  cryital,  for  nought  may  tliem  MTer; 

Nor  onto  glaas  rach  baaeneM  might  offend  her. 

Then  to  the  Maker*8  lelf  they  likeat  be ; 

Whose  light  doth  lighten  aU  that  here  we  aee. 

Spenser, 

In  her  two  eyea  two  living  lampa  did  flame, 
Kindled  above,  at  the  heavenly  light, 

And  darting  fiery  beams  oat  of  the  same, 
So  passing  pearceant,  and  so  wondrous  bright. 
That  quite  bereaved  the  rash  beholders  of  their 
sight  Spetuer, 

'  From  women*s  ejea  this  doctrine  I  derive ; 
They  sparkle  still  the  right  Promethean  fire; 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academies. 
That  show,  rCTit^i",  and  nourish  all  the  world, 
EUse,  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent 

Shak§.  Lon^%  Labour, 

Thou  teirst  me,  there  is  mnrder  in  mine  eye : 
•Tis  pretty,  sure,  and  very  probable. 
That  eyes— that  are  the  frail'st  and  softest  things, 
"Who  shut  their  coward  gates  on  atomies  «— 
Should  be  callM  tyrants,  batchers,  murderers! 

ShMkB.  A*  You  Like  K 

Now  show  the  wound  mine  eye  hath  made  in  thee : 

Scratch  thee  but  with  a  pin,  and  there  remains 

Some  soar  of  it;  lean  but  upon  a  rush. 

The  cicatrice  and  capable  impressnre 

Thy  palm  some  moment  keeps :  bat  now  mine  eyes. 

Which  I  have  darted  at  thee,  hurt  thee  not 

Sbaka.  Ao  You  Like  It. 

Faster  than  his  tongue 

Did  make  ofience,  his  eye  did  heal  it  up. 

Skakopeare. 

Tbeee  eyes,  that  now  are  dimm*d  vrith  death's 

black  veil, 
Have  been  as  piercfaig  as  the  mid-day  son, 
To  search  the  secret  treasons  of  the  world. 

Shake.  Hemy  VL   Pmrt  IIL 

1  hose  eyes,  whose  Hght  seemM  nther  given 
To  be  ador*d  than  to  adore  — 
Such  eyes  as  may  have  lookM  flom  heaven, 
Jiat  ne*er  were  rais*d  to  it  before ! 

Moore'e  Loeee  of  the  Angele. 

And  then  her  look — Oh,  where  *8  tho  heart  so  wise, 
(^•ould,  unbewilder'd,  meet  those  matchless  eyes? 
Quick,  restless,  strange,  but  exquisite  withal. 
Like  those  of  angels. 

Jllbore. 
Hor  eye  (I*m  very  fond  of  handsome  eyes) 
Wus  .argo  and  dark,  suppressing  half  its  fire 
Umil  she  spoke ;  then,  through  its  soft  disguise, 
naslt*d  an  expression  more  of  pride  than  ire, 
Aiwl  love  than  either. 

Byrom 


Her  glance,  how  wildly  beaotifiiL 


Byrm 


Soul  beam*d  ibrth  in  every  spark 

That  darted  firom  beneath  the  lid, 

Bright  as  the  jewel  of  Giamschid. 

Byrcn, 

Those  eyes. 

Soft  and  capacious  as  a  cbodless  sky. 

Whose  azure  depths  their  colour  emuUtes, 

Must  needs  be  conversant  with  upward  looks^ 

FrayerV  voiceless  aervioe. 

Words  worth. 

Eyes  with  the  same  bine  witchery  as  thoM 
Of  Fsyche,  which  caught  Love  in  his  own  wiles. 

Translated  firom  tie  Ktaium. 

Love  has  a  fleeter  messenger  than  speech. 

To  tell  love's  meaning.    His  expresses  post 

Upon  the  orbs  of  vision,  ere  the  tongue 

Can  shape  them  into  vpords. 

O.  CoUman,  Jr. 

His  dark,  pensive  eye. 
Speaks  the  high  soid,  the  thooght  sublime 
That  dwells  on  immortality. 

CharkUe  EUjBdbetk. 

Look  on  his  eyes,  and  thou  wilt  find 

A  sadness  in  their  beam, 

XAke  the  pensive  shades  that  willows  cast 

On  the  sky.reflected  stream. 

JSIisa  Cook. 

-—Eyes  that  droop  like  summer  flowers 
Told  they  could  change  with  shine  and  showers. 

Miss  LandoM. 

Her  deep  blue  eyes  smil*d  constantly — as  if  they 

had  by  fitness 

Won  the  secret  of  a  happy  dream,  she  did  not  care 

to  speak. 

Miss  BitrretL 

Thy  brown  eyes  have  looks  like  birds. 

Flying  straightway  to  the  light 

Miss  Barrett 

Folded  eyes  see  brighter  colours  than  the  open 

ever  do. 

JIftss  BarrdL 

Those  eyes,  those  eyes,  how  fiill  of  heaven  they  are. 
When  the  calm  twilight  leaves  the  heaven  most 
holy! 
Tell  me,  sweet  eyes.  Gram,  what  divinest  star 
Did  ye  drink  in  your  liquid  melancholy  7 

Tell  me,  beloved  eyes! 


Some  praise  the  eyes  they  love  to  see. 

As  rivalling  tlie  western  star ; 
But  eyes  I  know  well  worth  to  me 

A  thousand  firmaments  afar. 

JoknSteHmg 
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Those  eyes  that  were  so  bright,  lo^e, 

Have  now  a  dimmer  shine ; 
Bat  what  they  *Te  lost  in  lig^ht,  love, 

Is  what  they  gave  to  mine. 
And  still  those  orbs  reflect,  love, 

Tlie  beams  of  former  hours. 
That  ripen'd  all  my  joys,  love, 

And  tinted  all  my  flowers. 


Bnd. 


I  never  saw  an  eye  so  bright. 

And  yet  so  soil,  as  hers ; 
It  sometimes  swam  in  liquid  light, 

And  sometimes  swam  in  tears ; 
It  seemM  a  beauty  set  apart 

For  soAness  and  for  sighs. 

Those  laughing  orbs,  that  borrow 
From  axure  skies  the  light  they  wear, 

Are  like  heaven  —  no  sorrow 
CSan  float  o*er  hues  so  fair. 

*     The  soft  blue  eye. 
That  looks  as  it  had  open*d  first  in  heaven. 
And  caught  its  brightness   fix)m  the  seraphs* 

gaze. 
As  flowers  are  fairest  where  the  sunbeams  falL 

Jifrs.  HaW$  Ormond  Qrotvenor, 

A  sweet  wild  girl,  with  eye  of  earnest  ray. 
And  olive  cheek,  at  ea|^  emoticm  glowing. 

JIf  rt.  Sigomrney, 

His  eye  was  blue  and  calm,  as  is  the  sky 
In  the  serenest  noon. 

wuu$. 

1  have  sat, 
And  in  the  blue  depths  of  her  stainless  eyes 
Have  gazed! 

Those  eyes, — among  thine  elder  friends 

Perhaps  they  pass  for  blue ;  — 

No  matter,  —  if  a  man  can  see. 

What  more  have  eyes  to  do  7 

O.  W,  Hdme: 

I  look  upon  the  fair  blue  skies. 

And  naught  but  empty  air  I  see ; 
fioi  when  I  turn  me  to  thine  eyes. 

It  seemeth  unto  me 
Ten  thousand  angels  spread  their  wings 

Within  those  little  azure  rings. 

O.  W.  Hobneg. 

The  bright  black  eye,  the  melting  blue, 
1  cannot  choose  between  the  two. 
Bdt  that  is  dearest,  all  the  while, 
Which  wears  lor  us  the  sweetest  smile. 


FACTION. 

Some  of  the  great  ones  first  came  fijrly  on 
T*  adore  this  idol,  but  the  people  do 
Ron  headlong  in  a  wild  devotion : 
As  in  a  jack  the  greater  wheels  do  go 
With  soft  and  sober  turnings ;  but  the  leas 
Are  hurried  with  a  whirling  giddiness. 

AleytCt  Henry  VII 

So  &lse  is  faction,  and  so  smooth  a  Uar, 
As  that  it  never  had  a  side  entire. 

Danid. 

Seldom  is  &clion*s  ire  in  haoghty  minds 
Extinguish^  but  by  death :  it  ofl,  like  fire 
Suppressed,  breaks  forth  again,  and  blazes  higher. 

May*9  Henry  IL 

Avoid  the  politic,  the  h&lkm  fool, 

The  busy,  boning,  talking,  hardenM  knave; 

The  quaint  aneoth  rogue,  that  sins  against  hii 

reason^ 
CsHs  saucy  load  sedition  puUio  seal : 
And  mutiny  the  dictates  of  his  wpuiL 

Otwtijf 

FAIRIES. 

In  silence  sad, 
Trip  we  afler  the  night's  shade : 
We  the  globe  can  compass  soon, 
Swifler  than  the  wand'ring  moon« 

Skakt,  Midawmmer  NigWs  Dream* 

Be  kind  and  courteous  to  this  gentleman ; 
Hop  in  hie  walks,  and  gambol  in  his  eyes; 
Feed  him  with  apricots  and  dewberries ; 
With  purple  grapes,  green  figs,  and  mulberries ; 
The  honey-bags  steal  from  the  humble4>ees, 
And,  for  night  tapers,  crop  their  waxen  thighs. 
And  light  them  at  the  fiery  glow-worm's  eyes ; 
And  pluck  the  wings  from  painted  butterflies, 
To  hn  the  moon-beams  from  his  sleeping  eyes; 
Nod  to  him,  elves,  and  do  him  courtesies. 

Shake,  Midetanmer  Nighfe  Dream. 

Sometimes  she  driveth  o'er  a  soldier's  neck. 

And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  &reign  throats, 

Of  breaches,  ambuscadoes,  Spanish  blades, 

Of  healths  five  fathoms  deep;  and  then  anon 

Drums  in  his  ear,  at  which  he  starts,  and  wake^ 

And,  being  thus  frighted,  swears  a  prayer  or  two. 

And  sleeps  again» 

Shaki,  Remee  and  JuUeL 

And  sometimes  comes  she  with  a  tithe-pig's  tail, 
Tickling  a  parson's  nose  as  a*  lies  asleep, 
Hien  dreams  he  of  another  benefice. 

8hMk$,  Remeo  and  MUt 


i(A 


FAITH. 


A  thomuid  hntuAm 
Begrin  to  throng  into  my  memory, 
Of  calling  ihapea,  and  beck'ning  Bhadowi  dire, 
And  airy  tongnes,  that  syllable  men*B  names 
On  sands,  and  shores,  and  desert  wildemessei. 

MSUnCi  ComuB. 

I  took  it  for  a  fairy  Tision 

Of  some  gay  creatures  of  the  element, 

That  in  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  live. 

And  play  i*  th*  plighted  clouds. 

iHton't  Ctwi. 

Bcautifiil  spirit !  with  thy  hair  of  light, 
And  dazzling  eyes  of  glory,  in  whose  form 
The  charms  of  earth's  least  mortal  daughters  grow 
To  an  unearthly  stature,  in  an  essence 
Of  purer  elements ;  while  the  hues  of  youth  -— 
CarnationM  like  m  sleeping  infantfs  dieek, 
RockM  by  the  beating  of  her  mother's  heart. 
Or  the  rose  tinti,  which  summer's  twilight  leaves 
Upon  the  lofty  glacier's  virgin  snow. 
The  blush  of  earth,  embracing  with  her  heaven— 
Tmge  thy  celestial  aspect,  and  make  tame 
The  beauties  of  the  sunbow  which  bends  o'er  thee. 

Byrom*9  Jfan/rsdL 

Oberon,  Titania, 

Did  your  star-light  mirth. 
With  the  song  of  Avon, 

Quit  this  workday  earth? 
Yet  while  green  leaves  glisten 

And  while  bright  stars  bum. 
By  that  magic  memory. 

Oh,  return,  return ! 

JlfFi.  Jlsnow's  Foemt. 

Did  you  ever  hear 
Of  the  ftoUc  Fairies,  dearT 
Tlicy're  a  little  blessed  race, 
Peeping  up  in  Fancy's  ftoe, 
In  the  valley,  on  the  hill. 
By  the  fountain  and  the  rill; 
Laughing  out  between  the  leaves 
Hiat  the  loving  summer  weaves. 

Mn.Otgood, 

Their  harps  are  of  the  amber  shade. 
That  hides  the  blush  of  waking  day. 

And  evsry  gleaming  string  is  made 
Of  silvery  moonshine's  lengthen'd  ray. 

Drake  9  Culpnt  Fay. 

As  at  the  glimpse  of  morning  pale, 
llie  laneo-fly  spreads  his  silken  sail. 
And  gleams  with  blondtngs  soft  and  bright, 
rdl  lost  in  shade  of  fiuling  night; — 
&i  rose  fiom  earth  the  lovely  Fay^-— 
Am  vanish'd  fiur  in  heaven  away ! 

Dnk§*9  CwJjfrU  Fa^ 


The  tender  violets  bent  in  smiles 

To  elves  that  sported  nigh. 
Tossing  the  drops  of  fragrant  dew 

To  scent  the  evening  sky; 
They  kiss'd  the  rose  in  love  and  mirth, 

And  its  petals  fairer  grew; 
A  shower  of  pearly  dust  they  brought. 

And  o'er  the  lily  threw. 

JTrs.  E.  Oakea  SmtkU  Stekts  CkU 


FAITH. 

IViie  ftiith  and  reason  are  the  soul's  two  eyes; 
Faith  evermore  looks  upward,  and  descries 
Objecti  remote ;  but  reason  can  discover 
Things  only  near,— sees  nothing  that's  above  her: 
They  are  not  matches^— often  disagree, 
And  sometimes  both  are  dos'd  and  neither  see. 
Faith  views  the  sun,  and  reason  but  the  shade ; 
One  courts  the  mistress,  th'  other  wooes  the  maid, 
That  sees  the  fire,  this  only  but  the  flint ; 
The  true-bred  Christian  always  looks  asquint 

Qsar2et 

If  forc'd  from  faith,  for  ever  miserable : 
For  what  is  misery  but  want  of  God, 
And  God  is  lost  if  faith  be  overthrown. 

SoUman  and  Pentdt. 

Tradition !  time's  suspected  register ! 
Too  oft  religion  at  her  trRl  fails ; 
Instead  of  knowledge,  teacheth  her  to  err. 
And  wears  out  truth's  best  stories  into  tales. 

Sir  W.DawMtL 

If  faith  with  reason  never  doth  advise. 
Nor  yet  tradition  leads  her,  she  is  then 
From  heav'n  inspir'd ;  and  secretly  groirs  wiw 
Above  the  schools,  we  know  not  how,  nor  whea. 

Sir  W.  DommkL 

Faith  lighti  us  through  the  dark  to  deity ; 
Whikt,  without  sight,  we  witness  that  she  shows 
More  God  than  in  his  works  our  eyes  can  see ; 
Though  none  but  by  those  works  the  Godhead 
knows.  Sir  W.  DavenaA 

When  the  soul  grants  what  reason  makes  her  see, 
That  is  true  faith,  what's  more's  credulity. 

Sir  F.  FssA 

For  modes  of  faith  let  graceless  zealots  fight; 
His  can't  be  wrong  whoso  life  is  in  tlie  right 

Faith  builds  a  bridge  across  the  gulf  of  destht 
To  break  the  shock  blind  nature  cannot  shmii 
And  lands  thought  smoothly  on  the  further  shora 

Aod  melaiicliQly  &ar  subdued  by  fiuth. 

Ifflnbvarii 
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Nought  flliall  prevail  ajraingt  us,  or  disturb 
Our  cbeerfiil  faith,  that  all  which  we  behold 

b  &]]  of  Ueotngs. 

WordtworA, 

But  &ith,  fimatic  fiiith,  once  wedded  htft 
To  lome  dear  faleehood,  hugs  it  to  the  last 

Moore'i  LaUa  Rodkh. 

Tmt  ikith  nor  biddeth  nor  abideth  ibrm. 

Hm  bended  knee,  the  eye  nplifl,  is  all 

Which  man  need  render ;  all  which  God  can  bear. 

What  to  the  faith  are  fbrou  7    A  paaeing  ipec^ 

A  crow  apoD  the  skj. 

0ai2ey*«  Fe$tu$, 

Faith  is  the  rabtle  chain 

Tliat  binda  us  to  the  Infmite :  the  voice 

Of  a  deep  life  within,  that  will  remain 

Until  we  crowd  it  thence. 

If  ra.  £.  Oake»  Smith. 

Faith  loves  to  lean  on  time's  destroying  arm. 

And  age,  like  distance,  lends  a  doable  charm. 

O.  W.  Hdmu. 

Great  ftith  it  needs,  according  to  roy  view. 
To  tmit  in  that  which  never  coold  be  true. 

FALL. 

Some  fiills  are  means  the  happier  to  rise. 

Shak$,  CymbeUns. 

IVe  toachM  the  highest  point  of  all  my  greatness: 

And  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 

I  haste  now  to  mj  setting.    I  shall  fall, 

Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening ; 

And  no  man  see  me  more. 

Shah,  mmy  VIIL 

He,  that  this  mom  rose  proudly  as  the  son. 
And  breaking  through  a  mist  of  clients*  breath. 
Came  on  as  gaz'd  at,  and  admir'd  as  he, 
When  raperstitious  Moors  salute  his  light ! 
Ilttt  had  our  servile  nobles  waiting  him 
As  common  grooms ;  and  hanging  on  his  look. 
No  less  than  hnman  life  on  destiny ! 
That  had  men's  knees  as  frequent  as  the  gods; 
And  sacrifioee  more  than  Home  had  altars ; 
And  thia  man  fall !  fall !  ay,  without  a  look. 
That  duzst  appear  his  friend,  or  lend  so  much 
Of  vain  relief^  to  his  chang*d  state,  as  pity ! 

•/onsen's  S^anus. 

Who  bravely  fall  have  this  one  happiness, 
Above  the  conqueror ;  they  share  his  fiime, 
And  have  more  love,  and  an  unenvy*d  name. 

Croien's  VmriuB, 

When  once  a  shaking  monarchy  declines, 
Bach  thing  grows  bold,  and  to  its  fall  combines. 
Cfown's  CAarles  VIIL  cf  France, 


FALSEHOOD. 

What  wit  so  sharp  is  found  in  age  or  youtli. 
That  can  distinguish  truth  fVom  treachery? 
Falnhood  puts  on  the  face  ef  simple  truth, 
And  masks  i'  th'  habit  of  plain  honesty. 
When  she  in  heart  intends  most  villany. 

Mirrcrfir  Magistratet, 

Money  and  man  a  mutual  fiUsehood  show, 
Men  make  fidse  moneys — money  makes  men  so. 

Aleyn'i  Henry  VIL 

Every  man  in  this  age  has  not  a  soul 

Of  crystal  fi>r  all  men  to  read  their  actions 

Through:  men's  hearts  and  faces  are  so  far 

asunder, 
That  they  hold  no  intelligence. 

Bmununt  and  FUtcher'i  FaUt  Ojis. 

How  false  are  men, both  in  their  heads  and  hearts; 
And  there  is  falsehood  in  all  trades  and  arts. 
Lawyers  deceive  their  clients  by  false  law; 
Priests,  by  false  gods,  keep  all  the  world  in  awe. 
For  their  fklse  tongues  such  flatt'ring  knaves  are 

rais'd. 
For  their  false  wit,  scribblers  by  fools  are  prais'd. 

Cromn*$  CaUgiUa 

Who  should  be  trusted  when  one's  own  right  hand 
Is  perjur'd  to  the  bosom  7    Protheus. 
I  am  sorry,  I  must  never  trust  thee  more, 
But  count  the  world  a  stranger  for  thy  sake. 
The  private  wound  is  deepest 

Shakt.  Two  OenUenun  qf  Verona, 

But,  fore  thee  well,  most  foul,  most  foir !  fkrewell ! 
Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity ! 
For  thee  I  *11  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love. 
And  on  my  eyelids  shall  conjecture  hang. 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm. 
And  never  shall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Shake.  Much  Ado. 

You  toM  a  lie ;  an  odious,  damned  lie ; 

Upon  my  soul  a  lie ;  a  wicked  lie. 

Shake.  OiheUo 

So  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a  forged  process  ai  my  death 

Rankly  abos'd. 

Shake.  HamUi 

Stealing  her  soul  with  many  vows  of  faith. 

And  ne'er  a  true  one !. 

Shaka 

Dishonour  waits  on  perfidy.    The  villain 
Should  blosh  to  think  a  falsehood:  Tis  the  crime 

Of  cowards. 

C.  Johnson*e  SuUaneee 

Hie  seal  of  truth  is  on  thy  gallant  form. 

For  none  but  cowards  lie. 

}iurfky*e  JIUmza, 
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FABffE. 


Let  fi&laehood  be  a  ■Cranger  to  thy  lips ; 
Shame  on  the  policy  that  first  began 
To  tamper  with  the  heart  to  hide  its  thooghts ! 
And  doubly  shame  on  that  inglorioos  tongae 
That  sold  its  honesty  and  told  a  lie. 

ifoosnTt  Regtiku, 

The  man  of  pore  and  simple  heart 
Through  life  disdains  a  double  part, 
He  never  needs  the  screen  of  lies 
His  inward  bosom  to  disguise, 

Oaf$FMm. 

Oh !  colder  than  the  wind  that  fteens 

Founts  that  but  now  in  sunshine  play*d. 

Is  that  congealing  pang  which  seises 

The  tnuting  bono,  wbw  brtr.y'd. 

Mmn. 

Then  &re  thee  well -^ I'd  rather  make 
My  bower  upon  soma  icy  lake, 
Whea  thawing  sons  begin  to  shine. 
Than  trust  to  lore  so  &lse  as  thine. 

JkOOTS. 

Out  on  our  beings*  falsehood !  studied,  cold-^ 
Are  we  not  like  that  actor  of  old  time, 
Who  wore  his  mask  so  long  his  ibatnres  took 
Its  likeness? 

I  live  among  the  cold,  the  ftlse, 

And  I  must  seem  like  them; 
And  swsh  I  am,  ftr  I  am  &lse 

As  those  I  most  condemn. 

JIftts  London, 

The  sting  of  iUsehood  loses  half  its  pain 
If  our  own  soul  bear  witness— we  are  true. 

Mn.Hak. 

0  Agony!  keen  agony. 
For  trusting  heart  to  find 

Tliat  TOWS  believed,  were  vows  conceived 
As  light  as  summer  wind. 

MoiherwtU, 

1  scorn  this  hated  scene 
Of  masking  and  disguise, 

Where  men  on  men  still  gleam. 

With  fiilseness  in  their  eyes; 
Where  all  is  counterfeit. 

And  truth  hath  never  say; 

Where  hearts  themselves  do  cheat, 

Concealing  hope's  decay. 

MoikerwdL 

We  hear,  indeed,  but  shudder  while  we  hear, 
The  insidious  fklsehood,  and  the  heartless  jeer : 
For  each  dark  libel  that  thou  lik'st  to  shape. 
Thou  maysi  from  law,  but  not  from  scorn  escape; 
The  pointed  finger,  cold  averted  eye, 
Lar.ulted  virtue's  hiss — thou  canst  not  fly. 

CkarUi  Spragus, 


What  is  man's  love !  his  void's  are  broke, 
Bfen  while  his  parting  kiss  is  warm. 

HaUeek 

Ah !  doom'd  indeed  to  worse  than  death. 
To  teach  those  sweet  lips  hourly  guile ; 

To  breathe  through  life  but  falsehood's  breath, 
And  smile  vrith  fa]sehood*s  smile ! 

Jf  rv.  Oigotd 

FAME. 

Tlien  straight  thro'  all  the  world  'gan  Ikme  to  fly, 
A  monster  swifter  none  is  under  sun ; 
Increasing  as  in  watera  we  descry 
The  circles  small,  of  nothing  that  begun ; 
Which  at  the  length,  unto  such  breadth  do  come, 
That  of  a  drop  which  from  the  skies  do  fall, 
Tike  circles  spread  and  hide  the  waters  all : 
So  fame  in  flight  increaseth  more  and  more : 
For  at  the  first,  she  is  not  scarcely  known. 
But  by  and  by  she  fleets  from  shore  to  shore, 
To  doods  from  the  earth  her  stature  straight  if 

grown: 
Hiere  whatsoever  by  her  trump  is  blown, 
The  sound  that  both  by  sea  and  land  outilies, 
Rebounds  again  and  verbcrates  the  skies. 

Mirror  for  Magistraut. 

The  voice  of  fiune  should  be  as  loud  as  thunder; 

Her  house  is  all  of  echo  made. 

Where  never  dies  the  somid ; 

And,  as  her  brows  the  clouds  invade. 

Her  feet  do  strike  the  ground. 

Sing  then  good  ftme,  that 's  out  of  virtue  bon; 

For  who  doth  fiune  neglect,  doth  virtue  seam. 

Joiison's  Ma$que  €f  Quem^ 

The  life  of  fame  is  action  understood ; 
That  action  must  be  virtuous,  great,  and  good. 
Virtue  itself  by  fame  is  ofl  protected, 
And  dies  despised,  where  the  fame 's  neglected. 

Jomm't  Ckrinde, 

Talk  not  to  me  of  fond  renown,  the  rude, 
Inconstant  blast  of  the  base  multitude : 
Their  breaths,  nor  souls  can  satufaction  make, 
For  half  the  joys  I  part  with  for  their  sake. 

Cnsnt 

Death  makes  no  conquest  of  this  conqueror; 
For  now  be  lives  in  fkme  though  not  in  life. 

The  evil  that  men  do,  lives  after  them ; 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones. 

Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brass :  their  vixtoei 

We  write  in  water.  „,,f 

Skok$.  Henm  VlH 


FAMS. 
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Adieo,  and  take  thj  praise  with  thee  to  heaT*n ! 
Thj  ignominy  sleep  with  thee  in  the  ifreve, 
Bttt  not  vememberM  in  thj  epitaph. 

8hak».  Hemy  IV.    Pari  L 

Let  fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  (heir  Uvea, 
Live  registered  upon  our  brazen  tombs, 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  disgrace  of  death. 

Shak9,  L(ive*§  Labour, 

After  my  death  I  wish  no  other  herald, 
No  other  speaker  of  my  living  actions, 
To  keep  mine  honour  from  corruption. 
But  such  an  honest  chronicler  as  Griffith. 

Shaki.  Hmry  VIIL 

O,  your  desert  speaks  loud ;  and  I  should  wrong  it, 
To  k>ek  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bosom, 
When  it  deserres  with  characters  of  brass 
A  ibrted  residence,  *gainst  the  tooth  of  time 
And  razure  of  oUivion. 

Shak8,  Mia,  for  Mm. 

The  &me  that  a  man  wins  himself  is  best; 
That  he  may  call  his  own :  honours  put  on  him 
Make  him  no  more  a  man  than  his  clothes  do, 
Which  are  as  soon  ta*en  off;  ibr  in  the  warmth 
Hie  heat  oomes  f^om  the  body  not  the  weeds ; 
So  man's  true  fame  must  strike  fiK>m  his  own  deeds. 

MiddUion, 

Vain  empty  words 
Of  honour,  glory,  and  immortal  fame. 
Can  these  recall  the  spirit  f^om  its  place. 
Or  re.ins]nre  the  breathless  day  with  life  7 
What  tho'  your  &me  with  all  its  thousand  trumpets, 
Sound  o*er  the  sepulchres,  will  that  awake 
The  sleeping  dead. 

8eweir$  Sir  Walter  Raleigh, 

I  ooorted  fame  but  as  a  spur,  to  brave 
And  honest  deeds ;  and  who  despises  fame 
Will  soon  renounce  the  virtues  that  deserve  it. 

MalleVe  Muetajiha. 

Sooe  when  they  die,  die  «dl ;  their  mouldering  dky 
Is  but  an  emblem  of  their  memories; 
The  space  quite  closes  up  thro*  which  they  pass'd: 
That  I  have  liv*d,  I  leave  a  mark  behind. 
Shall  pluck  the  shiaing  age  from  vulgar  time, 
And  give  it  whole  to  late  posterity. 

Ytmmg'^9  Bmeirie, 

In  stress  of  weather,  most;  some  sink  outright; 
O'er  them,  and  o*er  their  names,  the  billows  close ; 
To^nonow  knows  not  they  were  ever  bom. 
Others  a  short  memorial  leave  behind. 
Like  a  flag  floating,  when  the  bark*s  ingulph*d; 
It  floats  a  moment  and  is  seen  no  more : 
lives ;  a  thousand  are  forgot. 

Yoang'e  Ifigki  T^aughtt, 


Knows  he,  that  mankind  praise  against  their  will, 
And  mix  as  much  detraction  as  they  can  7 
Knows  he,  that  fidthless  fame  her  whisper  has. 
As  well  as  trumpet?    That  his  vanity 
Is  so  much  tickled  from  not  hearing  all  7 

Yming'g  Night  ThoughU. 

With  &me,  in  just  proportion,  envy  grows ; 
The  man  that  majces  a  eharacter,  makes  foes. 

Young^i  Epietle  to  Pepe 

Fame  is  a  public  mistress,  none  enjoys, 
But,  more  or  less,  his  rival's  peace  destroys. 

Young' e  EpittU  to  Pope, 

Of  boasting  more  than  of  a  bomb  afraid, 
A  soldier  should  be  modest  as  a  maid : 
Fame  is  a  bubble  the  reservM  enjoy ; 
Who  strive  to  grasp  it,  as  they  touch  destroy : 
*Tis  the  world^s  debt  to  deeds  oi^  high  degree : 
But  if  you  pay  yourself^  the  world  is  free. 

Young*$  Love  of  Fame 

What  so  foolish  as  the  chase  of  fame  7 
How  vain  the  prize !  how  impotent  our  aim ! 
For  what  are  men  who  grasp  at  praise  sublime. 
But  bubbles  on  the  rapid  stream  of  time. 
That  rise  and  fall,  that  swell,  and  are  no  more. 
Bom  and  forgot,  ten  thousand  in  an  hour. 

Young*e  Love  of  Fame 

A  prattling  gossip,  on  whose  tongue 
Proof  of  perpetual  motion  hung, 
Whose  lungs  in  strength  all  lungs  surpass. 
Like  her  own  tmmpet  made  of  brass ; 
Who  with  a  hundred  pair  of  eyes, 
The  vain  attacks  of  sleep  defies ; 
Who  with  a  hundred  pair  of  wings 
News  fVom  the  farthest  quarters  brings ; 
Sees,  hears,  and  tells,  untold  before, 
All  that  she  knows,-* and  ten  times  more. 

CkairehSl 

Absurd !  to  think  to  overreach  the  grave, 
And  from  the  wreck  of  names  to  rescue  ours : 
Hie  best  concerted  schemes  men  lay  for  fkme 
Die  fast  away :  only  themselves  die  &ster. 
The  far-fiim*d  sculptor,  and  the  laurePd  bard. 
Those  bold  insurers  of  eternal  fame. 
Supply  their  little  feeble  aids  in  vain. 

BJotr's  (?rsM 

Sepulchral  columns  wrestle,  but  in  vain, 
With  all.subduing  time ;  her  cankering  hand 
With  oalm  deliberate  malice  wasteth  them : 
Worn  on  the  edge  of  dajrs,  the  brass  consumt». 
The  busto  moulders,  and  the  deep-cut  marble, 
Um  *eady  to  the  steel,  gives  up  \U  charge. 
AmbivJon,  half-convicted  of  licr  folly, 
Hangs  down  the  head  and  reddens  at  the  taie 

BUir'e  Omce 
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FAME. 


For  &me  the  wretch  beneath  the  galloWB  lies, 
Disowning  erery  crime  for  which  he  die0, 
Of  life  profttie,  tenacious  of  a  name, 
Fearless  of  death,  and  yet  afraid  of  shame. 
Nature  has  wove  into  the  human  mind 
This  anxious  care  of  names  we  leave  behind, 
1**  extend  our  narrow  views  beyond  the  tomb, 
And  give  an  earnest  of  a  life  to  come ; 
For  i^  when  dead,  we  are  but  dust  or  day, 
^Vhy  think  of  what  posterity  will  say  7 
Her  praise  or  censure  cannot  us  concern. 
Nor  ever  penetrate  the  silent  urn. 

aoofnB  Jennytu, 

What  *s  fame  7  a  fancied  life  in  others*  breath, 

A  thing  beyond  us,  ev*n  before  our  death* 

Just  what  you  hear,  you    have;    and  what's 

unknown, 
The  same,  my  lord,  if  Tully's,  or  your  own. 
All  that  we  feel  of  it  begins  and  ends 
In  the  small  circle  of  our  foes  or  friends; 
1*o  all  beside  as  much  an  empty  shade, 
As  Eugene  living,  as  a  CiBsar  dead. 

Pcpe^B  JSsssy  on  Man. 

All  fame  is  foreign,  but  of  true  desert ; 

Flays  round  the  head,  bi^t  pomes  not  near  the 

heart; 
One  self-approving  hour  whole  years  outweighs 
Of  stupid  starers,  and  of  loud  hnuas ; 
And  more  true  joy  Marcellus  exilM  feels, 
Than  Cessar  with  a  senate  at  his  heels. 

Pepe*$  Eftay  en  Man, 

And  what  is  fame  7  the  meanest  have  their  day ; 
The  greatest  can  but  blaze,  and  pass  away. 

Pope. 
Ah  me !  full  sorely  is  my  heart  forlorn 
To  think  how  modest  •worth  neglected  lies, 
While  partial  fame  doth  with  her  blasts  adorn 
Such  deeds  alone,  as  pride  and  pomp  disguise, 
DeefiU  of  ill  sort,  and  mischievous  emprise. 

Shenstone^i  Sehooimitireu, 

Will  fortune,  lame,  my  present  ills  relieve  7 
And  what  is  fome,  that  fluttering  noisy  sound. 
But  the  cold  lie  of  universal  vogue  7 
Thousands  of  men  fall  in  the  field  of  honour. 
Whose  glorious  deeds  die  in  inglorious  silence. 
Whilst  vaunting  cowards,  &vour*d  by  blind  fortune, 
lleap  all  the  fruit  of  their  sucoessflil  toils. 
And  build  their  fiime  upon  their  noble  ruins. 

/f.  SmUh*$  Pnncen  rf  Parma. 

"Stern  sons  of  war  !"  sad  Wilfred  sigh'd, 
**  Behold  the  boast  of  Roman  pride ! 
What  now  of  all  your  toils  are  known  7 
A.  grassy  trench,  a  broken  stone  !*' 

SeoU'aRMe^ 


He  left  the  namd!.  at  which  the  world  grew  pale. 

To  point  a  moral,  or  adorn  a  tale. 

Dr,  Jo&n«m*s  Vanity  tf  Human  Wts&sik 

Men's  actions  to  futurity  appear. 

But  as  th*  events  to  which  they  are  conjoin*d 

To  give  them  consequence.     A  fallen  state, 

In  age  and  weakness  falPn,  no  hero  hath ; 

For  none  remains  behind  unto  whose  pride 

The  cherished  memory  of  his  acts  pertains. 

JsantMi  BaiUte**  Contiantme  PaUoUtguM 

Who,  that  smreys  this  span  of  earth  we  press, 

This  speck  of  lift  in  time's  great  wilderness. 

This  narrow  isthmus  'twixt  two  boundless  seas. 

The  past,. the  future,  two  eternities ! 

Would  sully  tlie  bright  spot  or  leave  it  baro. 

When  he  might  build  him  a  proud  temple  there, 

A  name,  that  long  shall  hallow  all  its  space. 

And  be  each  purer  soul's  high  resting-place  ! 

Jtroore's  LaUa  lioakL 

Fame  is  the  thirst  of  youth,  —  but  I  am  not 

So  young  as  to  regard  men's  fVown  or  smile. 

As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 

I  stood  and  stand  alone,  —  remembcr'd  or  forgot. 

Byrott'M  Childe  Harold. 

But  there  ajp  deeds  which  should  not  pass  away, 
And  names  that  must  not  wither,  though  the  earth 
Forgets  her  empires  with  a  just  decay. 
The  enslavers  and  the  enslaved,  their  death  and 

birth; 
Tlie  high,  the  mountain  majesty  of  worth 
Should  be,  and  shall,  survivol*  of  its  woe. 
And  from  its  immortality  look  forth 
In  the  sun's  face,  like  yonder  Alpine  snow, 
Imperishably  pure  beyond  all  things  below. 

Byron'i  Childe  Harold. 
Thy  fanes,  tliy  temples  to  the  surfoce  bow, 
Conamingling  slowly  with  heroic  earth, 
Broke  by  the  share  of  evtfry  rustic  plough : 
So  perish  monuments  of  mortal  birth. 
So  perish  all  in  turn,  save  well-recorded  worth. 

Byron'M  ChUdt  HanUL 
What  is  the  end  of  fame?  'tis  but  to  fill 
A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper ; 
Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a  bill,  , 

Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  is  lost  in  vapour ; 
For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  heroes  kill. 
And  bards  bom  what  they  call  their  **  midnight 

taper," 
To  have,  when  the  original  is  dust, 
A  name,  a  wretched  picture,  and  worse  bust 

Byron. 
And  glory  long  has  made  the  sages  smile ; 

'TIS  something,  nothing,  words,  illusion,  wind— . 
Depending  more  upon  the  historian's  style 
Than  on  the  name  a  person  leaves  behind 
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*TU  w  a  BOoW'baU  which  derives  aesieUaco 

From  every  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same, 

SvvA  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow ; 

Bat  af\cr  all  *t  is  nothing  but  cold  snow. 

Byron. 

Gaze 
Upon  the  shade  of  those  distinguish'd  men. 
Who  were  or  are  the  puppet-shows  of  praise  — 
The  praise  of  persecntion.    Gaze  again 
On  the  most  iavonrM ;  and  amidst  the  blaze 
Of  conset  hales  o*er  the  lam«l-brow*d. 
What  can  ye  recognise  7  a  gilded  cloud. 

^^frsfi. 

What  of  them  is  left,  to  tell 

Where  they  lie,  and  how  they  fell  7 

Not  a  stone  on  their  tnrfl  nor  a  bone  in  their  graces ; 

fiat  they  live  in  the  verse  immortality  saves, 

Byron^i  Siege  of  Corinih, 

The  very  generations  of  the  dead 

Are  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb. 

Until  the  memory  of  an  age  is  fled, 

And,  boried,  sinks  beneath  its  ofispring^s  doom. 

Yet  I  love  glory ; -—glory 's  a  great  thing ; 
Think  what  it  is  to  be  in  your  old  age 
BfaintainM  at  the  expense  of  your  good  king : 
A  moderate  pension  shakes  full  many  a  sage. 
And  heroes  are  but  made  for  bards  to  sing. 
Which  is  still  better ;  thus  in  verse  to  wage 
Your  wars  eternally,  besides  enjoying 
Half-pay  for  life,  make  mankind  worth  destroying. 

Byron. 

Weigh*d  in  the  balance,  hero  dust 

Is  vile  as  vulgar  day. 

Thy  scales,  mortlLlity !  are  just 

To  all  that  pass  away. 

JByron's  Ode  to  NopeiUoiL 

Yet  vanity  herself  had  better  taught 
A  sorer  path  even  to  the  fame  he  sought, 
By  pointing  out  on  history's  fraitless  page 
Ten  thousand  conquerors  for  a  single  sage. 
While  FVanklin*s  quiet  mem*ry  dimbe  to  Heaven, 
Calming  the  Hghtning  which  he  thence  had  riven, 
Or  drawing  from  the  no  less  kindled  earth 
Freedom  and  peace  to  that  which  boasts  his  birth ; 
While  Washington's  a  watchword,  such  as  ne'er 
Shall  sink  while  there 's  an  echo  left  to  air. 

Bynm. 

Than  hast  a  charmed  cop,  O  Fame 

A  draught  that  mantles  high. 
And  seems  to  lift  this  earthly  frankS 

Above  mortally. 
Away !  to  me-*- a  woman— bring 
Sweet  waters  from  afiection's  spring ! 

JIfrs.  HematC$  Poema, 


Fame !  Fame  I  thoa  canst  not  be  the  stay 

Unto  the  drooping  reed. 
The  cool  fresh  fountain  in  the  day 

Of  the  soul's  feverish  need : 
Where  most  the  lone  one  turn  or  flee  7 

Not  unto  thee,  oh  1  not  to  thee ! 

Mr$,  Heman$. 

Of  all  the  phantoms  fleeting  in  the  mist 
Of  Timt,  though  meagre  all  and  ghostly  thin. 
Most  unsubstantial,  unessential  shade 
Was  earthly  Fame. 

PoUoek*$  Couroe  ^  Tvmu 

I  am  a  woman :  —  tell  mo  not  of  fame. 
The  eagle's  wing  may  sweep  the  stormy  path, 
And  fling  back  aitows  where  the  dove  would  die. 

itftss  LandwC$  Poemt. 

Nor  let  thy  noble  spirit  grieve. 
Its  liib  of  glorious  fame  to  leave  ;*- 
A  life  of  honour  and  of  worth 
Has  no  eternity  on  earth. 

Xrsng/eOote's  Poemo 

The  world  may  scorn  me,  if  they  chooso— I  care 
But  little  for  their  scoffings.    I  may  sink 
For  moments ;  but  I  rise  again,  nor  shrink 
From  doing  what  the  faithful  heart  inspires. 
I  will  not  flatter,  fawn,  nor  crouch,  nor  wink. 
At  what  high-mounted  wealth  or  power  desires : 
I  have  a  loftier  aim,  to  which  my  soul  aspires. 

Percsooi. 

We  tell  thy  doom  without  a  sigh. 

For  thou  art  Freedom's  now,  and  Fame's—- 

One  of  the  ftw  immortal  ^ames 

That  were  not  bom  to  die. 

HaHocVe  Bosixam 


FANCY. 

Tell  me,  where  is  fancy  bred; 
Or  in  the  heart,  or  in  the  head? 
How  begot,  how  nourished? 
It  is  engendered  in  the  eyes, 
With  gazing  Mi  and  fancy  dies 
In  the  cradle  where  it  lies. 

8hdk»,  Merchant  flf  Veum 

All  impediments  in  &ncy's  course 
Are  motives  of  more  flmcy. 

Shako.  AU'o  ^€U 

Ever  let  the  fracy  roam, 

Pleasura  never  is  at  home ; 

Then  lot  winged  Fancy  wander 

Through  the  thoughts  still  spread  beyond  her  * 

Oh,  sweet  Fancy !  let  her  loose, 

Evexy  thing  is  spoilt  by  use. 

AtnC  PottHB 
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FAREWELL-  FARMER-FATHER. 


So  fancy  dreams.    Disprove  h,  if  ye  can, 
Yc  reas*nera  broad  awake,  whose  busy  search 
Of  argument,  employed  too  oil  amiss, 
SiiU  half  the  pleasures  of  short  life  away. 

Cawper'i  Y^rdUy  Odk. 

Pleasant  at  noon,  beside  the  yocal  brook. 
To  lie  one  down  and  watch  the  floating  clouds, 
And  shape  to  Fancy's  wild  imaginings, 
llieir  ever*varying  fbrms. 

Wue  to  the  youth  whom  Fancy  gains, 
Wiiming  A'om  reason's- hand  the  reins. 

SeoU'$  Rtktb^, 

Fancy  is  a  fairy,  that  can  hear. 
Ever,  the  melody  of  nature's  voice. 
And  see  all  lovely  visions  that  she  will. 

Mr9.0$g9od, 

A  dream  of  thee,  aroused  by  fancy's  power, 
Shall  be  the  first  to  wander  slowly  by ; 
And  they,  who  never  saw  thy  lovely  face. 
Shall  pause  to  conjure  up  a  vision  of  thy  grace. 

Mrs.  Nortim. 


FAREWELL. 

So  fare  thee  well, — and  may  th*  indulgent  gods 

•        •        •        grant  thee  every  wish 
Thy  soul  can  ferm  I    Once  more  ftrewell ! 

And  farewell  goes  out  sighing. 

Skaki.  TroUu$  and  Cmddm, 
Farewell ;  thou  canst  not  toaoh  me  to  forget 

Skak$.  R&meo  and  JulieL 

Farewell !  I  will  omit  no  opportunity 

Tliat  may  convey  my  greetings,  love,  to  thee. 

Sbakt,  Romeo  and  JulieL 

Fare  thee  well !  yet  think  awhile 

On  one  whose  bosom  bleeds  to  doubt  thee ; 

Who  now  would  rather  trust  thy  smile. 

And  die  with  thee,  than  live  without  thee. 

Mc  re. 

Twere  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  sigh ; 

Oh !  more  than  tears  of  blood  can^ll. 

When  wrung  from  guilt's  expiring  eye, 

Arc  in  the  word,  fiuewell — farewell ! 

Byronm 

Farewell !  there's  but  one  pang  in  death. 

One  only^^  leaving  thee ! 

Mn.  Hemam, 

Farewell'  the  early  dews  that  fUl 

•   Upon  thy  grasb-grown-bod, 

Are  like  tne  thoughts  that  now  recall 

Hiine  imave  of  the  dead. 
A.  blCB&mg  hallows  thy  dark  cell— * 
I  «iil  juii  sray  to  weep.— IfarswelL 

Bliit  London, 


I  ever  trembled  in  my  bliss ; 
Now  there  are  fkrewclls  in  a  kiss. 

£6riifser 

And  now  farewell !  farewell !  I  dare  not  lengthen 
These  sweet  sad  moments  out ;  to  gaze  on  thee 

Is  bliss  indeed,  yet  it  but  serves  to  strengthen 

The  love  that  now  amounts  to  agony ; 

This  is  our  last  farewelL 

Mrs.  Welhf, 

I  heard  thy  low-wbisper'd  farewell,  lore. 

And  silently  saw  thee  depart ; — 
Ay,  silent; — for  how  could  words  tell,  love. 

The  sorrow  that  swell'd  in  my  heart? 
They  could  not — Oh !  language  is  faint, 

When  passion's  devotion  would  speak ; 
Light  pleasure  or  pain  it  may  paint. 

But  with  feelings  like  ours  it  b  weak ! 
Yet  tearless  and  mute  though  I  stood,  love, 

Thy  last  words  are  thrilling  me  yet, 
And  my  heart  would  have  breathed,  if  it  ooald, 

love. 
And  murmuHd,  ••  Oh !  do  not  forget !" 

Mn.Oegoed, 

Farewell — thou  hast  trampled  love's  &ith  in  the 

dust, 
Thou  hast  torn  from  my  bosom  its  hope  and  iti 

trust; 
Yet,  if  thy  life's  current  with  bliss  it  would  swell, 
I  would  pour  out  my  own  in  this  last  food  &rewell ! 

Hi^fffntn, 

And,  like  some  low  and  mournful  spell, 
To  whisper  but  one  word — farewell ! 

Park  BevjanoM, 

FARMER.— (See  Labour.) 


FATHER, 

To  you  your  father  should  be  as  a  god ; 
One  that  composed  your  beauties ;  yea,  and  one, 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  form  in  w^ 
By  him  imprinted,  and  within  his  power 
To  leave  the  figure,  or  disfigure  it 

Shako,  Midowmner  NighVo  Drttm^ 

Xeofirf— Are  yon  so  fond  of  your  youig  prince  as  wt 
Do  seem  to  be  of  ours? 
DoL  If  at  home,  sir, 

He 's  all  my  exercise,  my  mirth,  my  matter : 
Now  my  sworn  friend,  and  ^en  mine  enemy: 
My  parasite,  my  soldier,  statfiaman,  all : 
He  makes  a  July's  day  short  as  December; 
And,  with  his  vaiying  chiMwiai,  cures  in  me 
Thoughts  that  would  thick  my  blood* 

Shako,  WinUr'i  TaU 


FASHION-PATE 
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But  mine,  and  mine  I  IotM,  and  mine  I  pni0*df 
And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on ;  mine  bo  muchy 
T^at  I  mywif  was  to  myself  not  mine, 
Vahnng  of  her. 

Shdki.  Muck  Ada, 

The  child  is  father  of  the  man. 

PrOrtftlSOffA. 

If  there  be  a  human  tear 

From  paMion^B  droes  refinM  and  dear, 
*T  is  that  by  loving  father  shed 
Upon  a  duteous  daugbter*s  head. 

Scate9  LadyrfiU  Laki. 

And  well  do  all  that  father  likes ; 

His  wishes  are  so  few. 
Would  they  were  more  I  that  cveiy  hoar 

Some  wish  of  his  I  knew ! 
I  'm  sue  it  makes  a  happy  day. 
When  I  can  please  him  any  way. 


JMry  JnOWmim 


My  Other's  praise  I  did  not  miss. 
What  time  he  stooped  down  to  kiss 
The  poet  at  his  knee. 


MimBarrdt. 


FASHION. 


Fashion,  a  word  which  knaves  and  fbols  may  use, 
llieir  knavery  and  iblly  to  excuse. 

ChurehSr$  Roidad, 

The  tows,  as  usual,  met  him  in  fhll  cry ; 
Tlie  town,  as  usual,  knew  no  reason  why: 
But  ftshion  so  directs,  and  modems  raise 
On  fashion's  monU'ring  base  their  transient  pnise. 

CkunhOL 

Fashion,  leader  of  a  chatt'ring  train. 
Whom  man  ibr  his  own  hurt  permits  to  reign. 
Who  diifts  and  changes  aH  things  but  his  shape. 
And  woold  degrade  her  Tot'ry  to  aa  ape, 
the  frnitlul  parent  of  abuse  and  wrang. 
Holds  a  nsurp'd  dominion  o'er  his  tongue. 
There  sits  and  prompts  him  with  his  own  disgrace, 
Pkcscribes  the  theme,  the  tone,  and  the  grimace. 
And  when  acoomplish'd  in  her  wayward  school. 
Calls  gentleman  whom  she  has  made  a  ibol. 

In  tne  great  world  -^  which  being  interpreted 

Bleaneth  the  west  or  worst  end  ^  a  city. 

And  about  twice  two  thousand  people  bred 

By  no  means  to  be  very  wise  or  witty, 

But  to  sit  up  while  others  lie  in  bed. 

And  kick  down  on  the  universe  with  pity,-— 

Juan,  as  an  inveterate  patrician. 

Was  well  received  by  pervons  of  condition. 


The  company  b  **  mixed"  (The  phrase  I  quote  is 
As  much  as  saying,  they  're  below  your  noti<». 

ByrviL 
Mark  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fkshion. 

Round  the  wealthy  bride ; 
But  when  compar'd  with  real  passion 

Poor  is  all  that  pride, — 
What  are  their  showy  treasures  7 
What  are  their  noisy  pleasures  7 
Hie  gay,  gaudy  glare  of  vanity  and  ait— 
The  polish'd  jewels  blaie 
May  draw  the  wond'iing  gaze. 
But  never,  never  can  come  near  the  worthy  heart 

Bwm9 

Oh !  wreathe  the  ribbon  lightly  round, 

And  tie  it  'neath  your  chin ; 
And  do  not  let  its  folds  be  bound 

By  needle  or  by  pin ! 
It  is  unworthy,  lady  dear. 

Your  dignity  of  mind. 

To  take  such  trouble  with  your  gear. 

itfrs .  Osgood 

Fashion's  smiles,  that  rich  ones  claim. 

Are  beams  of  a  wintry  day ; 

How  cold  and  dim  those  beams  would  be 

Should  life's  poor  wanderer  come ! 

Mra.  Huh 


FATE. 

What  fates  impose,  that  men  must  needs  abide ; 
It  boots  not  to  resist  both  wind  and  tide. 

Shakt,  Henry  VL    Part  III 

Success,  the  mark  no  mortal  wit. 

Or  surest  hand,  can  ahrays  hit ; 

For  whatsoe'er  we  perpetrate. 

We  do  but  row;  we  're  steer'd  by  fate. 

Which  in  success  ofl  disinherits. 

For  spurious  causes,  noblest  merits. 

BuilerU  Hudibra$. 

On  what  strange  grounds  we  build  our  hopes  and 

fears! 
Man's  life  is  all  a  mist,  and  in  the  dark 
Our  fortunes  meet  us. 
If  fate  be  not,  then  what  can  we  feresee  ^ 
And  how  can  we  avoid  it  if  it  be  7 
If  by  free  will  in  our  own  paths  we  move. 
How  are  we  bounded  by  decrees  above  7 
Whether  we  drive,  or  whether  we  are  driven. 
If  ill,  'tis  ours;  if  good,  the  act  of  heav'n. 

Dryottu 

Alas,  what  stay  is  there  in  human  state. 
Or  who  can  shun  inevitable  fate  7 
Hie  doom  was  written,  the  decree  was  past* 
Ere  the  foundations  of  the  world  were  cast 


172 


FAVOUR-PBAR. 


The  goda  are  juit ; 

But  how  can  finite  measure  infinite  7   . 

Whatever  is,  is  in  its  caueee  just. 

Since  all  things  are  by  fate,  but  poor  blind  man 

Sees  but  a  part  o*  th*  chain,  the  nearest  link, 

His  eyes  not  carrying  to  that  equal  beam 

That  poises  all  above. 

DrydeiL 

It  was  my  fate, 

That  did  not  fashion  me  for  nobler  uses; 

For  if  those  stars,  cross  to  me  in  my  birth. 

Had  not  denied  their  prosperous  influence  to  it, 

I  might  have  ceased  to  be,  and  not  as  now 

To  curse  my  being. 

Jlfosstnger. 

Man,  tho*  limited 
By  fate,  may  vainly  think  his  actions  free. 
While  all  he  docs,  was,  at  his  hour  of  birth. 
Or  by  his  gods,  or  potent  stars,  ordained. 

J{oiee*s  iZoyai  Comtert 

While  warmer  souls  command,  nay,  make  their 

fate. 
Thy  fate  made  thee,  and  fi>rc*d  thee  to  be  great 

Moan, 

But  Fate  whirls  on  the  bark, 
And  the  rough  gale  sweeps  fi'om  the  rising  tide 
The  lazy  calm  of  thought 

Sir  JBdward  Lytton  Bylwer, 


FAVOUR. 

O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  man. 

Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  tlie  grace  of  God, 

Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks. 

Lives  like  a  drunken  sailor  on  a  mast ; 

Ready,  with  every  nod,  to  tumble  down 

Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

ShakM,  Richard  IIL 

There  is,  betwixt  that  smile  we  would  aspire  to^ 
That  sweet  aspect  of  princes,  and  their  ruin. 
More  pangs  and  foars  than  wan  or  women  have ; 
And  when  he  falls,  he  fiiUs  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. 

ShakB,  J/eniy  VIIL 

*Ti8  the  curse  of  service; 
Preferment  goes  by  letter,  and  affection. 
Not  by  the  old  gradation,  w^ere  each  second 
Srood  heir  to  the  first 

Skak9.0lhdh, 

**he  may  help  you  to  many  fiiir  preferments ; 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein. 
And  lay  those  honours  on  your  high  descent 

ShaU  Richard  IIL 


'Tis  ever  thus  when  favours  are  denied: 
All  had  been  granted  but  the  thing  we  beg, 
And  still  some  great  unlikely  substitute, 
Your  life,  your  souls,  your  all  of  earthly  good. 
Is  proffer'd  m  the  room  of  one  small  boon. 

Joanna  Baitiie'i  Basii 

No  trifle  is  so  small  as  what  obtains. 
Save  that  which  loses  fiivour ;  *t  is  a  breath 
Which  hangs  upon  a  smile !  a  look,  a  word, 
A  frown,  the  air-built  tower  of  fortune  shakei, 
And  down  the  unsubstantial  fabric  falls. 

Hannah  More'$  Dania 


FEAR. 


Next  him  was  feax,  all  armM  from  top  to  toe. 
Yet  thought  himself  not  safe  enough  thereby, 
But  fear*d  each  shadow  moving  to  or  fro, 
And  his  own  arms  when  glittering  he  did  q>y, 
Or  Hsshing  heard,  he  fast  away  did  fly ; 
As  ashes  pale  of  hue»  and  winged  heeVd, 
And  evermore  on  danger  fixt  his  eye, 
'Gainst  whom  he  always  bent  a  braien  shield. 
Which  his  right  hand  unarmed  fbnrfully  did  wield. 

SpenMo'M  Fairy  Quee^ 

Hu  hand  did  quake 
And  tremble  like  a  leaf  of  aspen  green, 
And  troubled  blood  through  his  pale  hce  was  teen, 
As  it  a  running  messenger  had  been. 

Spen§er*$  Fairy  Quten 

Still  as  he  fled  his  eye  was  baokward  cast, 
As  if  his  fear  stiU  fbUowM  him  behind, 
Als  flew  his  steed  as  he  his  bands  had  brast, 
And  with  his  winged  heels  did  tread  the  wind 
As  he  had  been  a  fbal  of  Pegasus  his  kind. 

Spenaer**  Fairy  Qutaa, 

You  naake  bm  «tnag« 
Even  to  the  disposition  that  I  owe. 
When  now  I  think  yon  can  behold  soch  sights, 
And  keep  the  natural  ruby  of  your  cheeks, 
When  mine  are  blanehM  with  &ar. 

Shak».MaeM 

I  have  almost  forgot  the  taste  of  fears  : 

The  time  has  been,  my  senses  would  have  coord 

To  hear  a  nlghtshriek ;  and  my  fell  of  hair 

Would  at  a  dismal  treatise  rouse,  and  stir 

As  lift  were  in*t:  I  have  supp*d  full  of  horrors; 

Direness,  familiar  to  my  alaught'roos  thoughts, 

Cannot  once  start  me. 

Shak8.Maehdk 

O,  these  flaws  and  starts 

(Impostors  to  true  fear)  would  well  become 

A  woman's  story,  at  a  winter's  fire, 

Anthorii'd  by  her  grandam. 

ShakM.  Maeb^ 


FEAR. 
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Whence  is  that  knocking! 
How  u  *t  with  me,  when  every  noise  appals  me  7 

Shakt.  Macbeth, 

Accorrcd  be  the  tongue  that  tells  me  so, 
For  It  hath  cow*d  my  better  part  of  man ! 

ShakM.  MaehdL 

Hii  horrid  image  doth  unfix  my  hair. 

And  make  my  seated  heart  knock  at  my  ribs. 

Against  the  use  of  nature. 

ShaU  Maehdh. 

Why  what  should  be  the  fear  7 

I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee ; 

And,  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that, 

Being  a  thing  immortaL 

8hak9,  HandeL 

But  that  I  am  forbid 
To  tall  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house, 
1  couid  a  tale  unibld,  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul ;  freeze  thy  yoxxOg  blood ; 
Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  atart  from  their 

qihcres; 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part. 
And  each  particular  hair  to  stand  on  end. 
Like  qoills  upon  the  fretful  porcupine. 

8hdk$.Hvad$L 

Thoa  shalt  be  ptmishM  for  thus  frighting  me, 

For  I  am  sick  and  capable  of  fears ; 

Oj^ress^d  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears ; 

A  widoi^,  huabandlcss,  subject  to  fears ; 

A  woman,  naturally  bom  to  fears ; 

And  though  thoa  now  oonfessi  thou  did*st  but  jest, 

^Vith  my  Tez*d  epirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce, 

Alt  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 

Shake,  King  John. 

I  have  seen  them, 
Like  boding  owls,  creep  into  toda  of  ivy. 
And  boot  their  fears  to  one  another  nightly. 

Bmumont$  Bondman. 

Men  an  resolute  appear 
With  too  much,  as  too  little  fear; 
And,  when  they  're  out  of  hopes  of  flying, 
Wili  run  away  from  death  by  dying ; 
Or  torn  again  to  stand  it  out, 
And  those  they  fled,  like  lions,  rout.  ,# ' 

Butlrr'$  Hudibra$, 

1  fed  my  sinews  slackenM  with  the  fright. 
And  a  cold  sweat  thrills  down  all  o*er  my  limbs. 
As  if  I  were  dissolving  into  water. 

DryderiB  Tempett, 

My  bkwd  ran  back. 
My  shaking^  knees  against  each  other  knoek'd ! 
Oa  the  cold  pavement  down  I  fell  entranc'd. 
And  so  unfiniali'd  left  the  horrid  scene ! 

Vrfden'e  AUfmr  Lime. 


The  clouds  dispclPd,  the  sky  resumM  her  light. 
And  nature  stood  recover^  of  her  frighL 
But  fear,  the  last  of  ills,  remainM  beliind. 
And  horror  heavy  sat  on  every  mind. 

Dryden'e  Theodore  and  Honoria 

When  the  sun  sets,  shadows  that  showed  at  noon 
But  small,  appear  most  long  and  terrible : 
So  whA  wo  think  fate  hovers  o*er  our  heads, 
Our  apprehensions  shoot  beyond  all  bounds ; 
Owls,  ravens,  crickets,  seem  the  watch  of  deatli : 
Nature's  worst  vermin  scare  her  godlike  sons. 
Echoes,  the  very  leaving  of  a  voice. 
Grow  babbling  ghosts,  and  call  us  to  our  graves. 
E!ach  mole-hill  thought  swells  to  a  hugd  Olympufc , 
While  we,  fantastic  dreamers,  heave  and  puff, 
And  sweat  with  an  imagination's  weight 

Lee'e  (Edipue 
Desponding  fear,  of  feeble  fancies  full. 
Weak  and  unmanly,  loosens  every  power. 

ThomwrCe  Seaenne 
The  wretch  that  fears  to  drown,  will  break  through 

flames ; 
Or,  in  his  dread  of  flames,  will  plunge  in  waves 
When  eagles  are  in  view,  the  screaming  doves 
Will  cower  beneath  the  feet  of  man  for  safety. 

Cibber'e  Caear  tn  Egypt 
In  each  low  wind  methinks  a  spirit  calk. 
And  more  than  echoes  talk  along  the  walls. 

Pope^e  EUnea, 
Stout  Glo'ster  stood  aghast  in  speechless  trance. 
To  arms !  cried  Mortimer,  and  couch'd  his  quiver- 

ing  lance. 

Gray't  Bard 

Fear  on  guilt  attends,  and  deeds  of  darkness ; 
The  virtuous  breast  ne'er  knows  it 

Havard^e  Seemderbeg 

Hie  weakness  we  lament,  ourselves  create. 
Instructed  from  our  infant  years  to  court, 
With  counterfeited  fears,  the  aid  of  man. 
We  learn  to  shudder  at  the  rustling  breeze. 
Start  at  the  light,  and  tremble  in  the  dark, 
'nil  a£fecUtion,  rip'ning  to  belief 
And  folly,  frighted  at  our  own  chimeras, 
Habitual  cowardice  usurps  the  soul. 

JohntoiCe  Irent, 
First  Fear  his  hand,  its  skill  to  try, 
Amid  the  chords  bewilder'd  laid. 
And  back  recoil'd,  he  knew  not  why. 
E'en  at  the  sound  himself  had  made. 

Csffini's  Panwme 

Must  I  consume  my  life— this  little  life- 
In  guarding  against  all  may  make  it  less  t 
It  is  not  worth  so  much !    It  were  to  die 
Before  my  hour,  to  live  in  dread  of  death* 

Byron's  Sardanoftme 
a5* 
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The  dremd  of  evil  is  the  wont  of  iU ; 

h^  tyrant  yet  a  rebel,  dragging  down 

The  clear-eyed  judgment  from  its  epiritiial  throne^ 

And  Ieagu*d  with  aU  the  base  and  blacker  thonghta, 

To  overwhelm  the  aooL 

Praefor'f  Mkandda, 

*Ti8  well — my  aoul  shakea  off  ita  load  of  care ; 
Til  only  the  obscure  is  terrible.  # 

Imagination  frames  eventi  unknown. 
In  wild  fantastic  shapes  of  hideous  ruin; 
And  what  it  fears  creates  I 

Hannah  Mort'B  BeUhaxzar, 

What  are  fears  but  voices  airy  7 

Whispering  harm  where  harm  is  not; 

And  deluding  the  unwary 

TiU  the  &tal  bolt  U  shot! 

Wardiworth, 

Like  one,  that  on  a  lonesome  road 

Doth  walk  in  fear  and  dread, 
And  having  once  tum*d  round  walks  on. 

And  turns  no  more  his  head ; 
Because  he  knows  a  frightful  fiend 

Doth  close  behind  him  tread. 

CoUridge^M  Ancient  Mariner. 

And  what  art  thou  7  I  know,  but  dare  not  speak ! 

SheOey. 

Noiseless  as  ftar  in  a  wide  wilderoess* 

Keaie, 

llie  workings  of  the  soul  ye  fear ; 

Ye  &ar  the  power  that  goodness  hath ; 

Ye  fear  the  unseen  One  ever  near, 

Walking  his  ocean  path. 

i>afia*s  Buccaneer. 

Hast  thou  leam*d  to  doubt  professions,  and  distrust 

The  word  of  promise  7—- if  not  so,  the  world  has 

been  more  just 
To  thee  than  me. 

Jlfiiss  Bogart. 
The  night  came  on  alone, 
The  little  stars  sat  one  by  one 
Euch  on  his  golden  throne ; 
Tlie  evening  air  passM  by  my  cheek, 
'J*he  leavco  above  were  stirred, 
iJut  the  beating  of  my  own  heart 
Was  all  the  sound  I  heard. 

R.  M.  MUnea. 


FEASTING. 

Then  all  was  jollity, 


h'easting  and  mirth,  light  wantonness  and  laugh- 

tet, 
Ftping  and  playing,  minstrelsies  and  masking, 
Till  life  fled  from  us  like  an  idle  dream ; 
A  iiuow  of  mommeiy  without  a  meaning. 

i2oiM*s  Jane  Shore. 


Not  all  on  books  their  criticism  waste : 
The  genius  of  a  dish  some  justly  taste. 
And  eat  their  way  to  feme. 

Young*!  Lme  of  Fame, 

HieiT  various  cares  in  one  great  point  combine 
The  business  of  their  lives,  tliat  is — to  dine» 

Young*$  Loce  <f  Fame. 

Sir  Balaam  now,  he  lives  Uke  other  folks, 
He  takes  his  chirping  pint,  and  cracks  his  jokes: 
**  Live  like  yourself^**  was  soon  my  lady's  word  *, 
And  lo !  two  puddings  smokM  upon  the  board. 

P&pe^e  Mord  EuafL 
Mingles  with  the  friendly  bowl 


Pope. 


The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul. 

Was  ever  such  a  happy  swain ! 

He  stuiis  and  swills,  and  stuifii  again. 

**  I*m  quite  ashamM— 'tis  mighty  rude 

**  To  eat  so  much—- but  all 's  so  good ! 

^I  have  a  thoosand  ftanks  to  give — 

**  My  lord  alone  knows  how  to  live.** 

Pope. 

'Hie  banquet  waits  our  presence,  festal  joy 

Laughs  in  the  mantling  goblet,  and  the  night, 

Ilium  inM  by  the  taper's  dazding  beam. 

Rivals  departed  day. 

Bfioion's  Bathanmu 

Wl'  sauce  ragouta,  an*  sic  like  trashtrie. 
That's  little  short  o'  downright  wastiie. 

Bvma^e  Twa  Ihgt. 

The  turnpike  road  to  people's  hearts  I  find 
lies  through  their  mouths,  or  I  mistake  mankind. 

Dr.  WcHeaCe  Peler  Finder, 

Behold !  his  breakfasts  shine  with  reputation ! 
His  dinners  are  the  wonder  of  the  nation ! 
With  these  he  treats  both  oommoneni  and  qu&lity, 
Who  praise,  where'er  they  go,  his  hospitality. 

Dr.  Wokat'e  Peter  tinder. 
Dire  was  the  clang  of  plates,  of  knife  and  fork, 
That  merc'Iess  fell  like  tomahawks  to  work. 

Dr.  WolecCe  PeUr  Finder. 

Ven'son  's  a  Cesar  in  the  fiercest  (Hy ; 
Turtle !  an  Alexander  in  its  way ; 
And  then  in  quarrels  of  a  slighter  nature, 
Mutton 's  a  most  successful  mediator ! 
So  much  superior  is  the  stomach's  smart 
To  all  the  vaunted  horrors  of  the  heart; 
E'en  love,  who  often  triumphs  in  his  grie^ 
Hath  ceas'd  to  feed  on  sighs,  to  pant  on  bee£ 

Dr.  Woleat*e  Peter  Finder. 
I  own  that  nothing  like  good  cheer  succeeds — 
A  man's  a  god  wiiose  hogshead  fnefy  bleeds; 
Champaigne  can  consecrate  the  daomedst  evi!; 
A  hungry  parasite  adores  a  devil. 

Dr.  WdcaCe  Peter  Finder 
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Heap  on  more  wood !  the  wind  is  ohlU  ; 

Bat  kt  it  whistle  as  it  will. 

We  *11  keep  our  Christmas  merry  stilL 

Seoti'$  Manmon, 
FUI  the  bright  goblet,  spread  the  festive  board ; 
Summon  the  ga  j,  the  noble  ai)d  the  fair ! 
Through  the  loud  hall  in  joyous  concert  pour*d, 
I/Ct  mirth  and  music  sound  the  dirge  of  care! 
But  ask  thou  not  if  happiness  be  there, 
If  the  loud  laugh  disguise  convulsive  throe, 
Or  if  the  brow  the  heart's  true  living  wear; 
Lift  not  the  fbstal  mask ! — enough  to  know. 
No  scene  of  mortal  life  but  teems  with  mortal  woe. 

8eo^$  Lord  of  the  hies. 

fiat  twas  a  public  feast,  and  public  day — 

Quite  fiill,  right  dull^  guests  hot,  and^  dishes  cold. 

Great  plenty,  much  fiirmality,  sm^  cheer, 

And  every  body  out  of  their  own  sphere. 

Byron, 

When  dinner  has  opprest  one, 

I  think  it  is  perhaps  the  gloomiest  hour 

Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty-four. 

SyroiL 

Of  all  appeals — although 

I  grant  the  po^er  of  pathos,  aud  of  gold. 

Of  beauty,  flattery,  threats,  a  shilling — no 

Method 's  more  sure  at  moments  to  take  hold 

Of  the  best  feelings  of  mankind,  which  grow 

More  tender,  as  we  eveiy  day  behold, 

Than  that  all-softening,  overpowering  knell. 

The  tocsin  of  the  soul — the  dinner-bell. 

ByroiL 

Fill  iiill ;  why  this  is  as  it  should  be :  here 
Js  my  true  realm,  amidst  bright  eyes  and  faces 
Happy  as  feir !  here  sorrow  cannot  reach. 

ByrorCo  Sardanapatuo, 

Time  to  dine 
I  alvrajt  give  in  poetry,  well  knowing 

Tliat  to  jump  over  it  in  half  a  line« 
Looks  (let  us  be  sincere,  dear  muse !)  like  showing 

Contempt  we  do  not  feel  fer  meat  and  wine. 
Dinner!  ye  gods !  What  is  there  more  respectable ! 
For  eating  who,  save  Byron,  ever  checkM  a  belle. 

TFtSif. 
—A  good  rule  at  parties,  (to  keep  up  a 
Mercurial  air,)  is  to  come  in  at  oupper. 


FEATURES.— (See  Eyes.) 
FEELING. — (See  Sensibility.) 
FESTIVITY.  —  (See  Ihtbbbibty.) 
FICKLENESS.  —  (See  Inconstancy.) 


FIDELITY. 

He  that  can  endure 
To  fellow  with  allegiance  a  feUor  lord, 
Doth  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer. 
And  earns  a  place  i'  the  story. 

ShaJco,  Antony  and  CUapatra 
I'll  yet  follow 
The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  tho*  my  reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me. 

Shak$,  Antony  and  Cleopatra 

Mine  honesty  and  I  begin  to  square. 

The  loyalty,  well  held  to  feols,  does  make 

Our  faith'  mere  felly. 

Shako.  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

But  now  His  odds  beyond  arithmetic ; 

And  manhood  is  calPd  feolezy,  when  it  stands 

Against  a  iaUing  fabric. 

Shako,  Coridanuo. 

Thou  shalt  not  see  me  blush. 
Nor  change  my  countenance  fer  this  arrest; 
A  heart  unspotted  is  not  easily  daunted. 
The  purest  spring  is  not  so  free  from  mud. 
As  I  am  olear  firom  treason  to  my  sovereign. 

Shaks.  Henry  Vt    Part  IL 

I  have  this  day  rcceiv'd  a  traitor's  judgment, 
And  by  that  name  must  die;  yet,  heaven |^ar 

witness, 
And  if  I  have  a  conscience,  let  it  sink  me. 
Even  as  the  axe  falls,  if  I  be  not  feithful ! 

Shako,  Henry  VIII, 
Though  all  the  world  should  crack  their  duty  to 

•you. 
And  throw  it  fi'om  their  soul ;  though  perils  did 
Abound,  as  tliick  as  thought  could  make  them,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid ;  yet  my  duty 
As  doth  a  rock  against  a  chiding  flood. 
Should  the  approadi  of  the  wild  river  break, 

And  stand  unshaken  yours. 

Shako,  Henry  VIII, 

Have  I  with  all  xny^full  afiSsctions 
Still  met  the  king  ?  lov'd  hii^  next  heaven  7  obey'« 

him? 
Been,  out  of  fendness,  superstitious  to  him  7 
Almost  fergot  my  prayers  to  content  him  7 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  7  't  is  not  well,  my  loruk 
Bring  me  a  constant  woman  to  her  husband, 
One  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  joy  beyond  hiq  pleasure 
And  to  that  woman,  when  she  has  done  most, 
Yet  will  X  add  an  honour — a  great  patience. 

Shako,  Henry  VI  h 

And  so  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  foes  mav  ^«11 ! 
And  as  my  duty  springs,  so  perish  they 
That  grudge  one  thought  against  your  majesty 

Shako.  Henry  VL    Part  J 
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I^  in  the  ooone 

And  proceifl  of  this  time,  joa  can  report, 
And  prove  it  too,  a^intt  mine  honour  an^ht, 
My  bond  to  wedlock,  or  mj  love  and  daty,  or 
A^ainet  your  aaercd  person,  in  God*s  name, 
Turn  me  away ;  and  let  the  fbutVt  Vontempt 
Shut  door  upon  me,  and  so  give  me  up 
To  the  sharpest  kind  of  justice, 

Shai$,  Hemy  VIII. 

Nor  is  there  livinjf 
(I  speak  it  with  a  single  heart,  my  lords) 
A  man  that  more  detests,  more  stirs  against, 
Both  in  his  private  conscience,  and  his  plaee, 
TIefacers  of  a  public  peace,  than  I  do ; 
Pray  heaven  the  king  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  less  allegiance  in  it 

ShtAt.  Amry  VIII. 

My  TOWS  and  prayers 
Yet  are  the  king*B ;  and  till  my  soul  forsake  me. 
Shall  cry  for  blessings  on  him :  may  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years ! 
£ver  bcluvM  and  loving,  may  his  rule  be ! 
And  when  old  time  shall  lead  him  to  his  end. 
Goodness  and  he  fill  up  one  monument 

8hak$.  Henry  VIII. 

^^^cy  for  tlieir  truth,  might  hotter  wear  their 

'     heads, 
Tlian  some,  that  have  accusM  them,  wear  their 
hats.  8hak$.  Richard  III. 

Heaven  witness 

I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wifo. 

At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable : 

Ever  in  foar  to  kindle  your  dislike. 

Yea  subject  to  your  countenance ;  glad,  or  sorry. 

As  I  saw  it  incllnM. 

ahai9.  Henry  VIII. 

Here  I  kneel :  -» 

If  e'er  my  will  did  trespass  'gainst  his  love. 

Either  in  discourse,  or  thought,  or  actual  deed ; 

Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense 

Delis'hted  them  in  any  other  form ; 

Or  that  I  do  not  vet,  and  ever  did. 

And  ever  will  —  though  ho  do  shake  me  off 

To  beggarly  divorcement — love  him  dearly, 

G)mfort  forswear  mo  I 

8haH.  Othdio. 

1  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  honest. 
Lay  down  my  sou)  at  stake  :  if  yon  tliink  other. 
Remove  your  thought;  it  doth  abuse  your  bosom. 
If  any  wretch  hatii  put  this  in  your  head, 
f^t  heaven  requite  it  with  the  serpent's  curse : 
l''qr,  if  she  be  uoi  nonest,  chaste,  and  true, 
Toeie  '4  uo  mar.  h'\ppy :  the  purest  of  their  wives 
if  f^iil  as  slander. 

ShaU  OthBUt. 


Hm  credit  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thao 

Deserves  thy  trust ;  and  thy  most  perfoet  goodness 

Her  assur'd  confidence. 

Shakt.  Cymbdine. 

Unkindness  may  do  much; 

And  his  ankindnees  may  defeat  my  life. 

Bat  never  taint  my  love. 

Shaks,  OthtUo 

A  loss  of  her, 

Hiat,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 

Aboat  his  neck,  yet  never  lost  her  lustre ; 

Of  her,  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence 

That  angels  love  good  men  with ;  even  of  her 

That,  when  the  greatest  stroke  of  fortune  &lls, 

Will  bless  the  king. 

Shak9.  Henry  VIIa 

If  this  austere  unsociable  life 

Change  not  yiur  ofier  made  in  heat  of  blood ; 

If  froets,  and  festa,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds, 

Nip  not  the  gaudy  blossoms  of  your  love. 

But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  last  love ; 

Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year. 

Come  challenge  me. 

Shaks.  Zoee's  Labonr. 

Here  is  my  hand  for  my  true  constancy ; 

And  when  tliat  hour  o'erslips  me  in  the  day. 

Wherein  I  sigh  not,  Julia,  for  thy  sake. 

The  next  ensuing  hour  some  foul  mischance 

Torment  me,  for  my  bve's  forgetfulncss ! 

Shake.  TtDO  GentUmen  tf  Venma. 

His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  arc  oracles ; 
His  love  sincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate ; 
His  tears  pure  messengers  sent  from  his  heart: 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud,  as  heaven  and  earth. 
Shake.  Two  OenUtmen  of  Venm 

O  heaven!  were  man 
But  constant,  he  were  perfect :  tliat  one  error 
Fills  him  with  feults. 

Shake.  Two  OtntUmen  of  Verom 

God  join'd  my  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our  hands; 
And  ere  tliis  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  scaPd, 
Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed. 
Or  my  true  heart  with  treacherous  rerolt 
Turn  to  another,  thb  shall  slay  them  both. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JiitieL 

Chain  me  with  roaring  bean ; 
Or  shut  nie  nightly  in  a  chamcl-housc, 
0*cr-covcr'd  quite  with  dead  men's  rattling  boaesi 
With  reeky  shanks,  and  yellow  chaplcss  skulls; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  grave. 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  shroud; 
Things  that,  to  hear  them  told,  have  made  me 

tremble ; 
And  1  will  do  it  without  fear  or  dotibt, 
To  live  an  unstain'd  wife  to  my  sweet  lovo. 

Shako.  Ramao  mnd  JwBd 
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Fklae  to  his  bed !     What  is  it  to  be  false  7 

To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  7 

To  weep  'twixt  clock  and  clock  7  if  sleep  charge 

nature. 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him. 
And  cry  myself  awake 7  that's  fiilse  to  bis  bed, 

IsH? 

Shaks,  Cymbdine, 

Faithihl  Ibund 

Among  the  ftithkss,  fliithful  only  he ; 

Among  innmnerable  false,  nnmov*d, 

Unshaken,  misedooed,  mitenified ; 

His  loyalty  he  kept,  his  love,  his  seal ; 

Nor  nunber,  nor  eiample  with  him  wrought 

To  swerve  from  troth,  or  change  his  constant  mind 

Tlioagh  single. 

MUum'9  Paradi$e  LotL 

Well  hast  tiiou  fought 

mie  better  fight,  who  single  hast  maintained 

Against  revolted  multitudes  the  cause 

Of  truth,  in  word  mightier  than  they  in  arms ; 

And  lor  the  testimonj  of  truth  hast  borne 

Universal  reproach,  far  vN>r8e  to  bear 

Tlian  violence. 

Jiri2tofi*s  Paraiiie  Lott 

ConfirmM  then  I  resolve, 
Adam  shall  share  vnth  me  in  bliss  or  woe : 
Sa  dear  I  love  him,  that  with  him  all  deaths 
I  could  endure,  without  him  live  no  life. 

MiUcn'$  Paradue  Lott. 

With  thee 
Certain  my  resolution  is  to  die ; 
How  can  I  live  without  thoc,  how  forego 
Thy  sweet  converse  and  love  so  dearly  join'd, 
Td  live  again  in  these  wild  woods  forlorn  7 
Sboold  God  create  another  Eve,  and  I 
Another  rib  afford,  yet  loss  of  thee 
WouM  never  from  my  heart;  no,  no,  I  feel 
The  link  of  nature  draw  me :  flesh  of  my  flesh, 
Bene  of  my  bono  thou  art,  and  firom  thy  state 
Hine  never  shall  be  parted,  bliss  or  woe. 

MiUon^w  Poradiie  Zosf. 

IVnst  rcpos'd  in  noble  natures, 

Ohfiges  them  the  more. 

Dryden'$  Assignation, 

Ok  I  the  tender  ties, 
CIcM  twisted  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart ! 
Which  broken,  break  them,  and  drain  off  the  soul 
Qf  Imnatt  joy,  and  make  it  pain  to  live. 

Tssmg. 

U  thflTC^  kind  heaven !  no  eenstancy  in  man? 
Ho  ateadftst  truth,  no  goneions  fiz'd  affection, 
Thai  cm  bear  np against  a  selfish  world? 
No^ltera  is  none.  ^ 

i's  Tanersi  and  Sigismmndn. 


She  is  as  constant  as  the  stars 
That  never  vary,  and  more  chaste  than  they. 

Proctor's  JUirsn^oIs. 
In  the  day  of  woe,  she  ever  rose 
Upon  the  mind  with  added  majesty, 
As  the  dark  mountain  more  sublimely  tow'rs 
Mantled  in  clouds  and  storms. 

Joanna  BaiUie*s  Ve  Monlford, 

ClatUda, — Hath  time  no  power  upon  thy  hopelcra 

love? 
Imagine, — ^Yea,  time  hath  power,  and  what  a 

power  I  *U  tell  theei 

A  power  to  change  the  pulses  of  the  heart 

To  one  dull  throb  of  ceaseless  agony. 

To  hush  the  sigh  on  the  resigned  lip 

And  lock  it  in  the  heart, — freeze  the  hot  tear, 

And  bid  it  on  the  eye-lid  hang  for  ever —  ^ 

Such  power  hath  time  o*er  me. 

MaturWs  Bertram, 

They  said  her  cheek  of  youth  was  beautiful 
Till  withering  sorrow  blanch*d  the   bright  rose 

there ; 
But  grief  did  lay  his  icy  finger  on  it. 
And  chiird  it  to  a  cold  and  joyless  statue 
Methought  she  carolled  blithely  in  her  yodth. 
As  the  couchM  nestling  trills  his  vesper  lay ; 
But  song  and.  smile,  beauty  and  melody. 
And  youth  and  happiness  are  gone  from  her. 
Perchance — even  as  she  is— he  would  not  scoin 

her. 
If  he  could  know  her — ^for,  for  him  she  *s  chang*d , 
She  is  much  altered — bat  her  heart — her  heart! 

Maturings  Bertram, 
If  thou  oould*st  speak, 
Dumb  witness  of  the  secret  soul  of  Imogine, 
Thou  might^st  acquit  the  faith  of  womanlund— 
Since  thou  wast  on  my  midnight  pillow  laid. 
Friend  hath  forsaken  friend,  the  brotherly  tie 
Been  lightly  kwsM — The  parted  coldly  met — 
Yea,  mothers  have  with  desperate  iaands  wrought 

harm 

To  little  livoB  from  their  own  bosoms  lent 

But  woman  still  hath  lov*d — if  that  indeed 

Woman  e*er  lov*d  like  me. 

Maturing  Bertram. 

Mark  me,  Clotilda, 

And  mark  me  welT;  I  am  no  desperate  wretch, 

Who  borrows  an  ozcuso  from  shaiuoful  passion 

To  make  its  shame  more  vile— 

I  am  a  wretched,  but  a  spotless  wifb. 

Maturings  Bertrof^. 

FuU  many  a  miserable  year  hatli  past — 

She  knows  him  as  one  dead,  or  worse  tlian  dead. 

And  many  a  ohange  her  varied  life  *iath  known. 

But  her  heart  none. 

MUturWs  Bertrsm 
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IDs  voTereigiTs  firown  cune  next — 

'J*hen  bow*d  the  bonnera  on  his  crested  walls, 

Tom  by  the  enemicg'  hand   from   their  proud 

height ; 
Where  twice  two  hundred  years  they  mockM  the 

storm. 
The  stranger's  step  profanM  his  desolate  halls. 
An  exird,  outcast,  houseless,  nameless  object, 
He  fled  ibr  life,  and  scarce  by  flight  did  sare  it 
No  hoary  beadsman  bid  his  parting  step 
Cqd  speed — no  ftithful  vassal  fellowM  him ; 
For  fear  had  withered  ereiy  heart  but  hers, 
Who  amid  shame  and  ruin  lovM  him  better. 

Mmturin^M  Bertram. 

Ah  I  then  as  nature's  tenderest  impulse  wrought, 
With  fond  solicitude  of  love  she  sought 
To  soothe  his  limbs  upon  their  grassy  bed, 
And  make  the  pillow  easy  to  his  head ; 
Slie  wiped  his  reeking  temples  with  her  hair. 
She  shook  the  leaves  to  stir  the  sleeping  air, 
Moisten*d  his  lips  with  kisses ;  with  her  breath, 
Vamly  essayed  to  quell  the  fire  of  death. 
That  ran  and  rcveUM  through  his  swollen  veins 
With  quicker  pulses,  and  severer  pains. 

Montgomer^$  W^rld  before  Ae  Flood, 

Thought  ye  your  iron  hands  of  pride 
Could  break  the  knot  that  love  had  tied  T 
No :  —  let  the  eagle  change  his  plume, 
TVie  leaf  its  hue,  the  flow*r  iti  bloom ; 
But  ties  around  this  heart  were  spun, 
lint  could  not,  would  not,  be  undone  * 

,  Campbell, 

Oh !  what  was  love  made  for,  if  *t  is  not  the  same 
Thro*  joy,  and  thro*  torment8,thro*  gk>iy  and  shame? 

Moore, 

Oh !  if  there  be  an  elysium  on  aarth. 

It  U  this-- 
^Vhcn  two  that  are  link*d  in  one  heavanly  tie. 
Love  on  through  all  ills,  and  love  on  till  they  die. 

Afoere. 

Believe  me,  if  all  tHose  endearing  young  charms. 

Which  I  gaze  on  so  fondly  to^ay. 

Were  to  change  l^  to-morrow,  and  melt  in  my 

arms. 
Like  fairy-gifls,  fading  away ! 
Thou  wouId*Bt  still  be  ador*d,  as  this  moment  thou 

art, 
f^t  thy  bvcliness  fade  as  it  will. 
And,  around  the  dear  ruin,  each  wish  of  my  heart 
Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still ! 
It  is  not,  while  beauty  and  youth  are  thine  own, 
Arid  thy  cheeks  unprofan*d  by  a  tear, 
llint  the  fervour  and  faith  of  a  soul  can  be  known. 
To  which  ^iiiie  will  but  make  thee  more  dear ! 


Oh !  the  heart  that  has  truly  lov*d  never  fbrgetSt 
But  as  truly  joves  on  to  the  close, 
As  the  Bun-flowcr  turns  to  her  god  when  he  sets, 
Tlie  same  look  which  she  tuni*d  when  he  rose, 

Moore* 

Come  rest  in  this  bosom,  my  own  stricken  deer ! 
Tho*  the  herd  hath  fled  fi^m  thee,  thy  home  is  still 

here; 
Here  still  is  the  smile  that  no  cloud  can  o*ercast. 
And  the  heart  and  the  hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last  7 

JTora 

lliough  human,  thou  didst  not  deeeivs  ae. 

Though  woman,  thou  didst  not  fbnake, 

Hiough  loved,  thou  ferborest  to  grieve  me, 

Hiough  slander*d,  thou  never  eoald*st  shake, 

lliough  trusted,  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me. 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly. 

Though  watchful,  *t  was  not  to  defiime  me. 

Nor,  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

Byrm 

Then  let  the  fool,  still  prone  to  range 
And  sneer  on  ail  who  cannot  change, 
Partake  his  jest  with  boasting  boys, 
I  envy  not  his  varied  joys. 
But  deem  such  feeble,  heartless  manj 
Less  than  yon  solitaiy  swan ; 
Far,  far  beneath  the  shallow  maid 
He  left  believing,  and  betray'd. 

Byrm*a  Giaoar 

Hiat  *s  false !  a  truer,  nobler,  trustier  heart, 
More  loving,  or  more  loyal,  never  beat 
Within  a  human  breast    I  would  not  change 
My  exiled,  persecuted,  mangled  husband, 
OppreaB*d  but  not  disgrac'd,  crush*d,  overwhelmed. 
Alive,  or  dead,  for  prince  or  paladin 
In  story  or  in  fable,  with  a  world 
To  back  his  suit    Dishonour*d ! — he  diahonoor'd . 
I  tell  thee,  doge,  *t  is  Venice  is  dishonour*d. 

Byron'o  7Vo  Foeeaii 

Where  is  honour. 
Innate  and  precept-strcngthen*d,  *t  is  the  rock 
Of  faith  connubial :  where  it  is  not  —  where 
Light  thoughts  are  lurking,  or  the  vanities 
Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart, 
Or  sensual  throbs  convulse  it,  well  I  know 
*T  were  hopeless  for  humanity  to  dream 
Of  honesty  in  such  infected  blood. 
Although  *t  were  wed  to  him  it  covets  most 

Byron^o  Doge  of  Vemet, 

Vice  cannot  fix,  and  virtue  cannot  change, 
The  once  faU*tt  woman  must  ftr  ever  fidl; 
For  vice  must  have  variety,  while  virtue 
Stands  like  the  sun,  and  all  which  rolls  araond 
Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  glory  fium  her  aspert 

*  Bpmea  IHige  of  Vfokt 
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To  aoollie  thy  nekneaB,  watch  thy  health. 
Partake,  but  never  waatei  thy  wealth. 
Or  itand  with  smilea  unmurmurHig  by. 
And  lighten  half  thy  poverty ; 
Do  afi  but  cloae  thy  dying  eye, 
For  that  I  could  not  live  to  try. 

Byron*»  Bride  ff  AbydoB. 

Tot  wen  my  toils  shall  that  fond  breast  repay. 
Though  fortune  frown,  or  falser  friends  betray. 
How  dear  the  dream  in  darkest  hours  of  ill, 
Should  an  be  changed,  to  find  thee  feithful  stilL 
Be  but  thy  soul,  like  Selim's,  firmly  shown) 
To  thee  be  Selim*s  tender  as  thy  own ; 
To  soothe  each  sorrow,  share  in  each  delight, 
Blend  every  thought,  do  all — but  disunite. 

Bynm^s  Bride  of  Abydo$, 

AdaK — Alas!  thou  sinnest  now,  my  Cain;  thy 

words 

Sound  impious  in  mine  ears. 

Com. — Then  leave  me! 

Adah. — Never, 

Though  thy  God  left  thee ! 

Byron  $  Gistn. 

Pure  as  the  snow  the  summer  sun 

Never  at  noon  hath  look*d  upon— > 

Deep,  as  is  the  diamond  wave, 

Hidden  in  the  desert  caTe— 

Changeless,  as  the  greenest  leaves 

Of  the  wreath  the  cypress  weaves— 

Hopeksa,  often,  when  most  fond-— 

Without  hope  or  fear  beyond 

Its  own  pale  fidelity — 

And  this  woman^s  love  can  be. 

Mts&  Landon, 

For  me — I  have  no  lingering  wish  to  rove ; 

For  though  I  worship  all  things  fitir  and  free, 

Of  outward  grace,  of  soul  nobility. 
Happier  than  thou,  I  find  them  all  In  one. 
And  I  would  wondiip  at  thy  shrine  alone. 

Mito  Lynek 
Tea  ! —stin  I  love  thee :  — Time,  who  seta 

His  signet  on  my  brow, 
And  daoB  my  sunken  eye,  forgets, 

The  heart  he  could  not  bow;— 
Where  love,  that  cannot  perish,  grows 
For  «ne,  alas !  that  little  knows 

How  love  may  sometimes  last ; 

like  mmahioe  wasting  m  the  skies 

Wfacn  chmde  are  overcast 

Ruju$  DauM, 

Within  her  heart  was  his  image. 
Clothed  in  the  beauty  of  love  and  youth,  as  kst 

she  beheld  him, 
Okily  nsore  beautiful  made  by  his  deaUv>Uke  silence 
and  abegncih        ^ 
^  Lanxfdlotel'M  Evangdme. 


My  heart  too  firmly  trusted,  fondly  gave 
Itself  to  all  its  tenderness  a  slave ; 
I  had  no  wish  but  thee,  and  only  thee ; 
I  knew  no  happiness  but  only  while 
Thy  loveJit  eyes  were  kindly  tumM  on  me^ 

Perci9ap9  Poem$> 


FIGHTING.  — (See  War.) 

FIRMNESS.  —  (See  Determinatiow.) 

FISHING.— (See  Angling.) 


FLAG, 

Who  forthwith  fWim  the  glittering  staff  unfurFd 
Th*  imperial  ensign,  which  full  high  advancM 
Shone  like  a  meteor  streaming  to  the  wind. 

Jftfton's  Paradito  Loot 

A  mighty  power,  my  England, 

Is  in  that  name  of  thine. 
To  strike  the  fire  firom  every  heart 

Along  the  banner'd  line ; 
And  proudly  hath  it  floated 

Through  the  battles  cf  the  sea. 
When  the  red-cross  flag  o*er  smoke-wreaths  play'd 

like  the  lightning  in  its  glee ! 

JUrs.  Henumo. 

The  meteor  flag  of  England 

Shall  yet  terrific  bum. 
Till  danger's  troubM  night  depart, 

And  the  star  of  peaoe  return. 

When  Freedom  from  her  mountain  height 

UnfiirPd  her  standard  to  the  air. 
She  tore  the  azure  robe  of  night, 

And  set  her  stars  of  glory  there. 
She  min^^d  with  its  gorgeous  dyes 
The  milky  baldrio  of  the  i^ea, 
And  striped  its  pure,  celestial  white, 
With  streakings  of  the  moming  light ; 
Then  from  his  mansion  in  the  sun 
She  called  her  eagle<bearer  down. 
And  gave  into  his  mighty  hand 

The  symbol  of  her  chosen  land. 

Drake 

Tho*  many  and  bright  axe  the  stars  that  appear 

In  the  flag  by  our  comitry  unfurPd ; 
And  the  stripes  that  are  swelling  in  majesty  thoio. 

Like  rain-bows  adorning  the  world ; 
Their  light  is  unsullied,  as  those  in  the  sky. 

By  a  deed  that  our  fiithers  have  done. 
And  they  *re  leagued  in  as  true  and  as  holy  a  tie 

In  that  motto  of—  ••  Many  im  onb." 

G.  W.  CfOm 
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Bright  flag  at  yonder  tapering  mast. 
Fling  out  your  field  of  azure  blue ; 

Let  star  and  stripe  be  westward  cast, 
And  point  as  Freedom's  eagle  flew ! 

Strain  homo !  O  lithe  ond  quivering  spars ! 

Point  home  my  country's  flag  of  stats ! 


WUUt, 


FLATTERY.    FLATTERER- 

That  subtle  serpent,  servile  flattety, 
Seldom  infects  the  meaner  man,  that  fears 
No  change  of  state,  through  fortune's  treachery ; 
She  spits  her  poison  at  the  mighttost  peers, 
And  with  her  charms  enchants  the  prince's  ears : 
In  sweetest  wood  the  worm  doth  soonest  breed. 
The  caterpillar  on  best  buds  doth  ibed. 

MIrrar  far  Magi$iruU9, 

If  sly  dissimulation  credit  win 
With  any  prince  that  siti  on  highest  throne,    • 
With  honcy'd  poison  of  sour  sugar'd  sin. 
It  causeth  him  turn  tyrant  to  his  own. 
And  to  his  state  works  swift  confusion; 
Above  his  cedar's  top  it  high  doth  sboott 
And  canker*like  devours  it  to  the  root. 

Uirror  for  Mag%9trati9, 
Of  all  wild  beasts,  preserve  me  from  a  tyrant; 
And  of  all  tame  —  a  flatterer. 

T  is  the  iate  of  princes,  that  no  knowledge 

Comes  pure  to  them,  but,  passing  through  tl^  eyes 

And  ears  of  other  men,  it  takes  a  ttneture 

From  every  channel ;  and  still  bears  a  relish 

or  flattery  or  private  ends. 

DenhafiC$  Sepky, 

Selfllove  never  yet  could  look  on  truth. 
But  vrith  blear'd  beams ;  slick  flattery  and  she 
Are  twin-bom  sisters,  and  so  mix  their  eyes^ 
And  if  you  sever  one,  the  other  dies. 

BemJaamm, 
O  thou  world,  groat  nurse  of  flattery. 
Why  dost  thou  tip  men's  tongues  with  golden 

words, 
And  poise  their  deeds  vrith  weight  of  heavy  lead. 
That  fair  perfi>rmance  cannot  follow  promise? 
U  that  a  man  might  hold  the  heart's  close  book 
And  choke  the  lavish  tongue,  when  it  doth  utter 
The  breath  of  fidsehood,  not  character'd  there. 

Awm.  Edumrd  III, 
}^  hy  what  a  deal  of  candied  courtesy. 
This  fliWning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me ! 
Ijook-— toften  Mi  infemt  fortum  came  to  agt^ 
And — geniU  Harry  P^rey^  and,  kind  cousmi, 
Thr  devil  take  such  oaseners ! — God  fiirgive  me ! 

8lmk$.  Hmry  ir.    PaH  L 


O,  that  men's  ears  should  be 
To  counsel  deaf^  but  not  to  flattery  I 

Shakipmn, 
Who  dares 

In  purity  of  manhood  stand  upright. 

And  say,  thi§  man*  9  a  flatterer?  if  one  be, 

So  are  they  all ;  for  every  grize  of  fortune 

Is  smooth'd  by  that  below :  the  learned  pate 

Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  all  is  oblique; 

There 's  nothing  level  in  our  cursed  natures, 

But  direct  villany. 

ShakM.-  TYmen  tf  Athem* 

Why  these  looks  of  care  7 

Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  silk,  drink  wine,  lie  toll; 

Hug  their  diseas'd  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 

That  ever  Timon  was.    Shame  not  these  woods, 

By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 

Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  seek  to  thrive 

By  that  which  has  undone  thee :  hinge  thy  knee, 

And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'lt  observe, 

Blow  off  thy  cap ;  praise  his  most  vicious  strain, 

And  call  it  exceUent 

ShaJu,  Timtm  sf  Aihent. 

Ho  loves  to  hear, 
Hiat  unicorns  may  bo  betray'd  with  trees. 
And  bears  vrith  glasses,  elephants  with  holes, 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers : 
But,  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  flatterers. 
He  says,  he  does ;  being  then  most  flattcr'd. 

Shaki.  JuUu9  Cetar, 

Be  not  fond. 
To  think  that  Ceesar  bears  such  rebel  blood. 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  meltotli  fools;   I  mean,  sweet 

words, 
Low-crook'd  curt'sies,  and  base  spaniel  fawning. 

Shaka.  JuUui  Cmar. 

Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter: 
For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  fVom  thee^ 
That  no  revenue  hast,  but  thy  good  spirits, 
To  feed,  and  clothe  thee  7  why  should  the  poor  be 

flattor'd? 
No,  let  the  candy 'd  tongue  lick  absurd  pomp; 
And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  knee. 

Where  thrift  may  follow  fowning. 

Shake.  HamlA 

Yon  play  the  spaniel, 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win 
me.  Shake.  Hemy  VJIl 

You  are  far  too  prodigal  in  praise, 
And  crown  me  with  the  garlands  of  your  merit; 
As  we  meet  barks  on  rivers — the  strong  gale 
Being  best  friend  to  us — our  swift  motion 
Makes  us  believe  tXiat  t'other  nimbler  rows; 
Swift  virtue  thinks  small  goodness  ftstest  goes 

Iknei^foree  CUy  fftgfiiCef* 
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Giye  m«  flatfry ; 
FlattVy,  the  food  of  courts !  that  I  may  rock  him. 
And  loll  him  in  down  of  his  desires. 

Beaumtmtt  RoOa, 

Hie  firmeai  purpose  of  a  woman's  heart 
TV>  weU-tiin*d,  artfUl  flattery  may  yield* 

Xrttto's  Ebnerkk. 

Parent  of  wicked,  hane  of  honest  deeds, 
Pemicioos  flattery !  thy  malignant  seeds, 
In  an  ill  hoor,  and  by  a  fatal  hand, 
Sadly  difibs^d  o*er  virtue's  gleby  land, 
With  rising  pride  amidst  jthe  com  appear, 
And  choke  the  hopes  and  harvest  of  the  year. 

Prior^M  Sckman, 

No  flattery,  boy !  an  honest  man  cant  live  by 't: 

It  is  a  littfe  sneaking  art,  which  knaves 

Use  to  cajole  and  soften  fools  withaL 

If  thou  hast  flatt*ry  in  thy  nature,  out  with*t; 

Or  send  it  to  a  court,  for  there  *twUl  thrive. 

Otwaj^*  Orphan, 

Let  me  be  grateful ;  but  let  far  from  me 

Be  fawning  cringe,  and  false  dissembling  look, 

And  servile  flattery,  that  harbours  oft 

In  courts  and  gilded  roo&. 

PiUfijit's  Cider. 

O  flatt'ty ! 

How  soon  thy  smooth  insinuating  oil 

Sapplee  the  toughest  fool ! 

FenUm^$  Ufarurmne. 

Beware  of  flattery,  H  is  a  weed 
Which  ofl  oflbnds  the  very  idol— vice, 
Whose  afarine  it  would  perfbme. 

Penton, 

Hm  fiery  temper  brooks  not  of^Msition, 
And  most  be  met  with  soft  and  supple  arts. 
With  cranehing  courtesy,  and  boney*d  words. 
Such  as  assuage  the  fierce,  and  bend  the  strong. 

Rawest  Ladif  Jant  Orty, 

Minds, 
By  nature  great,  are  conscious  of  their  greatness, 
And  hold  it  mean  to  borrow  aught  firom  flattery. 

Rowe*M  Royal  ComerU 

Of  fidly,  vice,  disease,  men  proud  we  see. 
And  (stranger  still !)  of  blockhead's  flattery. 
Whose  praise  de&mes ;  as  if  a  fool  should  mean, 
By  spitting  on  your  flice,  to  make  it  clean. 

Young*$  Looe  of  Pamo, 

Tie  an  old  maxim  in  the  schools. 
That  flattery  ^s  the  food  of  fools, 
Yet  Bovr  and  then  you  men  of  wit 

W3I  condescend  to  take  a  bit 

Swiff  $  Cademto  and  Vanmoa, 

Sirs,  adolation  is  a  fiital  thing  — 
Rank  poiaon  for  a  subject,  or  a  king. 

Dr.  WoUoCs  PeUr  Pindar. 


There  are,  who  to  mj  person  pay  their  court ; 
I  cough  like  Horace,  and,  though  lean,  am  short 
Ammon's  great  son  one  shoulder  had  too  high. 
Such  Ovid's  nose,  and,  sir !  you  have  an  eye  I 
Go  on,  obliging  creature,  make  me  see, 
All  that  disgrac'd  my  betters,  met  in  me ; 
Say,  fbr  my  comfort,  languishing  in  bed. 
Just  so  immortal  Maro  held  his.  head ; 
And  when  I  die,  be  sure  you  let  me  know, 
€ireat  Homer  died  three  thousand  years  ago. 

Pope'$  Epi9tU  to  Dr.  ArhuVtnol 

For  praise  too  dearly  lov'd,  or  warmly  sought. 
Enfeebles  all  internal  strength  of  thought; 
And  the  weak  soul  within  itself  unblest, 
Leans  for  all  pleasure  on  another's  breast 

GoldomUh'g  TraveOer. 

Of  praise  a  mere  glutton,  he  swallow'd  what  came. 
And  the  puff  of  a  dunce  he  mistook  it  for  fiime ; 
Till  his  relish  grown  callous,  almost  to  disease. 
Who  pepper'd  the  highest  was  surest  to  please 

Geldtmiih'$  Retaliation. 

To  coxcombs  averse,  yet  most  civilly  steering, 
When  they  judgM  without  skill  he  was  still  hard 

of  hearing ; 
When  they  talk'd  of  their  Raphaels,  Oorreggios  and 

stus; 

He  shifted  his  trumpet,  and  only  took  snufi! 

Giildamith*»  RetaliaiioH. 

Flatt'iy  but  ill  becomes  a  soldier's  mouth ; 
Leave  we  the  practice  of  those  meaner  arts 
To  smooth-tongued  statesmen,  and  betraying  cour- 
tiers. Martk*$  Amaoia. 

Hold,  Phamaces ! 
No  adulation ;  't  is  the  death  of  virtue ! 
Who  flatters  is  of  all  mankind  the  lowest. 
Save  he  who  courts  the  flatterer. 

Hannah  More^»  DanieL 

I  pass  through  flattery's  gilded  sieve 
Whatever  I  would  say. 


Mi$$  Land/on. 


Alas !  the  praise  given  to  the  ear 
Ne'er  was  nor  ne'er  can  be  sincere. 

I  would  give  worlds,  could  I  believe 
One  half  that  is  profess'd  me ; 

Afibction !  could  I  think  it  Thee, 
When  Flattery  has  caress'd  me. 


JIftst  Landom. 


Jftss  Landtm. 


Oh !  it  is  worse  than  mockery 
To  list  the  flatterer's  tone. 

To  lend  a  ready  ear  to  thoughts 
The  cheek  must  blush  to  own  •* 

To  hear  the  red  lip  whisper'd  oC 
And  the  flowing  curl  and  eys 
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Made  constant  themes  of  eulogy, 

Eztravag-ant  and  high,^ 
And  the  charm  of  person  worshipped. 

In  a  homage  ofTercd  not 
To  the  perfect  charm  of  virtue, 

And  tlie  majesty  of  thought. 


WkUtur, 


FLOWERS. 

O  flowers, 
That  never  will  in  other  climate  grow. 
My  early  visitation,  and  my  last 
At  ev*n,  which  I  bred  up  with  tender  hand 
From  the  first  opening  bud,  and  gave  ye  names, 
Who  now  shall  rear  ye  to  the  sun,  or  rank 
Your  tribes,  and  water  from  th*  ambrosial  fount? 

MiUon'9  Pmrmdiae  LmU 

Oh!  what  tender  thoughts  beneath 
Hiose  silent  flowers  are  lying, 
Hid  within  the  mystic  wreath 
My  love  hath  kiss*d  in  tying. 

A  violet  by  a  mossy  stone. 

Half-hidden  from  the  eye. 

Fair  as  a  star,  when  only  one 

Is  shining  in  the  sky. 

Wordsisoftl. 

^was  a  lovely  thought  to  mark  the  hoars 

As  they  boated  in  light  away. 
By  the  opening  and  the  folding  flowen 

That  laugh  to  the  summer's  day : 
Oh !  kt  us  live,  so  that  flower  by  flower, 

Shutting  in  turn,  may  leave 

A  lingerer  still  for  the  sunset  hour, 

A  charm  for  the  shaded  eve. 

Mrs.  Hemam, 

Bring  flowers  to  crown  the  cup  and  lute,  — 

Bring  flowers  —  the  bride  is  near; 
Bring  flowers  to  soothe  the  captive's  cell. 

Bring  flowers  to  strew  the  bier  I 

Mia$  London. 

'    There  is  to  me 
A  daintiness  about  these  early  flowen. 
That  touches  me  like  poetry.    They  Uow  out 
With  such  a  simple  loveliness  among 
The  common  herbs  of  pasture,  and  they  hreathe 
Their  lives  so  unobstrusively,  like  hearts 
VThoBO  beatings  are  too  gentle  for  the  world. 

Wim»'$  Porno. 

8i%eet  flower,  thou  tell*st  how  hearts 
As  pure  and  tender  as  thy  leaf, — as  low 
And  nnmble  as  thy  stem — will  surely  know 

The  ]oy  that  peace  imparts. 

PerdkooL 


*  In  Eastern  lands  they  talk  in  flowers. 
And  they  tell  in  a  garland  their  loves  and  tares; 
Each  blossom  that  blooms  in  their  garden  bowers, 
On  its  leaves  a  mystic  language  bears ; 
Then  gather  a  wrtaih  from  the  garden  bowers, 
And  tell  tiis  wish  of  thy  heart  in  flowers.* 

PerctooL 

God  might  have  bade  the  earth  bring  forth 

Enoqgh  for  great  and  small, 
The  oak-tree  and  the  cedar-tree. 

Without  a  flower  at  all 
He  might  have  made  enough,  enough 

For  every  want  of  ours : 
For  luxury,  medicine,  and  toil. 

And  yet  have  made  no  flowera 
Our  outward  life  requires  them  not—* 

Then  wherefore  have  they  birth? 
To  minister  delight  to  man. 

To  beautiQr  the  earth ; 
To  comfort  man  —  to  whisper  hope. 

Whene'er  his  faith  is  dim ; 

For  whoso  careth  for  the  flowers, 

Will  much  more  care  for  him ! 

Bury  BoKfitU 

flowers  are  love's  truest  language. 


Pork 


FLOOD.    (See  also  Deutgk.) 

And  now  the  thicken'd  sky 

Like  a  dark  ceiling  stood :  down  niah'd  the  rain 

Impetuous,  and  continued  tiD  the  earth 

No  more  was  seen. 

Afibon's  Potodioo  Lod. 

Sea  oover'd  sea. 
Sea  without  shore ;  and  in  their  palaces 
Where  luxury  late  reign'd,  sea  monsters  wbelp'd 
And  stabled,  of  mankind  so  numerous  late. 
All  left,  in  one  small  bottom  swum  embark'd. 

JTOton's  Parodioo  LotL 

Then  came  the  thunder  peal  once  more, 
And  the  shrieking  wind  and  the  ocean  roar, — 
And  the  gallopping  waves  on  the  crumbling  shore, 

And  the  muttering  earthquake's  groan ! 
llien  the  sea  rose  up  with  a  sodden  swell. 
And  the  heavy  clouds  unbroken  fell ;  — 
Till  over  each  valley,  and  plain,  and  dell. 

The  sea,  like  a  pall,  was  thrown! 


FOOL. 

As  I  do  live  by  food,  I  met  a  fool. 

Who  lud  him  down,  and  bask'd  him  in  the  son. 

Who  rail'd  on  lady  fortnne  in  good  terms. 

In  good  set  terms — and  yet  a  motley  fboL 

Shoko^AoymiUktiL 


FORGETFULNESS. 


183 


In  his  brain  — 
Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder-biscuit 
After  a  voyage — he  hath  strange  places  crammed 
With  obeervatlon,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  forms. 

Shakt.  At  you  Uke  U. 

No,  sir,  qaoth  he, 
Gall  me  not  fool,  till  heaven  hath  sent  roe  fortune: 
And  then  he  drew  a  dial  from  his  poke ; 
And,  looking  on  it  with  lack-lustre  eye, 
Says,  very  wisely,  it  is  ten  o*clock : 
Hiiis  may  we  see,  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wags : 
*T  is  but  an  hour  ago  since  it  was  nine ; 
And  afler  an  hour  more  Hwill  be  eleven ; 
And  so,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe,  and  ripe, 
And  then,  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot,  and  rot, 
And  thereby  hangs  a  tale.    When  I  did  hear 
The  motley  fool  thus  moral  on  the  time, 
My  lungs  began  to  crow  like  chanticleer, 
That  fools  should  be  so  deep-contemplative ; 
And  I  did  laugh,  sans  tntennission. 
An  hour  by  bis  dial — O  noble  fool ! 
A  worthy  (bol !  motley 's  the  only  wear. 

Shakt.  At  you  Uht  tt 

I  must  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  charter  as  the  wind. 
To  blow  on  whom  I  please ;  for  so  fools  have : 
And  they  that  are  most  galled  with  my  folly. 
They  most  must  laugh:  and  why,  sir,  must 

tfaoy  so? 
Tbe  le^  is  plain  as  way  to  parish  church : 
He,  that  a  fool  doth  vezy  wisely  hit, 
Dbth  very  (bolishly,  although  he  smart, 
Not  to  seem  senseless  of  the  bob ;  if  not» 
The  wise  man's  folly  is  anatomizM 
Efen  by  the  squand'ring  glances  of  the  fool. 

Shak$.  AtyomUktU, 

TbiB  fellow  is  wise  enough  to  {Jay  the  fool ; 
And,  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wiL 

Shakw,  Twdjih  Night 

And  soch  a  crafty  devil  as  hit  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  ass !  a  woman,  that 
fiearv  all  down  mth  her  brain ;  and  this  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart* 
And  leave  eighteen. 

Shak$.  CymbeUne. 

nothing'  exceeds  in  ridicule,  no  doubt, 

A  Ibol  tn  fashion,  but  a  fool  that  *s  out; 

Has  paneioo  for  absurdity 's  so  strong, 

He  cannot  bear  a  rival  in  the  wrong. 

IlKMigli  wrong  the  mode,  comply :  more  sense  is 

abown 
In  wearJT^  others*  follies  than  oar  own. 


Our  wise  forefathers,  bom  in  sober  days. 

Resigned  to  fools  the  tart  and  witty  phrase ; 

The  motley  coaf  gavo  warning  for  the  jest, 

ExcusM  the  wound,  and  sanctified  the  pest ; 

But  we  from  high  to  low  all  strive  to  sneer. 

Will  all  be  wits,  and  not  the  livery  wear. 

StUUngr/leeL 

**  Out,  thou  silly  moon-stmck  elf; 

Back,  poor  fool,  and  hide  thyself!" 

This  is  what  the  vnse  ones  say. 

Should  the  idiot  cross  their  way ; 

But  if  we  would  closely  mark. 

We  should  see  him  not  aU  dark ; 

We  should  find  we  must  not  scorn 

llie  teachings  of  the  idiot-bom. 

Eliza  Cook 

Art  thou  great  as  man  can  be  ?  — 

The  same  hand  moulded  him  and  thee. 

Hast  thou  talent  ?  —  Taunt  and  jeer  % 

Must  not  fall  upon  his  ear. 

Spurn  him  not ;  the  blemished  part 

Had  better  be  the  head  than  heart. 

Thou  wiH  be  the  fool  to  scom 

The  teaching  of  the  idiot-bom. 

EHxa  Cook, 

^Vhat  matter  tliough  the  scorn  of  fbols  be  given. 
If  the  path  foUowM  lead  us  on  to  heaven  I 

Hf  rs.  Hale*o  Poems, 


FORGETFULNESS. 

Like  a  dull  actor  now, 

I  have  forgot  my  part,  and  I  am  out, 

Even  to  a  full  disgrace. 

Skakt.  Ceridamto, 

rris  far  off; 

And  rather  like  a  dream  than  an  assurance 

That  my  remembranoo  warrants. 

Skakt*  Tempeot, 

Fill  with  Forgetfulncss,  fill  high !  yet  stay  — 

^  *T  is  from  the  past  we  shadow  forth  the  land 

Where  smiles,  long  lost,  again  shall  light  our  way, 

—Though  the  past  haunt  me  as  a  spirit, — yet  I 

ask  not  to  forget !  Mr».  Htmano, 

When  I  forget  that  the  stars  Ame  in  air — 
When  I  forget  that  beauty  is  in  stars — 
When  I  forget  that  love  with  beauty  is — 
Will  I  forget  thee :  till  then  all  things  else. 

Bailey*$  Feotuk 
If  e*er  I  win  a  parting  token, 

"Tis  something  that  has  lost  its  power — 
A  chain  that  has  been  used  and  broken, 

A  ruin*d  glove,  a  faded  flower ; 
Something  that  makes  my  pleasure  lew, 
Something  that  means— /orgd/Wness. 
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FORGIVENESa 


Wmtheioiil 
Snatch  the  first  moment  of  forgetfulnev 
To  wander  like  a  restleai  child  away  7 

WiaU^$  Poms, 


FORGIVENESS. 

Kneel  not  to  me ; 
The  power  that  I  have  on  yen,  it  to  spare  yon; 
The  malice  towards  jvo,  to  farpm  yon :  fire 
And  deal  with  othevs  better. 


Though  with  their  high  wrongs  I  am  struck  to 

the  quick. 

Yet,  with  my  nobler  reason,  *gainst  my  fury 

IX)  I  take  part :  the  rarer  action  b 

In  virUio  than  in  vengeance. 

8kak$*  Timpatt. 

O,  what  ibrm  of  prayer 
Can  serve  <tty  turn  7  Forgive  me  my  Ibul  murder  I — 
That  cannot  be ;  since  I  am  still  poesess'd 
Of  those  effects  for  which  I  did  the  murder. 
My  croflirxi,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. 

Shak9.Hand€L 

VU  not  chide  thee : 
\x>i  Hhame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it; 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer  shoot, 
Nor  tell  tales  of  thee  to  high-judging  Jove : 
Mend  when  thou  cansH;  be  better  at  thy  leisure. 

Skakg,  King  Lmr, 
Yet  beauty,  though  injurious,  hath  strange  pow*r 
After  offence  returning,  to  regain 
Love  once  posse  Bo*d ;  nor  can  be  easily 
RcpulsM,  without  much  inward  passion  felt. 
And  secret  sting  of  amorous  remorse. 

MUIokCm  Samson  Agomaies, 

lie  added  not,  and  from  her  tom*d ;  but  Eve 

Not  so  repuls'd,  with  tears  that  oeas'd  not  flowing. 

And  tresses  all  disorder'd,  at  his  feet 

Fell  humble,  and  embracing  them,  besought 

Ilis  peace. 

jrOton's  Pandise  LoSL 

While  yet  we  live,  scarce  one  short  hour  perhaps. 
Between  us  two  let  there  be  peace. 

Jtfibm's  Parodist  LoSL 

Forsake  me  not  thus,  Adam,  witness  heaven 
What  love  sincere,  and  reverence  in  my  heart 
1  bear  thee,  and  unweeting  have  ofiended, 
I  ^nhappily  deceived !  thy  suppliant, 
I  beg,  and  clasp  thy  knees ;  bereave  me  not. 
Whereon  I  live,  thy  gentle  looks,  thy  aid, 
Ttiy  counsel  in  this  uttermost  distress, 
My  uoly  strength  and  stay:  forlorn  of  thee, 
^Vluthei  shall  I  betake  me,  where  subsist  ? 

MiUmCs  Parodist  LssL 


Soon  his  heart  rckntcd 
Towards  her,  his  life  so  late  and  sole  d<;Eg1it, 
Now  at  his  feet  submissive  in  distress. 
Creature  so  fair  his  reconcilement  seeking, 
Hb  counsel  whom  she  had  displeasM,  his  aid: 
As  one  disarmed,  his  anger  all  he  lost. 
And  thus  with  peaceful  words  upraisM  Ink  soon. 

M%UmCs  Paradise  Lmk 

Let  us  no  more  contend,  nor  blame 
Ekch  other,  blamM  enough  elsewhere,  but  strive, 
In  offioes  of  love,  how  we  may  lighten 
Ekch  other*s  burden,  in  our  share  of  woe. 

Jfi/fmi*s  Parodist  Ltsi 

Fall  at  his  feet;  cling  round  his  reverend  knees. 
Speak  to  him  with  thy  eyes ;  and  with  thy  tears 
Melt  his  cold  heart,  and  wake  dead  nature  in  him; 
Crush  him  in  thy  arms;  torture  him  with  thj 

softness: 
Nor  tin  thy  prayers  are  granted,  set  him  firce. 

Otwoj^s  Vtnke  PrtatneL 

Thou  shalt  not  force  me  from  thee  : 
Use  me  reproachfully,  and  like  a  slave : 
Tread  on  me,  buflbt  me,  heap  wrongs  on  wrongs 
On  my  poor  head :  i  Ml  bear  it  all  with  patienee« 
Shall  weary  out  thy  most  unfriendly  craelty : 
Lie  at  thy  feet,  and  kiss  them,  though  tliey  spurn 

roe; 
Till  wounded  by  my  sufferings  thou  relent. 
And  raise  me  to  thy  arms  with  dear  forgiveness. 

Ofi0ay*c  Venice  PreoervtJL 

Great  souls  forgive  not  injuries  till  time 
Has  put  their  enemies  into  their  power. 
That  they  may  show  forgiveness  is  their  own 

Dryden's  Duke  of  Qwm, 

Thy  narrow  soul 
Knows  not  the  godlike  glory  of  forgiving; 
Nor  can  thy  cold,  thy  ruthless  heart  conceiw 
How  large  the  pow'r,  how  f]jc*d  the  empire  is. 
Which  benefits  confer  on  generous  minds : 
Goodness  prevails  upon  the  stubborn  foes. 
And  conquers  more  than  ever  Csesar's  siword  did. 

Romes  Ladf  Jama  Chrf. 

*Tis  easier  for  the  generous  to  fbigive, 
Tlian  for  o^nce  to  ask  It 

Tktmsan's  Edmund  and  Eleamra, 

Young  men  soon  give,  and  soon  forget  afironts ; 

Old  age  is  slow  in  both. 

AddiotmU  CatSi. 

• 

If  there  be 
One  of  yon  all  that  ever  from  my  preaenee 
I  have  with  sadden*d  heart  unkindly  sent, 
I  here,  in  meek  repentance,  of  him  crave 
A  brother's  band,  in  token  of  focgivenean. 
Jssnaa  BailUes  Canslantina  P«£ 
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Tliat  cune  thftll  be  —  fbrgiveneM ! 

Hioo  liast  the  eeeret  of  my  heart — 
Forgive,  be  generoos,  and  depart. 


Bynm, 


SealL 


Hiej  iHio  forgive  meet  ihall  be  most  forgiven. 

Batfey'« 

If  I  do  wrong,  forgive  me  or  I  die ; 

And  thou  wilt  then  be  wretcheder  than  I ;— > 

Hie  mifergiving  than  the  unfbrgiven. 

BsiZcy. 

FORMALITY. 

Itiere  are  a  tort  of  ihen,  whose  viaages 

]>o  cream  and  mantle,  like  a  standing  pond ; 

And  do  a  wilfol  stillness  entertain. 

With  porpoee  to  be  drest  in  an  opinion 

Of  wisdom,  gravity,  prolbond  conceit ; 

As  who  shoold  say,  Jmntir  OneU, 

And  when  I  ope  my  Upe,  let  no  dog  bark  I 

8hak$.  MerehmU  tf  Fenfec 

Lord  Angelo  is  precise ; 
Stands  at  a  gvazd  with  envy;  scarce  oonfbssei 
Hut  his  Mood  flows,  or  that  his  appetite 
Is  more  to  bread  than  stone. 

Shakt.Mm.fm'Mm. 

Oh,  I  see  thee  old  and  fermal,  fitted  to  thy  petty 

part,— 
With  a  little  hoard  of  maxims  preaching  down  a 

daughter's  heart!  TnrnytmL 


FORTITUDE. 

f  lortitode  is  not  the  appetite 

Of  Ibrmidable  things,  nor  inconsnh 

Saslincss ;  bat  virtue  fighting  for  a  truth ; 

I>eriT'd  fivnn  knowledge  of  distinguishing 

GocmI  or  bad  causes. 

NM>*»  CoKKt  Oardau 

Ame  eptrits  are  a  balsam  to  themselves : 

There  is  a  noUeneas  of  mind,  that  heala 

^WooB^m  beyond  salves. 

CmrtwrigkCM  Laiiy  ErranL 

Tie  emmest  dealing  with  the  firmest  mind- 
More  josA  when  it  resists,  and,  when  it  yields,  more 

kind.  CrMe. 

T  w  be  indeed  •—  disarm*d  but  undeprest, 
TBb  flole  regret  the  life  he  still  possest; 
ffis  aroonds  too  slight,  though  taken  with  that 

will, 
Wbidi  would  have  kiss'd  the  hand  that  then 

cooldkilL 
Oh !  were  there  none,  of  all  the  many  given. 
To  fleod  hJm  soul— he  scarcely  ask*d  to  heaven? 

Byron**  Cormnr, 


He  deeply,  darkly  felt ;  but  evil  pride 

That  led  to  perpetrate — now  serves  to  bide. 

Still  in  his  stem  and  self^ollected  mien 

A  conqueror's  more  than  captive's  air  is  seen. 

Though  iaint  with  wasting  toil  and  stiffening 

wound. 
But  few  that  saw — so  calmly  gaaed  around ; 
Though  the  far  shouting  of  the  distant  crowd. 
Their  tremours  o'er,  rose  insolently  loud. 
The  better  warriors  who  beheld  him  near. 
Insulted  not  the  foe  who  taught  them  fear. 
And  the  grim  guards  that  to  his  durance  led. 
In  silence  eyed  him  with  a  secret  dread. 

jfynm  9  i/OfSflnr. 

My  sole  resources  in  the  path  I  trod. 

Were  these—- my  bark— my  sword— my  love— 

my  God. 
The  last  I  left  in  youth — he  leaves  me  now— 
And  man  but  works  his  will  to  lay  me  low. 
I  have  no  thought  to  mock  his  thrcne  with  prayei 
Wrung  fimn  the  ooward  crouching  of  despair; 
It  b  enough— >I  breathe— and  I  can  bear. 

Byrm, 

Tet  well  thy  soul  hath  brook'd  fhe  turning  tide 
H^th  that  untaught  innate  philosophy. 
Which,  be  it  wisdom,  coldness,  or  deep  pride, 
Is  gall  and  wormwood  to  an  enemy. 
When  the  whole  host  of  hatred  stood  hard  by. 
To  watch  and  mook  thee  shrinking,  thou  hast 

smiled 
H^th  a  sedate  and  all-endaring  eye ; 
When  fertune  fled  her  qpoil'd  and  fliwxnrite  child, 
He  Blood  unbow'd  beneath  the  ilk  upon  him  piled. 

BynnCM  CkUde  HanUL 

Existence  may  be  borne,  and  the  deep  root 
Of  life  and  sufferance  make  its  firm  abode 
In  base  and  desolated  bosoms:  mute 
The  camel  labours  with  the  heaviest  load, 
And  the  wolf  dies  in  silence :  not  besiow'd 
In  vain  ahould  such  example  be ;  if  they. 
Things  of  ignoble  or  of  savage  mood. 
Endure  and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  elay 
May  temper  it  to  bear — it  is  but  ibr  a  day. 

Bynm's  Chitde  HanU, 

— Gird  your  hearts  with  silent  fertitude. 
Suffering  yet  hoping  all  things. 

Jfrt.  HemaM 


FORTUNE. 

Of  Nature's  gifts  thou  may'st  with  lifies  boasts 
And  with  the  hal^blown  rose :  but  fertnne,  0\ 
She  is  oorropted,  chang'd,  and  won  fiom  the«i. 

Shak9.  KtoK  Jok^ 
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When  fortune  means  to  men  most  gt>od, 
She  looki  upon  them  with  a  threafninnf  eye. 

Shak$,  King  JtktL 
Will  fortune  never  oome  with  both  hands  full. 
Bat  write  her  fair  words  still  in  foulest  letters  7 
She  either  g^ives  a  stomach,  and  no  food  •— 
Such  arc  the  poor  in  health ;  or  else  a  foast, 
And  takes  away  the  stomach— •such  the  rich. 
That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 

8hak$.  Hemj  IV.    Pint  IL 

Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  gfive  us  any  thingr. 

Skakt.  Julitta  Ctuar, 

Thi9  accident  and  flood  of  forttfne 

So  far  exceed  all  instance,  all  discourse, 

Hiat  I  am  ready  to  distrust  mine  eyes. 

And  wrangle  with  my  reason,  that  persuades  me 

To  any  other  trust. 

Shaki.  Twelfth  Nighi. 

Since  you  will  buclile  fortune  on  my  back, 
To  bear  her  burden  whe*r  I  wiU  or  no, 
I  must  have  patience  to  endure  the  load. 

Shak$,  Richard  IIL 

For  herein  fortune  shows  herself  more  kind 

Than  is  her  custom :  it  is  still  her  use. 

To  let  the  wretchM  man  outlive  his  wealth, 

To  view  with  hollow  eye,  and  wrinkled  brow. 

An  age  of  poverty. 

Shaki,  Merchant  ef  Venice, 

Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together : 

If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can. 

No  chance  may  shake  it 

Shake,  AnUmy  and  Cleopatra, 

How  fortune  plies  her  sports,  when  she  begins 
To  practise  them  !  pursues,  continues,  adds. 
Confounds,  with  varying  her  empassionM  moods ! 

Joneoa^e  Sejanue. 

Hiere  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
« Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune^ 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  lifo 
Is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  miseries. 

Shakepeare, 
All  human  business  fortune  doth  command 
Without  all  order ;  and  with  her  blind  hand. 
She,  blind,  bestows  blind  gifls,  that  still  have  nurst, 
l*hey  see  not  who,  nor  how,  but  still  the  worst 

Ben  Joneon, 
That  fortune  still  must  bo  with  iQ  maintain*d, 
Which  at  the  first  with  any  ill  is  gain*d. 

Lerd  Brook^e  Alaham, 
*  >h  fortune !  thou  art  not  worth  my  least  exclaim, 
And  plague  enough  thou  hast  in  tuy  own  name : 
Oo  thy  great  worst,  my  fVietms  and  I  have  arms, 
Tliongh  not  against  thy  strokes,  against  thy  harms. 

J}r,  Donne, 


Fortune,  the  great  commandress  of  the  world. 
Hath  divers  ways  to  enrich  her  followers : 
To  some  she  honour  gives  without  dcsernng ; 
To  other  some,  deserving,  without  honoar ; 
Some  wit,  some  wealth,  and  some  wit  withool 

wealth ; 
Some  wealth  without  wit ;  some  nor  wit  nor  wealth, 
But  good  smock  faces,  or  some  qualities 
By  nature,  without  judgment ;  with  the  which 
They  live  in  sensual  acceptation. 
And  make  show  only  without  touch  of  substance 

Chapmak'e  All  Fook, 

Fortune 's  an  under  pow*r,  that  u  herMlf 
Commanded  by  desert    *Tis  a  mere  vainness 
Of  our  credulity  to  give  her  more 
Than  her  due  attribute ;  which  is  but  servants 
To  an  heroic  spirit 

Nabb'e  Hanmhal  and  Scifk 

Wisdom,  whose  strong-built  plots, 
Leave  nonght  to  hazard,  mocks  thy  futile  pow*r ; 
Industrious  labour  drags  thee  by  the  locks. 
Bound  to  his  toiling  car,  and  not  attending 
Tin  thou  dispense,  reaches  his  own  reward : 
Only  the  lazy  sluggard  yawning  lies 
Before  the  threshold,  gaping  for  thy  dole, 
And  licks  the  easy  hand  that  feeds  his  slotii ; 
The  shallow,  rash,  and  unadvised  man 
Makes  thee  his  state,  disbnrthens  all  the  foDiea 
Of  his  misguided  actions  on  thy  shouldersi 

Carew*e  Cedum 


Let  not  one  look  of  fortune  cast  you  down ; 
She  were  not  fortune,  if  she  still  did  frown : 
Such  as  do  braveliest  bear  her  scorns  awhile. 
Are  thoee  on  whom  at  last  she  most  will  smile. 

Earl  of  Orref/'e  Henry  V, 

Fortune  came  smiling  to  my  youth,  and  wooM  it, 
And  purpled  greatness  met  my  ripen'd  years. 

Dryden'e  AUfar  Ltm, 

Be  juster,  heav*ns!    Such  virtue  punish'd  tbnsi 
Will  make  us  think  chance  rules  all  above. 
And  shuffles  with  a  random  hand  the  iota 
Which  man  is  forcM  to  draw. 

DrydmCe  AUfar  Loee. 

What  trivial  influences  hold  dominion 
0*er  wise  men's  counsels,  and  the  fate  of  empire  1 
llie  greatest  schemes  that  human  wit  can  forge, 
Or  bold  ambition  dares  to  put  in  practice. 
Depend  upon  our  husbanding  a  moment. 
And  the  light  lasting  of  a  woman's  will ; 
As  if  the  Lord  of  nature  should  delight 
To  hang  this  pond*rous  globe  upon  a  hair. 
And  bid  it  dance  oefore  a  breath  of 'wind. 

R9»e*9  Lady  Jama  Grnf, 


\ 
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Look  into  those  they  call  unfortunate. 
And  closer  viewM  you'll  find  they  are  mwise: 
Some  flaw  in  their  own  conduct  lies  beneath. 
And  *t  is  the  trick  of  fools  to  save  thoir  credit, 
Which  brought  another  language  into  use. 

Yottng  9  Rt9€ng9% 

Oft,  what  seems 
A  trifle,  a  mere  nothing,  by  itself, 
In  some  nice  situation,  turns  the  scale 
Of  fate,  and  rules  the  most  important  actions. 

TRdmson*c  Tancrtd  and  SigiBtnunda, 

Fortune  made  up  of  toys  and  impudence, 
Tliat  common  judge  that  has  not  common  sense, 
Bat  fond  of  business,  insolently  dares 
Pretend  to  rule,  yet  spoils  the  world's  affairs ; 
Sbe '«  fluttering  up  and  down,  her  favour  throws 
On  the  next  met,  nor  minding  what  she  does, 
Nor  why,  nor  whom  she  helps,  nor  merit  knows; 
Sometimes  she  smiles,  then  like  a  fury  raves. 
And  seldom  truly  loves  but  fools  or  knaves. 
Let  her  love  whom  she  will,  I  scorn  to  woo  her, 
While  she  stays  with  me,  I  *11  be  civil  to  her ; 
But  if  she  offers  onoe  to  move  her  wings, 
1 11  f&ag  her  back  all  her  vain  gew-gaw  things. 

Buckingham. 
On  high,  where  no  hoarse  winds  nor  clouds  resort, 
The  hood-wink'd  goddess  keeps  her  partial  court, 
ITpan  a  wheel  of  amethyst  she  sits. 
Gives  and  resumes,  and  smiles  and  frowns  by  fits : 
In  this  still  labyrinth  around  her  lie 
Spella,  philters,  globes,  and  schemes  of  palmistry ; 
A  sigil  in  this  hand  the  gipsy  bears, 
In  t'  other  •  prophetio  sieve,  and  shears. 

HeaT*ii  hMM  to  all  allotted,  soon  or  late, 

Some  lucky  revolution  of  their  (ate : 

Whose  motions  if  we  watch  and  guide  with  skill, 

(For  haman  good  depends  on  human  will) 

(kv  fbrtnne  rdls  as  from  a  smooth  descent, 

And  from  the  first  impression  takes  Its  bent; 

But  if  unseized,  she  glides  away  like  wind. 

And  leaves  repenting  folly  for  behind ; 

Now,  now  she  meets  you  with  a  glorious  prize, 

AjmI  spreads  her  kieks  befofe  her  as  she  fliesL 

An  human  projects  are  so  fointiy  iram*d, 
So  feebly  plann'd,  so  liable  to  ohange, 
8o  miz*d  with  error  in  their  very  form. 
That  mutable  and  mortal  are  the  same. 

Bmmah  Jtfort*«  Vamd. 

Alas !  the  Joys  that  fortune  brings 
Are  trifling,  and  deeay; 
And  thoee  who  priae  the  paltry  things, 
More  trifling  still  than  they. 


Who  thinks  that  fortune  cannot  change  her  mind, 
Prepares  a  dreadful  jest  for  all  mankind. 
And  who  stands  safest  7  tell  me,  is  it  he  • 

That  spreads  and  swells  in  pufTd  prosperity  1 
Or  blest  with  little,  whose  preventing  care 
In  peace  provides  fit  arms  against  a  war. 

In  losing  fortune,  many  a  lucky  elf 

Has  found  himself — 
As  all  our  moral  bitters  are  design*d 

To  brace  the  mind. 
And  renovate  its  healthy  tone,  the  vnse 
Their  iorest  trials  hail  as  blessings  in  disguisa 

Horace  Smith, 
To  catch  dame  fortune's  golden  smile. 

Assiduous  wait  upon  her ; 
And  gather  gear  by  every  wile 

That 's  justified  by  honour. 
Not  for  to  hide  it  in  a  hedge, 

Nor  for  a  train  attendant ; 
But  for  the  glorious  privilege 

Of  being  independeuL 

Burnt. 
Fortunes  are  made,  if  I  the  foots  may  state, — 
Though  poor  myself^  I  know  the  "fortunate : 
first,  there's  a  knowledge  of  the  way  from 

whence 
Good  fortune  comes  —  and  this  is  sterling  sense: 
Then  perseverance,  never  to  decline 
The  chase  of  riches  till  the  prey  is  thine ; 
And  firmness  never  to  be  drawn  away 
By  any  passion  from  that  noble  prey— 
By  love,  ambition,  study,  travel,  fame. 
Or  the  vain  hope  that  lives  upon  a  name. 


O !  ye,  who  bask  in  Fortune's  son, 
And  Hope's  bright  garlands  wear,— 

Your  blessings  from  the  God  of  love 
Let  his  poor  children  share ! 


CfoUci 


Mn.HaIa 


FORTUNE-TELLERa 

A  hungry,  lean-foc'd  villain, 

A  mere  anatomy,  a  mountebank, 

A  threadbare  joggler,  and  a  fortune-teller ; 

A  needy,  hollow-eyed,  sharp4ooking  wretch, 

A  living  dead  man ;  this  pernicious  slave, 

FofMoth,  took  on  him  as  a  oonjurer; 

And  gaadng  in  mine  eyes,  foeling  my  pulse, 

And  with  no  face,  as  'twere,  ootfooing  me, 

Grieg  onti  I  wai  poasese'd. 

ShakB,  Camtdy  qf  JSrrm 

Pray  thee,  maiden,  hear  him  not  I 

Take  tboa  warning  by  my  lot* 

Read  my  acrall,  an«*  mark  thoa  all 

I  can  tell  thee  of  thy  thralL 
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Qaotfa  Hudibras,  the  atan  determine 
You  are  mj  prisoners,  bate  vermin ! 
C^uld  thoj  not  tell  yon  so,  aa  well 
As  what  I  came  to  know  ibretelT 
By  this  what  cheats  you  are  we  find, 
Hiat  in  your  own  concemji  are  blind. 

BiUUr'9  Hudibrtt9. 

Lady,  throw  back  thy  rwcn  hair. 
Lay  thy  white  brow  in  the  moonlight  bare, 
I  will  look  on  the  stars  and  look  on  thee, 
And  read  the  page  of  thy  dostiny. 

Mis9Landm. 


FRANCE. 

The  French  are  passing  courtly,  ripe  of  wit ; 
Kind  but  extreme  dissemblers.    You  shall  have 
A  Frenchman  ducking  lower  than  your  knee, 
At  the  instant  mocking  ev*n  your  very  shoe-ties. 

Ford. 

Gay  sprightly  land  of  mirth  and  social  ease, 
PleobM  witii  thyself,  whom  all  the  world  can  pleates. 

OoUUmiih'M  TntveUer, 

m 

Stadions  to  please,  and  ready  to  submit ; 
The  supple  Gaul  was  born  a  parasite. 

Jh,  JokMotC$  LmidmL 

71ie  sun  rises  bright  in  France, 
And  fair  sets  be. 

Aflmi  GiiRiitfi^'wnR. 

But  lot  Freedom  rejoice, 
With  her  heart  in  her  voice; 
But,  her  hand  on  her  sword. 
Doubly  shall  she  be  adored ; 
France  hath  twice  too  well  been  tanght 
The  **  moral  lesson**  dearly  bought— 
Her  safety  sits  not  on  a  throne^ 
With  Capet  or  Napoleon! 
But  in  equal  rights  and  laws, 
Hearts  and  hands  in  one  great  cause  — > 
Freedom  such  as  God  hath  given 
Unto  all  beneath  his  Heaven. 

o^friHiu 

Farewell  to  thee,  France !  when  thy  diadem  erown*d 

me 
1  made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of  earth,— 
But  thy  weakness  decrees  I  should  leave  as  I  Ibond 

thee, 
Di'r4Ly*d  in  thy  glory  and  sunk  in  thy  worth. 
Farewell  to  thee,  France !  but  when  Liberty  rsilies 
tmce  more  in  thy  regions,  remember  me  then  — 
'Pie  violet  still  grows  in  the  depths  of  thy  valleys, 
'niough  nvithcr'd,  thy  tears  will  imfi>ld  it  again. 

ByuHu 


Why  this  is  France? 

Nature  b  here  like  a  living  romance. 

Look  at  its  vines,  and  streams,  and  skies, 

Its  glowing  feet  and  dreamy  eyes ! 

*         *  BaOey*. 

I  hoard,  as  in  a  glorious  dream, 

A  clarion  thrill  the  startled  air. 
And  saw  an  answering  people  stream 

Through  every  noisy  thoroughfare. 
These  were  the  old,  whoso  hairs  were  fbw, 

Or  white  with  memory  of  the  ilays 
Of  ESgypt,  Moscow,  Waterloo,— 

And  now  they  sang  the  **  Maneillaise  !** 
Tlie  Bourbon*s  throne  was  trampled  dewn. 

And  France  no  longer  knelt ;  but  now. 
Struck  ^with  a  patriot's  hand  the  crown 

Fk-om  off  the  Orleans*  dotard  brow ;  — 
Relea8*d  from  slavery  and  tears 

She  rose  and  sang  fair  Freedom's  praise, 
Till  far  along  the  fUturt  years 

I  heard  the  swelling  "  Marseillaise  !** 

T.  Buchanan  Rial 

A  great  WMce  wakes  a  fiNPeign  land. 
And  a  mighty  murmur  sweeps  the  sea, 

While  nations  dumb  with  wonder  stand. 
To  note  what  it  may  be ;  -^ 

Tlie  word  rolls  on  like  a  hurricane's  breath-* 

**  DouM  with  the  tynnf  -^  come  life  or  death — 

France^  France  is  freer 

T.  Buchanan  Read, 


FREEDOM. 

Liberty !  Freedom  1  tyranny  is  dead ! 
<— Ron  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets 

8hak»,  JuUua  Camr^ 

And  what 
Made  thee,  all-honour'd,  honest  Roman  Brutus, 
With  the  arm*d  rest,  courtiers  of  beauteous  Free- 
dom, 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man? 

ShakM,  Antony  and  Cleopatra, 

Oh  give,  great  God,  to  Freedom's  waves  Id  ride 
Sublime  o*er  Conquest,  Avarice,  and  Pride, 
To  sweep  where    Pleasure   deeka   her  gail^ 

bowers, 
And  dark  Oppression   builds   her   thickribb^ 

towers. 
And  grant  that  every  sceptred  child  of  day, 
Who  cries  presumptuous,  **  Here  their  tides  sball 


stay 


II 


Swept  in  their  anger  fh>m  th*  affrighted  shore, 
With  all  his  creatures  sink  —  to  rise  no  more .' 
Wordauforik — DtaervBlttee  Skdcka. 


FREE-WILL. 
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—Slaves  who  once  conceive  the  glowing  thought 

CH  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 

All  that  the  contest  calls  for;— spirit,  strength, 

The  scorn  of  danger,  and  united  hearts, 

The  sorest  presage  of  the  good  thej  seek. 

Wordiworth, 

Stone  walls  do  not  a  prison  make, 

Nor  iron  ban  a  cage; 
Minds  innocent  and  quiet  take 

That  lor  an  heritage; 
If  I  have  freedom  in  my  love. 

And  in  my  soul  am  free, 
Angels  alone,  that  soar  above. 

Enjoy  such  liberty. 

Jjoodae€'^  To  AUhea^fimn  primm. 

What  art  thou,  Freedom  7    Ok !  could  slaves 

Answer  from  their  living  graves 

This  demand,  tyrants  would  flee 

Like  a  dream's  dim  imagery ! 

Thou  art  Justice — ne^er  for  gold 

May  thy  righteous  laws  be  sold. 

As  laws  are  in  England :  thou 

Shieldest  alike  high  and  low. 

Tboa  art  Peace— never  by  thee 

Would  blood  and  treasure  wasted  be. 

As  tyrants  wasted  them  when  all 

Leagued  to  quench  thy  flame  in  Gaul ! 

Hum  art  Love :  the  rich  have  kist 

Thy  feet,  and  like  him  following  Quist, 

Given  their  mibstance  to  be  free. 

And  through  the  worid  have  ftlk>w*d  thee. 

Shdley. 

U  *t  death  to  ftll  ibr  Freedom's  right? 
He  '0  dead  alone  who  lacks  her  light ! 

Better  to  dwell  in  Freedom's  hall. 
With  a  cold  damp  floor  and  mouldering  wall, 
Tlian  bow  the  head  and  bend  the  knee 
In  the  proudest  palace  of  slaverie. 

JIfoore. 

For  Freedom's  battle  ofl  begun, 

Beqoeath'd  from  bleeding  sire  to  son, 

ITioa^h  baffled  oft,  is  ever  won. 

Bynm*9  Cfiaour. 

In  the  long  vista  of  the  years  to  roll, 
JLef  me  not  see  my  country's  honour  fiide ; 

Oh !  let  me  see  our  land  retain  its  soul ! 
Har  pride  in  Freedom,  and  not  fVeedom's  shade. 

81m  of  the  moral  world !  effulgent  source 
Of  nian^a  best  wisdom  and  his  steadiest  force, 
Sool-eearching  Freedom !  here  assume  thy  stand. 
And  radiate  hcnoe  to  every  distant  land. 

JssI  Barlow, 


Stranger,  fine  flowers  in  ottr  vales  are  "ccn, 

With  a  dazzling  eye,  and  a  lovely  g^en.— 

They  scent  the  breath  of  the  dewy  mom : 

They  feed  no  worm,  and  they  hide  no  thorn. 

But  revel  and  glow  in  ourTKilmy  air; 

They  are  flowers  which  Freedom  hath  planted 

there. 

Mr$.  Sigeumey, 

Oh!  not  yet 
May'st  thoo  unbrace  thy  corslet,  nor  lay  by 
Thy  sword,  nor  yet,  O  Freedom !  close  tby  lids 
In  slumber;  for  thine  enemy  never  sleeps. 
And  thou  must  watch  and  combat,  till  the  day 
Of  the  new  Elarth  and  Heaven. 

BryanVo  Poenu, 

Freedom's  soil  hath  only  place 

For  a  free  and  fearless  race ! 

Whittier'o  Poenu. 

When  Freedom,  on  her  natal  day, 

Within  her  war-rock'd  cradle  lay, 

An  iron  race  around  her  stood, 

Baptiz'd  her  infant  brow  in  blood. 

And,  through  the  storm  that  round  her  sweit, 

Their  constant  ward  and  watching  kept. 

WhiUier'o  Poems 

Go  ring  the  bells  and  fire  the  guns. 

And  fling  the  starry  banner  out ; 

Shout  **  Freedom"  till  your  lisping  ones 

Give  back  their  cradle  shout. 

Whittiej^o  Poems. 

Oh,  joy  to  the  world !  the  hour  is  come. 

When  the  nations  to  freedom  awake, 
When  the  royalists  stand  agape  and  dumb, 

And  monarchs  with  tenor  shake ! 
Over  tho  walls  of  majesty 

**  Upbauim"  is  writ  in  words  of  fire. 
And  the  eyes  of  the  Ixmdsman,  wherever  they  be, 

Are  lit  with  wild  desire. 
Soon  sha}l  tho  thrones  that  b'ot  the  world. 
Like  the  Orleans,  into  the  dust  be  hurl'd, 
And  the  word  roll  on  like  a  hurricane's  breath. 
Till  the  fiirthest  slave  hears  what  it  saith  — 
ArUe,  oHm^  be  fru  .* 

7*.  Buthaman  Read, 


FREE  WILL. 

Ingrate,  he  had  of  me 
An  he  eould  have:  I  made  him  just  and  right. 
Sufficient  to  have  stood,  though  free  to  flilL 
Such  I  created  all  th'  ethereal  powers 
And  spirits,  both  them  who  stood,  and  them  vmv 

&U*d; 
Freely  they  stood  who  stood,  and  fell  who  fell 

Jftton'f  ParodUe  Iml 
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Tliey  therefore  M  to  right  boloogM, 
So  were  created,  nor  can  justlj  aocoM 
Their  Maker,  or  their  making,  or  their  &te, 
Ab  if  predestination  oTer«nil*d 
Their  will,  dispoe'd  by  aboolute  docreo 
Or  high  foreknowledge ;  thej  themtelvM  decreed 
Their  own  revolt,  not  I ;  if  I  foreknew* 
Foreknowledge  had  no  influence  on  their  fiinltS| 
Which  had  no  lest  proT*d  certain  tmlbrcknown. 

MHiam't  Parwdim  LmL 

God  made  thee  perfect,  not  immutable. 
And  good  he  made  thee,  but  to  persevere 
He  left  it  in  thj  pow'r ;  ordain*d  thy  will 
lly  nature  free,  not  over-rul'd  by  &te 
Inextricable,  or  strict  necessity. 

MiUam*$  PwdiM  ImL 

Our  voluntary  service  he  requires, 
Not  our  necessitated ;  such  with  him 
Finds  no  acceptance,  nor  can  find ;  for  how 
Can  hearts,  not  free,  be  tryM  whether  they  serve 
Willing  or  no,  who  will  but  what  they  must 
By  destiny,  and  can  no  other  choose  7 

MilUnCt  Paradise  Lott, 

Each  had  his  conscience,  each  his  reason,  will. 

And  understanding  for  himself  to  search, 

To  choose,  reject,  believe,  consider,  act ; 

And  Grod  proclaimM  from  heaven,  and  by  an  oath 

Confirmed,  that  each  should  answer  for  himself; 

And  as  his  own  peculiar  work  should  be 

Done  by  his  proper  sel^  should  live  or  die. 

PoUocl^B  Court  tf  Time, 

Free-will  is  but  necessity  in  play. 

The  clattering  of  the  golden  reins  that  guide 

The  thunder-footed  coursers  of  the  sun. 

•  Fesfst. 


BetOey, 


He  only  hath  free-will  whoee  will  is  fate. 


FRIENDSHIP. 

A  golden  treasure  u  the  tried  friend ; 
But  who  may  gold  from  oounterleks  defend? 
Trust  not  too  soon,  nor  yet  too  soon  mistrust: 
With  th'  one  thyself  with  th*  other  thy  friend  thou 

hurt*st, 
Who  twines  betwixt,  and  steers  the  golden  mean, 
Nor  rashly  loveth,  nor  mistrusts  in  vain. 

Mirror  for  Magietratee. 
For  alt  things,  friendship  excepted. 
Are  subject  to  fortune :  love  is  but  an 
Kye-worm  which  only  tickleth  the  head  'with 
f Topes  and  wishes :  friendship  *8  the  image  of 
iCtomity,  in  which  there  is  notMng 
Moveable  —  nothbtg  mischievous ;  as  much 


Difference  as  there  is  between  beauty 
And  virtue,  bodies  and  shadows,  colours 
And  life,  so  great  odds  is  there  between  lofe 
And  friendship. 

LUUf'e  £ndymtoa. 

When  adversities  flow, 

Then  love  ebbs :  but  friendship  standeth  stifily 

In  storms.    Time  draweth  wrinkke  in  a  fair 

Face,  but  addeth  f^mh  colours  to  a  fast 

Friend,  which  neither  heat,  nor  cold,  nor  mis'iy, 

Nor  place,  nor  destiny,  can  alter  or 

Diminish.    O  friendship^  of  all  things  the 

Most  rare,  and  therefore  most  rare,  beeauae  mo«' 

E2xcellent ;  whose  comforts  in  misery 

Are  always  sweet,  and  whose  counsels  in 

Prosperity  are  ever  fortunate. 

Vain  love !  that  only  coming  near  lo  friendship 

In  name,  would  seem  to  be  the  snme,  or  better, 

In  nature. 

LiUy*»  EndymioiL 

Friendship  is  constant  in  all  other  things, 
Save  in  the  office  and  affairs  of  love ; 
Therefore,  all  hearts  in  love  use  their  own  tongeea; 
Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  itself 
And  trust  no  agent :  for  beauty  is  a  vntch. 
Against  whose  charms  faith  melteth  into  blood. 

SkaU  Much  Ado. 

1  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness, 
And  show  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have : 
You  bear  too  stubborn,  and  too  strange  a  hand, 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  yon. 

Shake.  Jnliue  C«ssr. 

I  did  send 

To  yon  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 

Which  you  deny*d  me :  Waa  that  done  like  Cas- 

sius? 

Should  I  have  answered  Caius  Caesius  so? 

When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous, 

To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends, 

Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunder^bolts, 

Dash  him  to  pieces ! 

Ctfwr. 


Brutus  hath  riv'd  my  heart : 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friend's  infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Shake.  JtiUue  Cater. 

Give  him  all  kindness :  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends,  than  enemies. 

Shake.  JuUue  Cater. 

Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy  friend,  lago, 
If  thou  but  thlnk*st  him  wrong'd,  and  mak'st  hif 
ear 

A  stranger  to  thy  thooghfa. 

Shake.  OlhJtt^ 
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I  count  myself  ia  nothing  else  so  happy, 
As  in  a  soul  rememhVing  my  grood  friends ; 
And,  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  my  love, 
It  shall  be  still  thy  true  love's  reeompense. 

Shakt.  Richard  IL 

Dost  thou  hear  ? 
Snee  my  dear  sool  was  mistress  of  her  choice, 
And  could  of  men  distinguish  her  election, 
iSbe  hath  seal'd  thee  for  herself:  fiv  thou  hast  been 
As  one,  in  suffering  all,  that  suffers  nothing ; 
A  maa,  that  fortune's  buffists  and  rewards 
Hast  ta*en  with  equal  thanks. 

Shahs.  Hamlet. 

So,  gentlemen. 
With  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  yon : 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love,  and  friending  to  yoo, 

God  willing,  shaH  not  laok. 

Shaki.HmnkL 

The  friends  thoo  hast,  and  their  adoption  tried. 
Grapple  them  by  the  loul  with  hooks  of  steeL 

Shak9.  Hamlet. 

In  companions 
That  do  converse  and  waste  the  time  together. 
Whose  souls  do  bear  an  equal  yoke  of  love. 
There  needs  must  be  a  like  proportion 
Of  lineaments,  of  manners,  and  of  spirit 

Shaki.  Merchant  ef  Venice. 

The  dearest  friend  to  me,  the  kindest  man. 
The  best  emidition'd  and  unwearied  spkit 
In  doing  courtesies ;  and  one  in  whom 
Hie  ancieat  Roman  honour  more  appears^ 
Ulan  any  that  draws  breath  in  Italy. 

Shake.  Merchant  ef  Venice. 

Thikt  we  have  been  &miliar, 
Ingrate  fbrgetfulness  shall  poison,  rather 
Hian  pity  note  how  much.— Tfaerefbre,  be  gone. 

Shake. 


By  heaVn  I  cannot  flatter:  I  deQr 
The  tongues  of  soothers ;  but  a  braver  place 
In  my  hearts  love,  hath  no  roan  than  yourself; 
Nay,  task  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  lord. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Parti. 

Am  we  do  turn  our  backs 
From  oar  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave : 
So  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fiirtunes 
Slink  all  away :  leave  their  fiilse  vows  with  him. 
Like  empty  purses  pick*d ;  and  his  poor  8el( 
A  dedleated  beggar  to  the  air, 
With  his  disease  of  a]L«hunn*d  poverty. 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone. 

Shake.  T^on  of  Athena, 


Is  all  the  counsel  that  we  two  have  shar'd. 

The  sistcr^s  vows,  the  hours  that  we  have  spent, 

When  we  have  chid  the  hasty-fbotcd  time 

For  parting  us — O,  and  is  all  forgot? 

AH  scbooI-day*8  friendship,  childhood  innocence  7 

We,  Hermia,  like  two  artificial  gods. 

Have  with  our  needles  created  both  one  flower. 

Both  on  one  sampler,  sitting  on  one  cushion, 

Both  warbling  of  one  song,  both  in  one  key ; 

As  if  out  hands,  our  sides,  voices  and  minds 

Had  been  incorporate.    So  we  grew  together, 

Like  to  a  double  cherry,  seeming  parted. 

But  yet  a  union  in  partition. 

Two  lovely  berries  moulded  on  one  stem : 

So,  with  two  seeming  bodies,  but  one  heart 

Shake.  Midemnmer  Nightie  Dream. 

And  will  you  rend  our  ancient  love  asunder, 
To  join  "vrith  men  in  scorning  your  poor  friend  ? 
It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly : 
Our  sex  as  well  as  I  may  chide  you  for  it ; 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  the  injury. 

Shake.  Mideummer  Nighte  Dream, 

%       We  still  have  slept  together. 
Rose  at  an  instant,  learnM,  play*d,  eat  together ; 
And  wheresoe*er  we  went,  like  Juno's  swans. 
Still  we  went  coupled,  and  inseparable. 

Shake,  Ae  you.  like  it 

I  will  take  your  friendship  up  at  use. 

And  fear  not  that  your  profit  shall  be  small ; 

Your  interest  shall  exceed  your  principal. 

Tottmeur's  Atheiet^e  Tragedy 

True  happiness 
Consists  not  in  the  midtitode  of  friends, 
But  in  the  worth  and  choioe :  nor  would  I  have 
Virtue  a  popular  tegard  porsue ; 
Let  them  be  good  that  love  me,  though  but  few. 

Joneon^e  Cynthid'e  Reoele, 

Turn  him,  and  see  his  threads :  look,  if  he  be 
Friend  to  himself  that  would  be  friend  to  thee : 
For  that  is  first  required,  a  man  be  his  own ; 
But  he  that 's  too  much  that,  is  friend  to  none. 

Jenean*e  Underwood, 

Friendship  is  the  cement  of  two  muids^ 
As  of  one  man  tha  soul  and  body  is ; 
Of  which  one  cannot  sever  but  the  other 
Suffers  a  needfU  separation. 

Chapman^e  Revenge 

Friendship  Van  abstract  of  4ove*s  noble  flame, 

'T  is  love  refinM,  and  purg'd  fi^un  all  its  dfos» 

The  next  to  angel's  love,  if  not  tlie  same. 

As  strong  in  passion  is,  though  not  so  gross  • 

It  antedates  a  glad  eternity. 

And  is  a  heaven  in  epitome. 

Catherine  PhUipa 


192 


FRIENDSHIP. 


Lay  this  into  jronr  breast : 
Old  ft-icndfl,  like  old  swords,  still  are  trusted  best 

WA$ter'$  Duehe9$  ifMalfy. 

O  sammer  friendship, 
Whose  flattering^  loavps,  that  shadowM  us  in 
Our  prosperity,  with  the  least  gust  drop  off 
In  th*  autumn  of  adversity ! 

Ma$9mgtr*9  Maid  if  Jhrnmr, 

That  friendship's  raisM  on  sand, 

Whiph  ercry  sudden  fust  of  discontenty 

Or  flowing  of  our  passions,  can  change 

As  if  it  ne*cr  had  been. 

Jfissttiigvr* 

Essential  honour  must  be  in  a  friend. 
Not  such  as  every  breath  fiuui  to  and  fit>; 
But  born  within,  is  its  own  judge  and  end. 
And  dares  not  sin,  though  sure  that  none  should 

know. 
Where  friendship's  spoke,  h<Niesty*s  understood; 
For  none  can  be  a  friend  that  is  not  good. 

Catherine  Pmipe. 

A  friend  is  gold,  if  true,  he  *]1  never  leave  thee^ 
Vet  both,  witiiout  a  touchstone,  may  deceive  thee. 

BandolplL 

A  scason*d  friend !  no^  tainted  with  design ; 
Wiio  made  those  words  grow  useless  —mine  and 
tliinc.  CartwrighL 

X  do  here  entertain  a  friendship  with  thee, 
Shall  drown  the  memory  of  all  patterns  past; 
We  will  oblige  by  turns  and  that  lo  thick 
And  iast,  that  curious  studiers  of  it 
Shall  not  once  dare  to  cast  it  up,  or  say, 
Bf  way  of  guess,  whether  thou  or  I 
Remain  debtors  when  we  come  to  die, 

SueUing'a  AgUmnu 

Friendship**  an  empty  name,  made  to  deceive 
Those  whose  good  nature  tempts  them  to  believe ; 
Tiiere*s  no  such  thing  on  earth,  the  best  that  we 
Can  hopo  lor  here  is  &mi  neutrality. 

Tuke*»  Adventuret. 

fie  ought  not  to  pretend  to  friendship's  name. 
Who  reckons  not  himself  and  friend  the  same. 

Tuke^e  AdventureB, 
Friendehip  above  all  ties  does  bind  the  heart ; 
And  iaitli  in  friendship  is  the  noblest  part 

Earl  of  Orrery'e  Heruy  F. 

rrust  is  tlie  strongest  bond  upon  the  soul; 
That  sacrcil  lie  has  virtue  oft  begot; 
II  binds  where  His,  and  makes  it  where  *twaa  not 

Earl  ffOrrtnfe  Hemry  V. 

Acquaintance  I  would  have,  but  when*t  depends 
Not  on  tm*  nu:nbcr.  but  Ibe  choice  of  friends. 

Cstslsy. 


In  their  nonage,  a  sympathy 

Unusual  joinM  their  loves : 

They  pair'd  like  turtles ;  still  together  drank, 

Together  eat,  nor  quarreBM  for  the  ehoioe. 

Like  turning  streams  boCh  from  one  fountain 

fell. 
And  as  they  ran  still  mingled  smiles  and  tearii 

Xes*«  Cmear  Bargku 

I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  me : 

I  was  his  soul :  he  liv'd  not  but  in  me : 

We  were  so  close  witfiin  each  other's  breast, 

Hm  rivets  were  not  (bund  that  joinM  us  first 

lliat  does  not  reach  us  yet :  we  were  so  mix*d. 

As  meeting  streams— both  to  ourselves  we^ 

kst 

We  were  one  mass,  we  could  not  give  or  take, 

But  from  the  same :  lor  he  was  I ;  I,  hei 

Return  my  better  hal^  and  give  me  all  myself 

For  thou  art  all! 

If  I  have  any  joy  when  thou  art  absent, 

I  grudge  it  to  myself:  methinks  I  rob 

Thee  of  thy  part 

Drydea, 

Who  knows  the  joys  of  friendship  7 
The  trust,  security,  and  mutual  tenderness^ 
The  double  joys,  where  each  is  glad  lor  both  T 
Friendship  our  only  wealth,  our  last  retreat  and 

strength. 
Secure  against  ill-fbrtune  and  the  world. 

JZSMW. 

Thou  art  the  man  in  whom  my  soul  deUghts, 
In  whom,  next  heaven,  I  trust 

Rmoe*9  Lady  Jsne  Grty, 

Friendship's  the  privilege 
Of  private  men ;  for  wretched  greatness  knows 
No  blessing  so  substantial. 

TVrte's  Loyal  OeaeraL 

Friendship,  like  love,  is  but  a  name. 

Unless  to  one  you  stint  the  flame. 

The  child,  whom  many  fathers  share, 

Hath  seldom  known  a  fiither's  care. 

lUs  thus  in  friendships;  who  depend 

On  many,  rarely  find  a  friend. 

Gtf. 

Heaven  gives  us  friends  to  bless  the  prenent  soeus ; 
Resumes  them,  to  prepare  us  for  the  next 

Foimg's  Nigki  TTkmgkt, 

Oelestiol  happiness !  Whene'er  she  stoops 

To  vbit  earth,  one  shrine  the  goddess  finds, 

And  one  alone,  to  make  her  sweet  amends 

For  absent  heaven — the  boeom  of  a  friend. 

Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  soft, 

£!aoh  other's  pillow  to  repose  divine 

FawV- 
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AngeU  fiom  firienJBhip  gather  half  their  joy. 

Such  is  the  me  and  noble  end  of  firiendshipi 
To  bear  a  part  in  every  storm  of  ftte. 
And,  by  diyiding,  make  the  lighter  weight 

Higgon$'*9  GentrouM  Conqueror. 

Friendship  is  still  aceompanyM  with  virtue. 
And  always  lodg'd  in  great  and  gcn*rous  minds. 

Trap*§  AbramuU. 
The  friendahips  of  the  world  are  oft 
Confederacies  in  vicei  or  leagues  of  pleasure. 

Addi8on*»  Cato, 
Great  souls  by  instinct  to  each  other  turn, 
Demand  alliance,  and  in  friendship  bum. 

AddimmU  Campaign, 

Hianks  to  my  stars,  I  have  not  rangM  about 
The  wilds  of  life,  ere  I  could  find  a  friend  : 
Nature  first  pointed  out  my  brother  to  me. 
And  early  taught  me,  by  her  sacred  force. 
To  love  thy  person,  ere  I  knew  thy  merit. 
Till  what  was  mstinct  grew  up  into  friendship^ 
Ours  has  severest  virtue  for  its  basis. 
And  such  a  friendship  ends  not  but  with  life. 

juuuMonm 
You  11  find  the  ftiendship  of  the  world  a  show ! 
Mere  outward  show  I  H  is  like  the  harlot's  tears. 
The  statesman's  promise,  or  false  patriot's  aeal, 
Fall  of  fiur  seeraJng,  but  delusion  aU. 

Savagt^0  Sir  Tkomat  OtvrAiiry. 

I  have  too  deeply  read  mankind 
To  be  MBQB'd  vith  firieadship ;  H  is  a  name 
hxwmkitd  merely  to  betiay  credulity  : 
*Tis  intcrcoune  of  interest —  not  of  souls. 

Havants  Hegulu$, 
Friendship !  mysterious  cement  of  the  soul ! 
Sweet'ocr  of  life,  and  sokler  of  society  1 
I  osre  thee  much.  Thou  hsst  deserv'd  of  mo 
F&r»  Ikr  beyond  what  I  can  ever  pay. 
Oft  have  I  prov'd  the  labours  of  tliy  love : 
And  the  warm  efibrts  of  the  gentle  heart, 
Ansdoao  to  please. 

Blau*9  Orave, 
And  what  is  friendship  but  a  name, 

A  charm*  that  lulls  to  sleep ; 
A  ofaade  that  IbDows  wealth  or  fame. 
And  leaves  the  wretch  to  weep. 

Oold9mUh'9  HwmU. 
What  epeotre  can  the  chamel  send, 
So  dreadful  as  an  injnr'd  Oiend  7 

8coU'9  Rokeif. 

Friendship  is  no  plant  of  hasty  growth ; 
Tbo'  plsmted  in  esteem's  deep  fixed  soil, 
TftB  grradnal  cattare  of  kind  intercourse 
MiMt  hringH  to  perfection. 

Jmnna  BaClkU  De  Mtmtfird. 
N 


I  take  of  worthy  men^whate'er  they  give : 
Their  heart  I  gladly  take,  if  not,  their  hand ; 
If  that  too  is  withheld,  a  courteous  word. 
Or  the  civility  ol*  placid  looks. 

Joanna  BaiUWo  De  Montford 

He  who  will  not  give 
Some  portion  of  his  ease,  his  blood,  his  wealth. 
For  others'  good,  b  a  poor  frozen  churl. 

Joanna  Baillie^i  Ethoald. 

Unequal  fortune 
Made  him  my  debtcv  for  some  courtesies. 
Which  bind  the  good  more  firmly. 

Byron't  Doge  €f  Venico. 

What  is  friendship? — do  not  trust  her. 

Nor  the  vows  v^ch  she  has  uiade ; 
Diamonds  dart  their  brightest  lustre    ' 

From  a  palsy-shaken  head. 

Wordowortk. 

Fnendship  has  a  power 

To  soothe  affliction  in  her  darkest  hour. 

H.K.  WhiU 

Friend  afler  friend  departs ; — 

Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  7 

lliere  is  no  union  here  of  hearts 

Hist  hath  not  here  its  end. 

Montgmnery 

Thy  voice  prevails;  dear  friend,  my  gentle  friend ! 

This  long-shut  heart  fee  thee  shall  be  unseal'd. 
And  though  thy  loft  eye  mournfully  will  bend 

Over  the  troubled  stream,  yet  once  reveal'd 

Shall  its  freed  waters  flow. 

Mrs.  Hemana 

Not  to  the  grave,  not  to  the  grave,  my  soul. 

Follow  thy  friend  belov'd ! 

But  in  the  lonely  hour. 

But  in  the  evening  walk, 

Hiink  that  he  companies  thy  solitude ! 

SottMey 

With  a  declining  taste  for  making  friends. 
One's  taste  for  the  fittigue  of  pleasure's  past 

Knit  to  him 
The  hearti  he  opens  like  a  clasped  book. 

WUUo 
.  The  friend 
Who  smiles  when  smoothing  down  the  lonely 

couch. 
And  does  kind  deeds,  which  any  one  can  do 
Who  has  a  feeluig  spirit, — sudi  a  friend 

Heals  with  a  searching  balsam. 

PoreimL 
Oh  !  let  my  friendship  in  the  wreath, 

Hiough  but  a  bod  among  the  flowers, 
Its  sweetest  fragrance  round  thee  breathe* 
*Twill  serve  to  soothe  thy  weary  houra 

Mrs   W€U% 
17 
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There  are  a  thousand  nameless  ties. 

Which  only  snch  as  feel  thom  know ; 
Of  kindred  thoughts,  deep  sympathies, 

And  untold  fancy  spells,  which  throw 
0*cr  ardent  minds  and  ^ithftil  hearts 

A  chain  whose  charmed  links  so  blend. 
That  the  light  circlet  but  imparts 

Its  force  in  these  fond  words, — my  friend. 

Mr§.  JHnnies. 

Hie  bloMoms  of  passion, 

Gay  and  luxuriant  flbwers,  are  brighter  and  fuller 

of  fragrance; 

But  they  beguile  us  and  lead  us  astray,  and  their 

odour  is  deadly. 

LongfdXow'M  EvangeUne. 

Let  others  boast  them  as  they  may. 

Of  spirits  kind  and  true, 
Whose  gentle  words  and  loving  smiles 

Have  cheerM  them  on  life  through ; 
And  though  they  count  of  friends  a  host, 

To  bless  the  paths  they  *ve  trod, 

Tlicso  are  the  ones  have  lov*d  me  most, 

My  mother,  wife,  and  God ! 

Richard  Cos,  Jr, 


FUNERAL.— (See  Mourning.) 


FURY. 

Now  he  *11  outstare  the  lightning.    To  be  furious 
It  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear ;  and  in  that  mood 
The  dove  will  peck  the  estridge ;  and  I  see  still 
A  diminution  in  our  captain*s  brain 
Restores  his  heart :  when  valour  preys  on  reason, 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with. 

Shaks,  Antony  and  CU^patra. 


FUTURITY. 

O,  that  a  man  might  know 
Tlie  end  of  this  day's  business,  ere  it  come ! 
Bui  it  sufiiccth  that  the  da}'  will  end, 
And  then  the  end  is  known. 

Shaka.  JuUu»  Ca9ar, 

O  heaven !  that  one  might  read  the  book  of  ftte. 

Ana  see  the  revolution  of  the  times 

Atake  mountains  level,  and  the  continent. 

Weary  of  solid  firmness,  melt  itself 

Into  the  sea. 

Shaks,  Henry  IV.    Part  II. 

O,  if  this  were  seen, 
llie  happiest  youth — viewing  his  progress  through, 
VVhat  perils  past,  what  crosses  to  ensue  — 
Would  shut  the  book,  and  sit  him  down  and  die. 

Shake  Hniry  IV.    Part.  II. 


Beyond  is  all  abyss. 
Eternity,  whose  end  no  eye  can  reach. 

Millm*e  Paradiee  Lett 

Eternity,  that  puzzles  all  the  world 
To  name  the  inhabiUints  that  people  it; 
Eternity,  whose  undiscoverM  country 
We  fools  divide  before  we  come  to  sec  it. 
Making  one  part  contain  all  happiness. 
The  otlicr  misery,  then  unseen  Gghi  fitr  it: 
All  sects  pretending  to  a  right  of  choice. 
Yet  none  go  willingly  to  take  a  part 

AwM. 

Too  curious  man,  why  dost  thou  seek  to  know 
Events,  which,  good  or  ill,  foreknown,  are  woe; 
Th*  all-seeing  power  that  made  thee  mortal,  gars 
Thee  every  thing  a  mortal  state  should  ha\'c ; 
Foreknowledge  only  is  enjoyM  by  heaven ; 
And,  for  his  peace  of  mind,  to  man  forbidden : 
Wretched  were  life,  if  he  foreknew  his  doom ; 
Even  joys  foreseen  give  pJcasing  hope  no  room, 
And  griefs  assivM  are  felt  before  they  come. 

VrydetL 

Sure  there  is  none  but  fears  a  future  state ; 
And  when  the  most  obdurate  swear  they  do  net, 
llieir  trembling  hearts  belle  thoir  boasting  tongoea. 

Dryden'e  Sfonith  Friar. 

IXvines  but  peep  on  undisoover'd  worlds. 
And  draw  the  distant  landscape  as  thsy  please; 
But  who  has  e*er  return*d  from  those  bright  regions, 
To  tell  their  manners,  and  relate  their  laws? 

Dryden'e  Dan  Sebaetian. 

Eternity,  thou  pleasing  —  dreadful  thought! 
Thro*  what  variety  of  untry'd  beings. 
Thro*  what  new  scenes  and  changes  must  wc  pass? 
The  wide,  the  unbounded  prospect  lies  before  me; 
But  shadows,  clouds,  and  oarkness  rest  upon  it 

Addiaon't  Cato, 

Heaven  from  aU  creatures  hides  the  book  of  fatCf 
All  but  the  page  prescribed,  tlieir  present  state : 
From  brutes  what  men,  from  men  what  spirito 

know: 
Or  who  could  sufler  being  hero  below  7 
The  lamb  tliy  riot  dooms  to  bleed  to^^iay, 
Had  he  thy  reason  would  ho  skip  and  play  ? 
Pleas*d  to  the  last,  he  crops  the  flowery  fiiod,        | 
And  licks  the  hand  just  rais*d  to  shed  his  blood. 
Oh  blindness  to  tlie  future !  kindly  given, 
That  each  may  fill  the  circle  markM  by  heaven: 
WIio  sees  with  equal  eye,  as  God  of  all, 
A  hero  perish,  or  a  sparrow  fall. 
Atoms  or  systems  into  ruin  hurlM, 
And  now  a  bubble  burst,  and  now  a  world. 

Pepe*e  Eeeay  on  Men 
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Lo,  the  poor  Indian !  whose  nntutorM  mind 
Sees  God  in  cloads,  or  hears  him  in  the  wind ; 
His  son]  proud  science  never  taught  to  stray 
Par  as  the  solar  walk  or  milkj  way; 
Fet  simple  nature  to  his  hope  has  given. 
Behind  the  clond-topt  hill,  an  humbler  heaven ; 
Some  safer  world  in  depth  of  woods  embrac*d, 
Some  happier  island  in  the  watery  waste, 
Where  slaves  once  more  their  native  land  behold 
No  fiends  torment,  no  Christians  thirst  for  gold ; 
To  be,  contents  his  natural  desire, 
He  asks  no  angel's  wing,  no  seraph's  fire ; 
But  thinks,  admitted  to  that  equal  sky, 
His  faithful  dog  shall  bear  him  company. 

Fo^%  Enay  on  Man, 

See  dying  vegetables  life  sustain. 
Sec  life  dissolving  vegetate  again; 
All  forms  that  perish  other  forms  supply, 
By  tarns  we  catch  the  vital  breath  and  die ; 
Like  bubbles  on  the  sea  of  matter  borne, 
They  rise,  they  break,  and  to  that  sea  return. 
Nothing  is  foreign ;  parts  relate  to  whole ; 
One  all-eztending,  all.prcserving  soul 
Coonects  each  being,  greatest  with  the  least ; 
Made  beast  in  aid  of  man,  and  man  of  beast; 
All  serv'df  all  serving ;  nothing  stands  alone ; ' 
The  chain  holds  on,  and  where  it  ends  unknown. 

Pop^9  Enay  on  Mohl 

JBtemlty,  thou  awfbl  gulf  of  time, 
Tb\B  wide  creation  on  thy  surfiice  floats. 
Of  liffe— of  death — what  is — or  what  shall  be, 
I  nothing  know.    The  world  is  all  a  dream, 
The  eonscioQsness  of  something  that  ezists, 
Yet  is  not  what  it  seems.    Then  what  am  1 7 
I>eath  must  unfold  the  mystery ! 

Dow^9  Stthona, 

What  avails  it  that  indulgent  heaven 
From  mortal  eyes  has  wrapt  the  woes  to  come. 
If  we,  ingenious  to  torment  ourselves, 
Grow  pale  at  hideous  fictions  of  our  own  ? 
£njoy  the  present ;  nor  with  needless  cares 
Of  what  may  spring  frora  blind  misfortune's  womb, 
Appal  the  shortest  hour  that  life  bestows. 
Serene,  and  master  of  yourself^  prepare 
For  what  may  come ;  and  leave  the  rest  (o  heaven. 
Armttrtm^M  Art  </  Preserving  Health, 

Answer  me,  burning  stars  of  night ! 

Where  is  the  spirit  gone  7 
That  past  the  reach  of  human  sight, 

As  a  swift  breeze  hath  flown  7 
And  the  stars  answer'd  mc — **  we  roll 

In  light  and  po^er  on  high. 
But  of  the  never-dying  soul, 

Ash  that  which  cannot  die."  .    ■ 

ilf rti  Heman§'$  Poemt, 


Darkly  we  move,  we  press  upon  the  brink 

Haply  of  viewless  worlds,  and  know  it  not : 
Yes,  it  may  be,  tliat  nearer  than  wc  think 

Are  those  whom  death  has  parted  from  our  lot ! 

Mn.  Heman9'$  Poema. 
Let  me,  then  let  me  dream 

That  love  goes  with  us  to  the  shore  unknown ; 
So  o'er  the  burning  tear  a  heavenly  gleam 

In  mercy  shall  be  thrown. 

Mrs,  Hemans^i  Poems, 

Shall  I  be  lefl  forgotten  in  the  dust. 
When  fate,  relenting,  lets  the  flower  revive  ? 
Shall  nature's  voice,  to  man  alone  unjust. 
Bid  him,  though  doom'd  to  perish,  hope  to  live  7 
Is  it  for  this  fair  virtue  oil  must  stri\'o 
With  disappointment,  penury,  and  pain  ? 
No :  heaven's  immortal  springs  shall  yet  arrive, 
And  man's  majestic  beauty  bloom  again, 
Bright  through  tli'  eternal  year  of  love's  trium 
pliant  reign.  Beattie's  Minstrel 

We  shape  ourselves  the  joy  or  fear 

Of  which  the  coming  life  is  made. 

And  fill  our  Future's  atmosphere 

With  sunshine  or  with  shade. 

JTAtttier's  Poems 

There  is  no  hope — the  Future  wiU  but  turn 
The  old  sands  in  the  failing  glass  of  Time  ! 

R,  H,  Stoddard. 


GAMBLING. 

Hush,  pretty  boy,  thy  hopes  might  have  been  better  * 
'T  is  lost  at  dice,  what  ancient  honour  won ; 
Hard  when  the/at^  V^J*  away  the  son ! 

Shaks.  Yorkshire  Tragedy^ 

If  yet  thou  love  game  at  so  dear  a  rate. 
Learn  tliis,  that  hath  old  gamesters  dearly  cost ; 
Dost  lo6e7  I^se  up ;  Dost  win?  Rise  in  that  state  * 
Who  strive  to  sit  out  losing  hands  are  lost 

Herbert, 

Some  play  for  gain ;  to  pass  time,  others  play 
For  nothing ;  both  to  play  the  fool,  I  say : 
Nor  time  or  ooin  I'll  lose,  or  idly  spend  ; 
Who  gets  by  play,  proves  loser  in  the  end. 

Heath^s  Clarastella. 

Look  round,  the  wrecks  of  play  behold, 

Instates  dismember'd,  mortgaged,  sold;-^ 

Their  owners  now  to  jails  confin'd. 

Show  equal  poverty  of  mind. 

Gay^s  Fables 

A  night  of  fretful  passion  may  consume 
All  tliat  thou  hast  of  beauty's  gentle  bloom ; 
And  one  distemper'd  hour  of  sordid  fear 
Print  on  thy  brow  the  wrinkles  of  a  year. 

Shmridan  on  Femats  (jhmutMers 
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Oh,  toe  dear  pleasures  of  the  veWet  plain. 
The  painted  tablets,  dealt  and  dealt  again ! 

Cowper'9  Pragr€9$  e/  Error, 

Small  bUck-]0gg*d  aheep  devoor  with  hunger 

<een. 
The  mea(pre  herbage,  fleshless,  lank  and  lean ; 
Such,  o*er  thy  level  torf;  Nevmarket!  atraj. 
And  there,  with  other  bUck-legs,  find  their  pre/. 

Crtthbe. 


GENEROSITY. 

I  will  send  his  ransom. 

And,  being  enfiranchisM,  bid  him  come  to  me : 

*T  IB  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up. 

Bat  to  support  him  after. 

Shah,  Tbium  of  AAem, 

O,  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  but  a  word ; 
Were  it  all  yours,  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 

How  quickly  were  it  gone! 

Shako.  Timon, 

Whoee  breast,  too  narrow  for  her  heart,  was  still 
Her  reason's  throne,  and  prison  to  her  wilL 

Sir  W.  VavenanL 

Thou  can'st  not  reach  the  light  that  I  shall  find ; 
A  gen'rous  soul  is  sttosbine  to  the  mind. 

Sir  Robert  Howard, 

They  that  do 
An  act  that  does  deserve  requital, 
Pay  first  themselves  the  stock  of  such  content 

Sir  Robert  Howard. 

God  blesses  still  the  generous  thought. 

And  still  the  fitting  word  He  speeds, 

And  truth,  at  His  requiring  taught, 

He  quickens  into  deeds. 

WhiUier*o  Poemo. 


'    GENlUa 


Hme,  place,  and  action,  may  with  pains  be 

wrought. 
But  geniw  must  be  bom,  and  never  can  be  taught 

Dryden, 

Genius !  thou  gift  of  Heaven !  thou  light  divine ! 
Amid  what  daagers  art  thou  doomed  to  shine ! 
Oft  will  the  body's  weakness  check  thy  force. 
Oil  damn  tiiy  vigour,  and  impede  thy  course ; 
And  trembling  nerves  compel  thee  to  restrain 
Thy  aablc  efiorts,  to  contend  with  pain ; 
i  n  want  (sad  guest !)  will  in  thy  presence  come. 
And  breathe  around  her  melancholy  gloom ; 
1  o  life's  iow  cares  will  thy  proud  thought  confine, 
And  make  her  sufferings— her  impatience — thine. 

Crabbe. 


O  bom  of  heaven,  thou  child  of  magic  song! 
What  pangs,  what  cutting  hardships  wait  on  thee, 
When  thou  art  doom'd  to  cramping  poverty; 
The  pois'nous  sbafls  from  defamation's  tongue,— 
The  jeers  and  tauntings  of  the  blockhead  throng, 
Who  joy  to  see  thy  bold  exertions  fail ; 
While  hunger,  pinching  as  December's  gale. 
Brings  moody  dark  despondency  along. 
And  should'st  thou  strive  fiimc's  lofiy  mount  to 

scale. 
The  steps  of  its  ascent  are  cut  in  sand; 
And  half-way  up, — a  snake-scourge  in  her  hand, 
Lurks  pallid  envy,  ready  to  assail : 
And  last,  if  thou  the  top,  expiring  gain. 
When  fame  applauda,  thou  hearcst  not  the  strain. 

Robert  MiUhouoe  to  Gema^ 

One  science  only  will  one  genius  fit, 
So  vast  is  art,  so  narrow  human  wit 

Pofi^o  £M«y  om  CrtfidsM. 

Talents  angcl-bright, 
If  wanting  worth,  are  shining  instruments. 
In  false  ambition's  hand,  to  finish  faults 
Illustrious,  and  give  infancy  renown. 

Young's  Night  Thoughio, 

Genius,  the  Pythian  of  the  Beautiful, 
Leaves  its  large  truths  a  riddle  to  the  Du&— 
From  eyes  profane  a  veil  the  Iris  screens. 
And  fbok  on  fpols  still  ask— what  Hamlet  means? 

BuUpor'o  Poemo 

Obey 
Thy  genius,  for  a  minister  it  is 
Unto  the  throne  of  Fate.    Draw  to  thy  eottl. 
And  oentraliie  the  rays  which  are  around 
Of  the  Divinity. 

BoOey's  Feotmo. 

His  was  the  gifted  eye,  which  grace  stiU  iooch'd 

As  if  with  second  nature;  and  his  dreams. 

His  childish  dreams,  were  lit  by  hues  of  heaven— 

Those  which  make  Geniui. 

Mioo  Lattdenu 


They  say  that  he  has  genius.    I  bi|t  see 
Tliat  he  gets  wisdom  as  the  flower  got*  hue. 

While  others  hive  it  like  the  toiling  boe ; 
That  with  him  aU  things  beautiful  keep 

Wmo'o 


GENTLEMAN. 

Nor  stand  so  much  on  your  gentility. 
Which  is  an  airy,  and  mere  borrow'd  tUngt 
From  dead  men's  dust  and  bones;  and 

yours, 
Except  you  make,  or  hold  it  ^ 
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For  joor  behayionr,  let  it  be  ftee  and 

^dffligcnt;  Dot  clogg*d  with  ceremonj 

Or  ohsenr&ncc ;  gire  no  man  honour  bat 

Upon  equal  termii ;  for  look  how  much  thou 

Gi?*it  any  roan  above  that,  lo  much  thou 

Tak'st  from  tiiywlfl 

Chttpman^$  May  Day, 

He  that  bean  himself  like  a  {gentleman,  is 
Worth  to  have  been  bom  a  gentleman. 

Chapman*$  M^y  Dsy, 

Measure  not  thy  earria^  hy  any  man's  eye, 
Tliy  speech  by  no  man's  ear ;  but  be  resolute 
And  confident  in  doin||r  and  sayings ; 
And  this  is  the  grace  of  a  rigfht  ^ntleman. 

Chapman''$  May  Day. 

He  is  a  noble  ^ntkmaa ;  withal 

Happy  in  *s  endeavours :  the  gen*ral  voice 

Sounds  him  for  courtesy,  behaviour,  lan^foafe. 

And  ev*ry  fiiir  demeanour,  an  example : 

Titles  of  honour  add  not  to  his  worth; 

Who  is  himself  an  honour  to  his  title. 

John  Ford, 

I  never  crouchM 

To  th'  oflal  of  an  offico-promis'd 

Reward  for  long  attendance,  and  then  mist. 

I  read  no  diflference  between  this  huge. 

This  monstrous  big  word»  lord,  and  gentleman. 

More  than  the  title  sounds ;  lor  aught  I  learn, 

7^  latter  is  as  noble  as  the  first ; 

I'm  sure  more  ancient 

JoMk  Ford, 

I  do  pity  unlearned  gentlemen  on  a  rainy  day. 

XordFoZiUand. 

Who  misses  or  who  wins  the  prize  7 

Go,  lose  or  conquer  as  you  can ; 

But  if  you  ftil,  or  if  you  rise. 

Be  each,  pray  God,  a  gentleman. 

Anoiii 

Whom  do  we  dub  as  gentlemen?    The  knave, 

the  Ibol,  the  brute—- 
If  they  bat  own  fiill  tithe  of  gold  and  wear  a 

courtly  suit! 
The  parchment  scroll  of  titled  line,  the  riband  at 

the  knee. 
Can  still  suffice  to  ratify  and  grant  a  high  degree ! 

EUxa  Cook't  Poenu, 

Bat  nature,  with  a  matchless  hand,  sends  forth 

ker  nobly  bom. 
And  laughs  the  paltry  attributes  of  wealth  and 

rank  to  scorn; 
gba  moulds  with  care  a  spirit  rare,  half  human, 

half  divine. 

And  cries,  exulting,  <*  Who  can  make  a  gentle* 

■lan  like  mine?" 

Eliza  Cook'9  Poema, 


There  are  some  spirits  nobly  just,  unwarpM  by 

pelf  or  pride. 
Great  in  the  calm,  but  greater  still  when  dashM 

by  advene  tide;  — 
They  hold  the  rank  no  king  can  give,  no  station 

can  disgrace; 

Nature  puts  forth  her  gentleman,  and  monarchs 

must  give  place. 

EUta  09ok'9  Poenu, 


GHOST. 

But,  soft :  behold  !  lo,  where  it  comes  again ! 

I  '11  cross  it,  though  h  blast  me. —Stay,  illusion ! 

If  thou  hast  any  sound,  or  use  a  voice, 

Speak  to  me. 

Shake,  HaniUt, 

It  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  cock  crew. 
And  then  it  started  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fbarfiil  summons. 

Shake,  Hamlet 

Thrice  he  walkM, 
By  their  oppressed  and  fear-surprised  eyes, 
Within  his  trancheon's  length ;  whilst  they,  distillM 
Almost  to  jolly  with  the  act  of  fear, 
Stand  dumb  and  speak  not  to  him. 

&Mt8,HamUL 

Angels  and  ministers  of  grace,  defbnd  tis ! 

Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health,  or  goblin  damn*d. 

Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blasts  from 

hell. 

Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable. 

Thou  oom*st  in  such  a  questionable  shape. 

That  I  will  speak  to  thee. 

Shake.  HamUt, 

O,  answer  me : 

Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance !  but  tell. 

Why  thy  canonizM  bones,  hearsed  in  deatli. 

Have  burst  their  cerements  !  why  the  sepulchre. 

Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  in-ura*d. 

Hath  op*d  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws. 

To  cast  thee  up  again  7 

Shake.  HamUi 

What  may  this  mean. 
That  thou,  dead  corse,  again,  in  complete  steel, 
Kevisit'st  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  moon, 
Making  night  hideous ;  and  we  fools  of  nature. 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  disposition. 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  souls  I 
•  Shake.  Hamia, 

I  am  thy  fkther*s  spirit; 
DoomM  Ibr  a  certain  term  to  wafk  the  night 
And,  for  the  day,  confin*d  to  fast  in  fires. 
Till  the  fool  crimes,  done  in  my  days  of  narura. 

Are  burnt  and  purg'd  away 

Shake.  HandH 
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But  Bofl  I  rocthinki  I  soeot  the  morning  air ; 

Brief  let  me  be. 

ShaJc$,  HamUL 

Mj  hour  is  almost  oomc, 
Wlicn  I  to  sulphurous  «nd  lormentinfr  fl&me* 

Must  render  up  mjacIH 

8hak9,HamkL 

Save  me  and  hover  o*er  me  with  jour  wings. 
You  heavenly  guards !   What  would  your  gracious 
figure  7  Shakt,  HamUL 

Blood  hath  been  shed  ere  now,  i*  the  olden  time, 

Kre  human  statute  purged  the  gentle  weal ; 

Ay,  and  since  too,  murders  have  been  perfbrm*d 

Too  terrible  for  the  ear :  the  times  have  been. 

That  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would 

die. 

And  there  an  end :  but  now  they  rise  again. 

With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns, 

And  push  us  from  our  stools :  this  is  more  strange 

Than  such  a  murder  is. 

8hak$.  MaeheUL 

Thou  canst  not  say  I  did  it :  never  shake 

Thy  gory  locks  at  me. 

8kak9,  MMcheih. 

Avaunt!  and  quit  my  sight!  let  the  earth  bide 

thee! 
Thy  bones  are  marrowless,  thy  blood  is  cold ; 
Thou  hast  no  speculation  in  those  eyes 
Which  thou  dost  glare  with ! 

Shak$.  Macbdh. 

Why,  what  care  1 7  If  thou  canst  nod,  speak  too,— 
If  charnel-houses,  and  our  graves,  must  send 
Those  that  we  bury,  back,  our  monuments 
Shall  be  the  maws  of  kites. 

Shah.  Macbeth. 

Show  his  eyes  and  grieve  his  heart ; 
Come  like  sliadows,  so  depart 

Shakt.  Macbeth. 
Glendower, — ^I  can  call  spirits  fit>m  the  vasty  deep. 
HoUpur. — ^^Vhy,  so  can  I,  or  so  can  any  man : 
But  will  ihey  come  when  you  do  call  for  them  7 

Shake,  Henry  IV.    Part  J. 

Spirits  when  they  please 
C/an  either  sex  assume,  or  both ;  so  soft 
And  uncompounded  is  their  essence  pure. 

MiUon^e  Paradrn  Loot. 

All  heart  they  live,  all  head,  all  eye,  all  ear. 
Ail  intellect,  all  sense ;  and  as  they  please 
Tliey  limb  themselves,  and  colour,  khape  or  size 
AjBsume,  as  likes  them  best,  condense  or  rare. 

MiUou'e  Paradiee  LaH. 
fm.  spirits,  freed  fh>m  morta«  jiwa,  with  ease 
\Bsume  what  sexes  and  what  shapes  they  ]^ease. 

Pope'9  Rape  efthc  Lock. 


The  marshal  and  myself  had  cast 
To  stop  him  as  he  outward  past; 
But  lighter  tlian  tho  whirUwind*s  blasts 
He  vanishM  from  our  eyes, 
Like  sunbeam  on  the  billow  cast, 
Hiat  glances  but,  and  dies. 

Scolte  Jtfannioa 

O  speak,  if  voice  thou  hast ! 
Tell  me  what  sacrifice  can  soothe  your  spirits ; 
Can  still  the  unquiet  alccpcrs  of  the  grave : 
For  this  most  horrid  visitation  is 
Beyond  endurance  of  the  noblest  mind. 
In  flesh  and  blood  enrobM. 

Joamta  Baime'9  EOwald.   Pari  IL 

A  horrid  spectre  rises  to  my  sight. 
Close  by  my  side,  and  plain,  and  palpsble. 
In  all  good  seeming  and  close  circumstance, 
As  man  meets  man. 

Joamu  BaWu^e  EAwald.    Part  IL 

What  form  is  that— 
Why  have  they  laid  him  there  7 
Plain  in  the  gloomy  depth  ho  lies  bcfiire  me : 
The  cold  blue  wound  whence  blood  hath  ceased  to 

flow. 
The  stormy  clenching  of  the  bared  teeth — 
The  gory  socket  that  the  balls  have  burst  from<— 
I  see  them  all- 
It  moves— it  moves- it  rises — it  comes  on  me. 

MaturWe  Bertram. 

He  shodderM,  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cowers 
When  he  canU  tell  what  His  that  doth  appoL 
How  odd  a  single  hobgoblin*8  nonentity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  a  whole  host^s  identity  I 

ByroK 

Speak  to  me ! 
For  I  have  callM  on  thee  in  the  still  night. 
Startled  the  slumbering  birds  from  the  hushM 

boughs. 
And  woke  the  mountain  wolves,  and  made  the 

caves 
Acquainted  with  thy  vainly  echoed  name» 
Which  answer'd  me — many  things  answered  nk&— 
Spirits  and  men — but  thou  Wert  silent  alL 

Byrmu 

What  is  here 
Which  look  like  death  in  life,  and  speak  like  things 
Born  era  this  dying  world  7  They  come  like  clouds. 

Byron*9  Heaven  and  Marik, 

Ghostly  mother,  keep  aloof 

One  hour  longer  from  my  soul— 
For  I  still  am  thinking  of 

Earth's  warm  beating  joy  and  dols. 

MItmBmrratL 
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Mother,  mother,  thou  art  kind. 

Thou  art  standing  in  the  room,—- 
In  a  molten  glory  shrink, 

'Diat  rays  off  into  tlie  gloom ! 

Bat  thy  amilc  is  bright  and  bleak, 

Like  cold  waves  —  I  cannot  speak : 

I  sob  in  it,  and  grow  weak. 

Mis$  Barrett 

And  now  the  mist  seems  taking  shape. 

Forming  a  dim,  gigantic  ghost, — 

Enormous  thing ! — There  *8  no  escape ; 

*T  is  close  upon  the  ooast ! 

Dana*$  Bueeanear, 

To-night  the  charmed  number's  told ; 

**  Twice  have  I  come  for  tlice,**  it  said, 
*'Once  more,  and  none  shall  thee  behold. 

Come  !  live  one  to  the  dead  !^' — 
So  hears  his  soul,  and  fears  the  coming  night; 
Tet  sick  and  weary  of  the  soil  calm  light 

Dana^B  Buccaneer. 
If  the  spirit  ever  gazes. 

From  its  joumcyings  back ; 
If  tiie  immortal  ever  traces 

0*cr  its  mortal  track ; 
Wilt  thou  not,  O  brother,  meet  \jb 

Sometimes  on  our  way. 

And  in  hours  of  sadness  greet  us. 

As  a  spirit  may  7 

WhiUier*9  Poemt 


GIFTS. 

Win  her  with  gifts,  if  she  respect  not  words ; 
Dumb  jewels  often,  in  their  silent  kind, 
M(»e  quick  than  words  do  move  a  woman*s  mind. 

Shak$,  Tufo  Genitemen  if  Venma. 

Wear  ihm  lor  me ;  one  out  of  suits  with  fortune ; 

That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  hand  lacks 

means.  Shakepeare. 

She  priae*  not  such  trides  as  these  are : 

The  gifts  she  looks  from  me  are  packM  and  lock*d 

Up  in  my  heart,  which  I  have  given  already. 

But  not  delivcrM, 

Shake,  Winter's  Tale. 

HamUU  —  I  never  gave  you  aught 

Ophdia,  —  My  honour'd  lord,  you  know  right  well, 

you  did; 
And  with  them,  words  of  so  sweet  breath  compoa'd 
As  made  the  things  more  rich :  their  perfume  lost, 
Take  these  again ;  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  giSia  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind. 

Shake.  HamieL 

They  are  the  noblest  benefits,  and  sink 
Deepest  in  man ;  of  which  when  he  doth  think. 
Hie  memory  delights  him  more,  from  whom, 

Una  what  he  hath  receivM. 

JonemCe  Underwood. 


In  alms,  regard  tliy  means,  and  others*  merit ; 
Think  heaven  a  better  bargain  than  to  give 
Only  tliy  single  market-monoy  for  it ; 
Join  hands  with  God ;  to  make  a  poor  man  live. 

Beaumont  and  Flelehet. 

flowers  are  all  the  jewels  I  can  give  thee. 

Mi$e  Landon, 

1  had  a  seeming  friend ;  —  I  gave  him  gifls,  and 

he  was  gone; 
I  had  an  open  enemy ; — I  gave  him  gifts,  and  won 

him.  Tupper'e  Prcnerbial  PhUoeophy. 

Policy  counsclleth  a  gift,  given  wisely  and   in 

season. 
And  policy  afterwards  approvcth  it,  for  great  is 

the  influence  of  gifts.  Tupper, 

Why  shouldst  thou  hold  thy  tenderness  aside 
From  all  thy  lavishmcnt  of  other  gifts  7 

Ifrt.  E.  Oakee  Smith, 


GLORY. 

I 

Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water. 

Which  never  coascth  to  enlarge  itself 

Till  by  broad  spreading,  it  disperse  to  nought 

Shake.  Henry  VI.    PaH  I 

Glories,  like  glow-worms,  afar  off  shine  bright ; 
But  lookM  too  near,  have  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Webeter'e  Ducheee  of  Malfy. 

For  this  world's  glory 
Is  figur*d  in  the  moon ;  they  both  wax  dull, 
And  suffer  their  eclipses  in  the  fulL 

Aleyn^e  Creeeey 
Glory,  like  time,  progression  does  require ; 
When  it  does  cease  t*  advance,  it  does  expire. 

Earl  of  Orrery. 

If  glory  was  a  bait  that  angels  swaIlow*d, 
How  then  should  souls  allied  to  sense  resist  it ! 

Dryden^e  Aurent^te. 

Real  glory 

Springs  from  the  silent  conquest  of  ourselves  * 

And  without  that  the  conqueror  is  naught 

But  the  first  slave. 

Thomeon'e  Sophomeba 

What  is  glory?  —  in  the  socket 
See  how  dying  tapers  flare! 


Wordeioortk. 


What  is  glory  f    What  is  fame  7 
The  echo  of  a  long-lost  name ; 
A  breath,  an  idle  hour's  brief  talk ; 
The  shadow  of  an  arrant  naught; 
A  flower  that  blossoms  for  a  day. 

Dying  next  morrow; 
A  stream  that  hurries  on  Its  way. 

Singing  of  sorrow. 


MotherwdTo  Poeme 
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GLUTTONY -GOD, 


llie  secret  enemy  whoee  sleeplen  eye 
Stands  sentinel,  avenger,  jnd^  and  spy, 
The  fbc,  the  fool,  the  Jealous  and  the  vain, 
The  cnvioos  who  but  breathe  in  othen*  pain, 
Behold  the  host !  delighting  to  deprave, 
Who  track  the  steps  of  glory  to  the  grave. 

Our  glories  float  between  the  earth  and  heaven 
Like  clouds  tliat  seem  pavilions  of  the  son. 
And  are  the  playthings  of  the  casual  wind. 

BtJtser't  Riehfdieu. 

Before  I  knew  thee,  Mary, 
Ambition  was  my  angeL    I  did  hear 
For  ever  its  witch'd  voices  in  mine  ear ; 

My  days  wore  visionary  — 
My  nights  were  like  tlie  slumbers  of  the  mad  — 
And  every  dream  swept  o*er  me  glory^lad. 

WmiM'9  Poemt, 

Would  I  were  in  some  lonely  desert  bom, 
And  'ncath  the  sordid  roof  my  being  drew ; 

Were  nurs*d  by  poverty  the  most  forlorn. 
And  ne*er  one  ray  of  hope  or  pleasure  knew; 

Then  had  my  soul  been  never  taught  to  rise. 
Then  had  I  never  dream*d  of  power  or  fiune ; 

No  pictured  scene  of  bliss  deceiv'd  my  eyes, 

Nor  glory  lighted  in  my  breast  its  flame. 

PereitdL 


GLUTTONY. 

And  by  his  side  rode  loathsome  gluttony. 
Deformed  creature,  on  a  fllthy  swine ; 
His  belly  was  up-blown  with  luxury. 
And  eke  with  fatness  awoUen  were  his  eyne. 

Sptfuer'9  Faity  Qveeii. 

Whose  life  *s  the  table  and  the  stage, 
He  doth  not  spend,  but  lose  his  age. 

KUUgmo't  Coiupimeif* 

Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates ;  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankrupt  quite  the  wits. 

Shak$.  Lao^M  Labour. 

Make  less  thy  body  hence,  and  more  thy  graee : 
Leave  gormandizing. 

Shaka.  Haury  IV.    Part  II. 

For  swinish  gluttony 
NeVr  looks  to  heaven  amidst  his  gorgeous  feast ; 
Hut  with  besotted,  base  ingratitude 
i  'rams,  and  blasphemes  his  feeder. 

MiUonU  Ctmuu. 

Soinc,  as  thou  saw^st,  by  violent  stroke  shall  die, 

|{y  fire,  flood,  famine,  by  intemp*rance  more 

III  meats  and  drinks,  which  on  the  earth  shall 

bri&g 

I  diseases  dire. 

Jtfi2Ston*t  PanUUM  LotL 


The  tankards  foam ;  and  the  strong  table  grosna 

Beneath  the  smoking  sirloin,  stretched  immense 

From  side  to  side,  in  which  with  desperate  knife 

They  deep  incisions  make. 

TAsmssn 

Prompted  by  instincfs  never«ernng  power, 

Elach  creature  knows  its  proper  aliment; 

But  man,  th*  inhabitant  of  every  clime. 

With  all  the  commonera  of  nature  feeds. 

Directed,  bounded,  by  this  power  within. 

Their  cravings  are  well  aim*d :  volnpUioua  man 

Is  by  superior  feculties  misled ; 

Misled  fh>m  pleasure  even  in  quest  of  joy : 

Sated  with  nature*s  boons,  what  thousands  seek. 

With  dishes  tortor'd  from  their  native  taste. 

And  mad  variety,  to  spur  beyond 

Its  wiser  will  the  jaded  appetite ! 

Is  this  fer  pleasure  ?  learn  a  juster  taste ! 

And  know  that  temperance  is  true  luxury. 

Armabrong*$  Art  pf  Prturoing  HeaUk 

Beyond  the  sense 
Of  light  reflection,  at  the  genial  board 
Indulge  not  often ;  nor  protract  the  feast 
Tu  dull  satiety ;  till  soft  and  slow 
A  drowsy  death  creeps  on  th*  expansive  soul, 
Oppresa'd  and  smotherM  the  celestial  fire. 

Armitrong^w  Art  qfPre9erving  HeaUk, 

Some  men  are  bom  to  feast,  and  not  to  fight ; 
Whose  sluggish  minds,  e'en  in  fair  honour's  field, 
Still  on  their  dinner  turn— 
Let  such  pot-boiling  varlets  stay  at  home. 
And  wield  a  flesh-hook  rather  Uian  a  sword. 

Joanna  BaiUWw  BomU. 


GOD. 

God,  who  oft  descends  to  visit  men 

Unseen,  and  through  their  habitations  walks 

To  mark  their  doings. 

JtfiZronV  Paradise  La$L 

To  God  more  glory,  more  good  wxU  to  men 

From  God,  and  over  wrath  shall  grace  abound. 

MiUon*9  Pandiae  LmL 

When  God  reveals  his  march  through  Nature*B 

night. 

His  steps  are  beauty,  and  his  presence  light. 

•fiaifies  montgoatfTjf» 

Spirit !  whose  life^ustaining  presence  fills 
Air,  ocean,  central  depths,  by  man  untried. 
Thou  fer  thy  worshippers  hast  sanctified 
All  place,  all  time !    The  silence  of  the  hills 
Breathes  veneration :  —  founts  and  choral  rills 
Of  Thee  are  murmuring :  —  to  its  inmost  glade 
Tlie  living  ferest  with  Thy  whisper  thrills, 
And  there  is  holiness  in  every  shade. 

Ifrs.  Hemana^a  Pcema. 


GOLD. 
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God  Off  Ay  fathers !  holy,  Jiut,  and  good ! 
My  God  t  my  Father !  my  nnfailing  Hope ! 
Jehovah !  let  the  mcense  of  thy  praise. 
Accepted,  burn  before  thy  mercy^seat ; 
And  let  tiiy  preaence  bum  both  day  and  night 

PoOoek'M  Cifune  ef  Time, 

Maker !  Preaenrer !  my  Redeemer !  God ! 
Whom  have  I  In  the  heavens  but  Thee  alone  7 
On  earth  bat  Thee,  whom  ahooM  I  praise,  whom 

love? 
For  thou  hast  brought  me  hitherto,  upheld 
By  thy  omnipotence ;  and  from  thy  grace, 
Unbonght,  unmerited,  tliough  not  unsought — 
Tlie  wells  of  my  salvation,  hast  refrcshM 
My  spirit,  watering  it  at  morn  and  eve. 

PoUoek't  Cifurte  of  Time, 

Thy  great  name 
In  all  its  awful  brevity,  bath  nought 
Unholy  breeding  it,  but  doth  bless  ' 
fiather  the  tongue  that  uses  it ;  fbr  me, 
I  ask  no  higher  office  than  to  ffing 
My  spirit  at  thy  feet,  and  cry  thy  name, 

God !  through  eternity. 

BaUey't  Featu$. 

Dear  Lord,  our  God  and  Saviour !  for  Thy  gifls 

The  world  were  poor  in  thanks,  though  every  soul 

1^'ere  to  do  nought  but  bceathe  them,  every  blade 

Of  grass,  and  every  atomic  of  earth 

To  utter  it  like  dew. 

BatZey*s  Festiu, 

Plraise  to  our  Fkther-— God, 

High  praise  in  solemn  lay. 
Alike  for  what  his  hand  hath  given. 

And  what  it  tahes  away. 

Mn.  Sigouneif. 

Ooe  hymn  more,  O  my  lyre ! 

Praise  to  the  God  above. 

Of  joy  and  life  and  love 
Sweeping  Its  strings  of  fire. 

WhUtier*9  Poem. 

The  hand  of  God 
Hmm  writlen  legibly  that  man  may  know 
Tbe  glory  of  the  Maker. 

Henry  Wars,  Jr, 

AH  tluDgs  that  are  on  earth  shall  wholly  pass  away, 
ftiiwpt  tha  kwe  of  God,  which  shall  live  and  had 
foraysi. 

Brysftf't  Po$m$. 

The  depth 
Of  gUmy  in  the  attributes  of  God, 
WiU  BMSiare  the  eapacities  of  mind ; 
And  mm  the  angels  differ,  wlU  the  ken 
Of  gifted  spirits  glorify  Him  more. 

WiU»9*9  Poemo, 


GOLD. 

*T  is  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill*d,  and  saves  th« 

thief; 
Nay,  sometimes,  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man : 

what 

Can  it  not  do,  and  undo  7 

Shake.  Cyrnhdine. 

O  then  sweet  king-killer,  and  dear  divorce 

Twizt  natural  son  and  sire !  thou  bright  defiler 

Of  hymen's  purest  bed !  thou  valiant  Mars ! 

Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  lov*d,  and  delicate  wooer* 

Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow. 

That  lies  on  Dian*s  lip !  tliou  visible  god, 

That  solder*st  close  impossibilities, 

And  makVt  them  kiss !  and  speak'st  with  every 

tongue^ 

To  every  purpose ! 

Shake,  Timon  cf  Atheru. 

Why  this 
Will  buy  your  priests  and  servants  from  your  sides ; 
Pluck  stout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads : 
This  yellow  slave 

Will  knit  and  break  religions;  bless  the  accursM; 
Make  the  boar  leprosy  ador*d ;  place  tliicves, 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation. 

With  senators  on  the  bench. 

Shake  Timon  n^  AOieoie. 

For  this  the  fbolish,  over-careful  fktJiers 

Have  broke  their  sleep  with  thoughts,  their  brain 

with  care. 
Their  bones  with  industry. 

ShaJkM.ntnrylV.    Part  Ih 

That  broker,  that  still  breaks  the  pate  of  faith. 
That  daily  break-vow ;  he  that  wins  of  all. 
Of  kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids. 

Shake.  King  John, 

There  is  thy  gold ;  worse  poison  to  men's  souls. 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathsome  world 
Than  these  poor  compounds  that  thou  may'st  not 

seU: 
I  sell  thee  pois<m,  thou  hast  sold  me  none. 

.  Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

How  quickly  nature 
Falls  to  revolt,  when  g<Jd  beoomes  her  object ! 

8kak9.  Homy  IV.   Part  D 
O,  I  cry  your  mercy : 
There  is  my  purse,  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine. 

Shake.  Richard  W 

Gold  IS  the  strengtli,  the  sinews  of  the  world  * 
Hie  health,  the  soul,  the  beauty  most  divmo ; 
A  mask  of  gold  hides  all  deformities ; 
Gold  is  heaven's  physic,  lifo's  restorative. 
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GOODNESS. 


Can  gold  calm  paitsion,  or  make  reason  shine  7 
Can  wo  dig  peace,  or  wisdom,  from  the  mine  7 
Wifidoin  to  gold  prefer:  for  His  much  less 
To  make  our  fortune,  than  our  happiness. 

Young. 

To  purchase  heaven  has  gold  the  power? 
Can  (Told  remove  tlie  mortal  hour  7 
In  life  (um  love  be  bought  with  gold  7 
Are  fricndfiliip^s  pleasures  to  be  sold  7 
No  —  all  that's  worth  a  wish  —  a  thought, 
Fair  virtue  gives  unbribM,  unbought 
Cease  then  on  trash  thj  hopes  to  bind, 
Let  nobler  views  engage  thj  mind. 

Dr.  Johnton. 

But  scarce  observed,  the  knowing  and  the  bold. 
Fall  in  the  genVal  massacre  of  gold ; 
Wide  wasting  pest !  that  rages  unconfin'd. 
And  crowds  with  crimes  the  records  of  man- 
kind : 
For  gold,  his  sword  the  hireling  ruffian  draws, 
For  gold  the  hireling  judge  distorts  the  laws ; 
Wealth,  heapM  on  wealth,  nor  truth  nor  safety 

buys. 
The  dangers  gather  as  the  treasures  rise. 

Dr.  Johiuoh'9  Vanity  ff  Human  Wi$hi», 

Judges  and  senates  have  been  bought  for  gold ; 
Esteem  and  love  were  never  to  be  sold. 

Pope*9  EtULy  en  Man. 

For  gold  the  merchant  pbughs  the  main, 

The  farmer  ploughs  tlie  manor. 

Bwm$, 

Thou  more  than  stone  of  the  philosopher ! 
Thou  touchstone  of  philosophy  herself! 
Thou  bright  eye  of  the  mine  !     Thou  lode-star  of 
Tlie  soul !     Thou  true  magnetic  pole,  to  which    . 
All  hearts  point  duly  north,  like  trembling  needles. 

Myron. 

'Hie  plague  of  gold  strikes  far  and  near,  — 

And  deep  and  strong  it  enters ; 
Our  thoughts  grow  blank,  our  words  grow  strange, 

We  cheer  the  pale  gold-diggers^  — 
Each  soul  is  wortli  so  much  on  'change, ' 

And  mark'd,  like  sheep,  with  figures. 

jtftsi  Barrett. 

O,  knew  I  the  spell  of  gold, 

I  would  never  poison  a  fresli  young  heait 

With  the  taint  of  customs  old. 
7  would  bind  no  wreath  to  my  forehead  ftee, 

In  whose  shadow  a  thought  might  die. 
Nor  drink,  from  the  cup  of  revelry. 

The  ruin  my  fo\A  would  buy. 

Wtttw'f  Poem: 

iHirs  18  the  land  and  age  of  gold. 

And  oun  the  hallow*d  time. 

(?fvmnQs  ireOsfi. 


Gold !  gold !  In  all  ages  the  curse  of  mankind. 
Thy  fetters  are  forged  fer  the  soul  and  the  mind  * 
The  limbs  may  be  free  as  the  wings  of  a  bird, 
And  the  mind  be  the  slave  of  a  look  and  a  word. 
To  gain  thee,  men  barter  eternity's  crown. 
Yield  honour,  afiectioo,  and  lasting  renown. 

Park  Bei^emm. 

Searcher  of  gold,  whose  days  and  nighta 
AU  waste  away  in  anxious  care. 
Estranged  from  all  of  life's  delights, 
Unlcarn'd  in  all  that  is  most  fair— 
Who  sailest  not  with  easy  glide. 
But  delvcst  in  the  depths  of  tide. 
And  strugglest  in  the  foam ; 
O !  come  and  view  this  land  of  graves. 
Death's  northern  sea  of  frozen  waves. 

And  maf  k  tlice  out  thy  home. 

J.  O.  RodmdL 


*      GOODNESS. 

Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodness  never  fearfuL 

Shak$.  Mea.for  Mm, 

There  is  some  soul  of  goodness  in  things  evil. 
Would  men,  observingly,  distil  it  out 

ShUa.  Henry  IV. 

It  is  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  say  well. 

And  yet  words  are  not  deeds. 

ShakB.  Henry  VII L 

Goodness  is  beauty  in  its  best  estate. 

Marhiee. 

But  sacred  wisdom  doth  apply  thst  good. 
Which  simple  knowledge  barely  understood. 

Qiiarles. 
The  soul 
Is  strong  that  trusts  in  goodness  and  shows  clearly 
It  may  be  trusted. 


Tlie  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  his  fate. 

Is  privileged  beyond  the  common  walk 

Of  virtuous  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  heaven. 

Yommg, 
Some  there  are 
By  their  good  deeds  exalted,  lofly  minds 
And  meditative  authors  of  delight 
And  happiness,  which  to  the  end  of  time 

Will  live  and  spread  and  flourish. 

Wardnomik, 

The  good  man  may  be  weak,  be  indolent. 
Nor  is  his  claim  to  riches,  but  content. 
And  grant  the  bad  what  happiness  he  would ; 
One  he  must  want,  which  is, — to  pass  for  good. 

Pope^e  JSssay  on  Mem, 
Good, 
Only,  is  j^eat,  and  generous,  and  froitiril. 

Bailey'M  Featmi. 
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However  it  be,  it  seems  to  me 

T  is  only  noble  ir>  be  good  i 

Kind  hearts  are  more  than  coronets. 

And  simple  faith  than  Norman  blood. 

Tennyson* 

Angels  are  round  the  good  man,  to  catch  the  in- 
cense of  his  prayers, 

And  they  fly  to  minister  kindness  to  those  ibr 
whom  he  plcadeth. 

Tupper'^M  Proterhial  PhUotophj, 

See  the  lone  wanderer,  'mid  the  wastes  of  death, 
'  Rejoicing  hails  the  Alpine  blossom's  breath, — 
As,  ^laddering  at  the  glacier's  awful  power, 
He  seeks  the  beauty  of  the  meek^y*d  flower. 
And  there  reposes  in  a  stcdfast  trust 
That  on  the  plant  no  avalanche  storm  will  burst 
What  kindles  thus  his  faith,  and  calms  his  fears  7 
llie  seal  of  love  and  hope  the  blossom  bears ; 
Though  round  him  heave  a  dark  and^  frozen  flood. 
One  thought  is  peace,  is  safety — *God  is  good !' 
Nor  could  the  wanderer  idly  turn  away ; 
His  lip  might  move  not,  but  his  heart  would  pray; 
And  he  would  gather,  in  that  musing  hour. 
Amid  those  trophies  of  Jehovah's  power. 
New  strength  of  soul,  a  grander  scope  of  thought. 
His  mind  to  nobler  purpose  would  be  wrought. 
And  feel  and  own,  in  this  calm,  solemn  mood. 
That 't  is  man's  highest  glory  to  be  good ! 

Mn.  Hale's  Conwtantia, 

Man  should  dare  all  things- that  he  knows  is  right. 
And  fear  to  do  no  act  save  what  is  wrong; 

Bbt,  guided  safely  by  his  inward  light, 
And  with  a  permanent  belief,  and  strong. 

In  Him  who  is  our  Father  and  our  Friend, 

Hb  should  walk  stedfastly  unto  the  end. 

Fhabe  Carey, 

The  words  which  thou  hast  utterM 
Are  of  thy  soul  a  part. 

And  the  good  seed  thou  hast  scatter'd 

li  springing  from  the  heart 

WhUtier's  Poems. 

And  while  "Lord,  Lord  I"  the  pious  tyrants  cried. 

Who  in  the  poor  their  Master  crucified, 

JJis  daily  prayer,  far  bettor  understood 

In  acts  than  words,  was  simply  doing  good. 

WkUtier's  Poomo. 

GOSSIP.— (See  Scandal.) 


GOVERNMENT. 

• 

Sorwork  the  honey-bees, 
Greatores,  that  by  a  rule  in  nature  teach 
art  of  order  to  a  peopled  kingdom. 
liave  a  king,  and  officers  of  sorts, 


Where  86me,/likc  magistrates,  correct  at  home; 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad ; 
Others,  like  soldiers,  armed  in  their  stings. 
Make  boot  upon  the  summer's  velvet  buds. 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 
To  the  tent  royal  of  their  emperor  • 
Who,  busy'd  in  his  tent,  surveys 
The  singing  mason  building  roofs  of  gold ; 
The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  tlie  honey ; 
The  poor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burthens  at  his  narrow  gate ; 
The  sa4-ey*d  justice  with  his  surly  hum. 
Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 
The  lazy  yawning  drone. 

Shaks.  Henry  V. 

Each  petty  hand 
Can  steer  a  ship  becalm'd ;  but  he  that  will 
Govern  and  carry  her  to  her  ends,  must  know 
His  tides,  his  currents,  how  to  shiA  his  sails ; 
What  she  will  bear  in  foul,  what  in  fair  weathers: 
Where  her  springs  are,  her  leaks,  and  how  to  stop 

them ; 
What  strands,  what  shelves,  what  rocks  do  tlireatcn 

her; 
The  forces,  and  the  natures  of  all  winds. 
Gusts,  storms,  and    tempests.:  when  her    keel 

ploughs  hell. 
And  deck  knocks  heaven,  then  to  manage  her. 
Becomes  the  name  and  office  of  a  pilot 

Jensen's  Catiline, 

O  madam. 
Your  sex  is  too  imperious  to  rule ; 
You  are  too  busy,  and  too  stirring,  to 
Be  put  in  action ;  your  curiosity 
Would  do  as  much  harm  in  a  kingdom,  as 
A  monkey  in  a  glass  shop ;  move,  and  remove, 
'Till  you  had  broken  all. 

Cartujrighfs  Royal  Slave. 

A  kingdom  is  a  nest  of  families,  and  a  flunily  a 

small  kingdom ; 
And  the  government  of  whole  or  part  different  in 

nothing  but  extent 

Tupper*s  Proverbial  Philosophy, 

The  best  of  human  governments  is  the  patriarchal 

rule; 
llie  authoriz'd  supremacy  of  one,  the  prescriptive 

subjection  of  many ; 
Therefore  the  children  of  the  East  have  thriveti 

fVom  age  to  age, 
Obeying,  even  as  a  god,  the  royal  father  of  Gathay  * 
Therefore  shall  Magog  among  the  nations  arise 

from  his  northern  lair. 
And  rend,  in  the  fiiry  of  his  prvwer,  ±e  isMrgePl 

world  beneath  him ; 
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For  fhc  thunderbolt  of  concentrated  strong  can 

be  hurled  by  the  will  of  one, 
While  the  dissipated  fbrees  of  many  ar6  harmleM 

%M  summer  Itghtnhig. 

Tupper^M  Prooerhial  PkUtmeplhy, 

A  j^vernment,  on  freedom**  basis  built. 
Has,  in  all  ages,  been  the  theme  of  song. 
And  the  desire  of  great  and  godlike  men. 
For  this  the  Grecian  patriots  fought ;  —  for  this 
The  noblest  Roman  died.    Shall  I  go  on  7 
Name  Tell,  and  Hampden,  and  our  Washington  7 
The  perfect  hero  whose  example  shows 
How  war  with  righteousness  may  be  allied  --^ 
The  conqueror  with  the  Christian  ;  and  how  man 
In  blessing  others  finds  his  highest  fame  ! 

Mn.  Hale*t  Ormond  Orotvenor, 

And  then  we  *I1  raise,  on  Liberty^s  broad  base, 
A  structure  of  wise  government,  and  show, 
In  our  new  world,  a  glorious  spectacle 
Of  social  order.     Freemen,  equals  all. 
By  reason  swayM,  selflgovcmM,  self.improv*d. 
And  the  electric  chain  of  public  good 
Twin*d  round  the  private  happiness  of  each ; 
And  every  heart  thrilPd  by  the  patriot  chord 
That  sounds  the  gldry  of  America ! 

JIfrs.  HaU^$  Ormond  Oronaur, 

A  free  Republic  -—  where,  beneath  the  sway 
Of  mild  and  equal  lawt,  fraiuM  by  themaelvvM, 
One  people  dwell,  and  own  no  lord  save  God ! 

Jtfrs.  HoUm  Ormond  Oro9venor» 


GRACE. 

Fairer  than  the  ghost  of  the  hills,  when  ft  moves 
in  a  sunbeam  at  noon,  over  the  silence  of 
Morven.  OitUn, 

See  what  a  grace  is  seated  on  that  brow. 

Shak$.  HamUL 
Iniputient  nature  had  tanght  motion 
To  start  from  time,  and,  oh  ^erfully,  to  fly, 
Before,  and  seize  upon  maturity. 

Cratihaw, 

Grace  was  in  all  her  steps,  heaven  in  her  eye, 
In  every  gesture  dignity  and  love. 

Miit4m*9  Pamdm  LmL 

Mature  the  was— 
Grace  shaped  her  limbt,  and  beavCy  deokM  her 
face.  Pritr. 

dylvia*s  like  autumn  ripe,  yet  mild  as  May, 
More  bright  Uian  noon,  yet  ftesh  as  early  day. 

rho  light  of  love,  the  purity  of  graes, 

llie  mind,  the  mvit  breathing  flmn  her  ftdtt. 


A  lovelier  nymph  the  pencil  never  drew ; 
For  the  fond  graeee  form*d  her  easy  mien. 
And  heaven's  soft  azure  in  her  eye  was  seen. 

Timers  wing  but  seemM,  in  stealing  o*er. 
To  leave  her  lovelier  than  before. 

Oh !  many  a  soft  and  quiet  grace. 
Hath  faded  from  her  form  and  face ! 

JIfrt.  Hemana 

Why  a  fltranger — when  he  sees  her 

In  the  street  even,  smilcth  stilly. 

Just  as  yon  would  at  a  Illy. 

Mi»9  BarrttL 

Her  grace  of  motion,  and  of  look,  the  smooth 

And  swimming  majesty  c^  step  and  tread, 

llie  symmetry  of  form  and  fbature,  set 

The  soul  afloat,  evbn  like  delicious  aire 

Of  Hate  and  harp.  Miknan, 

The  rufHing  bird  of  Juno — 

The  wren  in  the  old  wall. 

Bach  knew  her  sweet  persuasiveness. 

And  came  at  her  soft  call. 

JITrs.  Hut^9  AUee  lr«y. 

*T  would  take  an  angel  from  above 

To  paint  th*  immortal  soul  — 

To  traee  the  light,  the  inborn  grace 

The  spirit  sparkling  o*er  her  flice. 

Afrs.  Wdbf 

Thou  art  not  here— -and  yet  methinka 

Thy  form  is  floating  by. 
With  the  dark  tren  shading  pleasantly 

The  sofUy  brilliant  eye : 
A  smile  is  sleeping  on  Uiy  Up— 

And  a  (kint  blush  melting  through 

The  light  of  thy  transparent  check. 

Like  a  roee.loaf  bathed  in  dew. 

J.  G.  Wkiaijr. 


GRATITUDE. 

Does  the  kind  root  bleed  out  his  livelihood 
As  parent  distributions  to  his  branches, 
Prond  that  his  pride  is  seen,  when  he  *s  unseen; 
And  must  not  gratitude  descend  again 
To  comfort  his  old  limbs  in  fruitless  winter 
Improvident  7 

Ma»9inger,  MiddUUm  and  Rtwietf*  Old  Imd, 

The  benefits  he  sow'^d  in  me,  met  not 
Unthankful  ground,  but  yielded  him  his  own 
With  foir  incroaat;  and  I  still  glozy  in  it 

JVossiiiger^s  Duke  ^  Mdan, 

A  grateful  mind 

By  owing  owes  not,  but  still  pays,  at  once 

Indebted  and  discharged. 

JiraEm*t  PamdSBi  Iml 
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I  find  a  pioiu  gratitude  disperse 

Within  my  soul ;  and  every  thought  of  him 

£D|;endeis  a  warm  sigh  within  me,  which, 

like  eurls  of  holy  incense,  overtake 

£ach  other  in  my  bosom,  and  enlarge 

With  their  embrace  his  sweet  remembrance. 

Skirlesf'B  Bntim. 
I  have  five  hundred  crowns, 
The  thrifty  hire  I  sav*d  under  your  father. 
Which  I  did  store,  to  be  my  ioster  nurse. 
When  service  should  in  my  old  limbs  lie  lame, 
And  imregardod  age  in  corners  throne ; 
Take  that  J  aSid  He  that  doth  the  ravens  feed. 
Yea  providently  eaters  for  the  sparrow 
Be  oomfort  to  my  age. 

0  call  not  to  my  mind  what  you  have  done ! 
It  sets  a  debt  of  that  account  before  me. 
Which  shows  me  poor  and  bankrupt  ev'n  in  hopes ! 

Congreve*9  Mourning  Bride, 

What  can  I  pay  thee  £6t  this  noble  uaage, 
But  grateful  praise !  so  heaven  itself  is  paid 

X<H9e*§  Tamerlane, 
When  gratitude  o*erflows  the  swelfing  heart, 
And  breathes  in  free  and  nooorrupted  praise 
For  benefits  recciv'd :  propitious  heaven 
Takes  such  acknowledgement  as  fragrant  incense, 
And  doubles  all  its  blessings. 

LUh'9  Eimerkk. 

He  that  hath  nature  in  him,  must  be  grateful ; 

T  is  the  Creator^s  primary  great  law 

Tbat  links  the  chain  of  beings  to  each  other. 

Madden*9  Themistoclee, 

To  the  generous  mind 
The  heaviest  debt  is  that  of  gratitude. 
When  His  not  in  our  power  to  repay  it 

FrankUn'9  MatUda, 

Fidelity,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 
Can  move  or  warp,  and  gratitude  for  small 
And  trivial  favours,  lasting  as  the  life 
And  glistening  even  in  the  dying  eye. 

Cowpei*9  Taek, 

I  've  heard  of  hearts  unkind,  kind  deeds 
With  ooldnevs  still  returning ; 
Alas :  the  gratitude  of  men 
Hath  ofWner  left  me  mourning. 

Wbrdsieort^ 
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Here  may  thy  sternM-bett  veeseU  safUy  tyda 
This  is  the  port  of  rest  from  tiooblotts  foyle, 
the  worlde's  sweet  ion  ftom  peine  and  wearisome 

S^wRser't  IVriry  Quefii.  [ 


Even  such  is  time,  that  takes  on  trust 
Our  youth,  our  joys,  our  all  we  have, 
And  pay*  us  but  with  age  and  dust ; 
Who  in  the  dark  and  silent  grave. 
When  we  have  wondcrM  all  our  ways, 
Shuts  up  the  story  of  our  days ! 
But  from  this  earth,  this  grave,  this  dust. 
My  Giod  shall  raise  me  up,  I  trust ! 

Sir  W.  Raleigh. 

Fade,  flowers !  &de:  nature  will  have  it  so; 
*T  is  what  we  must  in  our  autumn  do ! 
And  as  your  leaves  lie  quiet  on  the  ground. 
The  loes  alone  by  thoee  that  lov*d  them  found , 
So  in  the  grave  shall  we  as  quiet  lie, 
Miss*d  by  some  few  that  lov*d  our  company; 
But  some  so  like  to  thorns  and  nettles  live. 
That  n^e  fi>r  them  can,  when  they  perish,  grieviQi 

WalUr. 

I  envy  not  such  graves  m  take  up  room, 
Merely  with  jet  and  porphyry ;  since  a  tomb 
Adds  no  desert ;  wisdom,  thou  tiling  divine. 
Convert  my  humble  soul  into  thy  shrine ; 
And  then  this  body,  though  it  want  a  stone. 
Shall  digni^  all  places  where  *t  is  thrown. 

F.  Oabom. 

Oa  let  me  range  the  gloomy  aisles  alone, 
Sad  luxury !  to  vulgar  minds  unknown, 
Along  the  walls  where  speaking  marbles  show 
What  worthies  form  the  hoJlowM  mould  below ; 
Proud  nameS)  who  onee  the  reins  of  empire  held , 
In  arms  who  triumph'd,  or  in  arts  excell'd  ; 
Ghielb,  grac*d  with  sears,  and  prodigal  of  blood ; 
Stem  patriots  who  for  sacred  freedom  stood ; 
Just  men,  by  whom  unpartial  laws  were  given ; 
And  saints  who  taught,  and  led  the  way  to  heaven. 

Tkkeli  m  the  Death  of  Addistm, 

Beneath  those  rugged  elms,  that  yew-tree's  shade, 
Whore  heaves  the  turf  in  many  a  mouldering  heap, 
Each  in  his  narrow  cell  for  ever  laid, 
The  rude  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep. 
The  breezy  call  of  incense-breathing  morn, 
Tlie  swallow  twittering  fW>m  the  straw-built  shod. 
Hie  cock*s  shrill  clarion,  or  the  echoing  horn, 
No  more  shall  rouse  them  from  their  lowly  bed. 
For  them  no  more  the  blazing  hoartli  shall  bum. 
Or  busy  house-wife  ply  her  evening  care ; 
No  obiidren  run  to  lisp  their  sire's  return, 
Or  eiimb  his  knees  the  envied  kiss  to  sliurc. 

Grajfa  Church^artL 

Here  scatterM  ofl,  (he  loveliest  of  the  year, 
By  hands  unseen  are  showers  of  violets  found  • 
The  redbreast  loves  to  build  and  warble  here. 
And  little  footsteps  lightly  print  the  gromid 

Qfmf9  CkureJk^am 
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Porhnps  in  this  neglected  spot  is  laid 
Some  heart  once  pregnant  with  celestial  fire ; 
Hands  that  the  rod  of  empire  might  Have  sway'd. 
Or  wakM  to  ecstasy  the  living  Ijre. 

Ora^B  Chwrehfard, 

Some  village  Hampden,  that  with  da  witless  breast 
The  little  tyrant  of  his  fields  withstood ; 
Some  mute  inglorious  Milton  here  may  rest, 
Sonic  Cromwell  guiltless  of  his  country*s  blood. 
Th*  applause  of  listening  senates  to  command, 
The  threats  of  pain  and  ruin  to  despise. 
To  scatter  plenty  o'er  a  smiling  land. 
And  read  their  history  in  a  nation^  eyes, 
Their  lot  forbade :  nor  circumscrib*d  alone 
Their  growing  virtues,  but  their  crimes  confin'd, 
Forbade  to  wade  through  slaughter  to  a  throne, 
And  shut  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind. 

Gray*9  ChuTchyartL 

Yet  eVn  these  bones  fVom  insult  to  protect. 

Some  friiil  memorial  stiU,  erected  nigh. 

With  uncouth  rhymes  and  shapeless  scolptora 

dcck*d. 
Implores  the  passing  tribute  of  a  sigh. 
Their  name,  their  years,  spelt  by  th*  unletter'd 

muse, 
The  place  of  &me  and  elegy  supply ; 
And  many  a  holy  text  around  she  strewii 
To  teach  the  rustic  moralist  to  die. 
For  who,  to  dumb  forgetfulness  a  prey, 
This  pleasing  anxious  being  e*er  resigned, 
I^ft  the  warm  precincts  of  the  checrAU  day. 
Nor  cast  one  longing,  lingering  look  behind 
On  some  ibnd  breast  the  parting  soul  relies. 
Some  pious  drops  the  dosing  eye  requires ; 
£*eii  from  the  tomb  the  voice  of  nature  cries, 
£*en  in  our  ashes  live  their  wonted  fires. 

Gray^a  Churchyard, 

The  grave,  dread  thing  I 

Men  shiver  when  thou  *rt  nam*d :  nature  appallM 

Shakes  off  her  wonted  firmness. 

Blair*9  Grave, 

When  self-esteem,  or  others*  adulation. 

Would  cunningly  persuade  us  we  are  something 

Above  tlie  common  level  of  our  kind ; 

The    grave    gainsays   the  smooth-oompIexionM 

flattVy, 
And  with  blunt  truth  acquaints  us  what  w«  are. 

Blair*9  Gram, 

PuU  grave*  thou  spoiPst  the  dance  of  youtliful 

blood, 
Strik*&t  out  tlie  dimple  from  the  cheek  of  mirth, 
Anu  every  smirking  feature  from  the  face ; 
branding  our  laughter  with  the  name  of  madness. 
Whe*»  are  tfao  jesters  now  ?  the  man  of  health 


Complexionally  pleasant  ?  where  the  droll. 

Whose  every  look  and  gesture  was  a  joke 

To  clapping  theatres  and  shouting  crowds. 

And  made  e*cn  thick-lippM  musing  melancholy 

To  gather  up  her  fiice  into  a  smile 

Before  she  was  aware  ?  ah !  sullen  now. 

And  dumb  as  the  green  turf  that  covers  them. 

Blair^B  Grave, 

Here  all  the  mighty  troublcrs  of  the  earth, 

Who  Btram  to  sovVeign  rule  through  seas  of  blood , 

The  oppressive,  sturdy,  man-destroying  villains. 

Who  ravaged  kingdoms,  and  laid  empires  waste. 

And  in  a  cruel  wantonness  of  power 

Thinn*d  states  of  half  their  people,  and  gave  up 

To  want  the  rest ;  now,  like  a  storm  that  *s  spent, 

Lie  hush*d,  and  meanly  sneak  behind  thy  covert 

Vain  thought !  to  hide  them  from  the  gcnerul  scorn 

That  haunts  and  dogs  them  like  an  inJurM  ghost 

Implacable. 

BZdtr's  Grave. 

Proud  royalty  I  how  a]ter*d  in  thy  looks ! 

How  blank  thy  features,  and  how  wan  thy  hve ! 

Blair*9  Grave 

Here  too  the  petty  tyrant. 

Whose  scant  domains  geographer  ne*er  noticM, 

And,  well  for  ncighb'ring  grounds,  of  arm  as  short, 

Who  fixM  his  iron  talons  on  the  poor. 

And  grip*d  them  like  some  lordly  beast  of  prey; 

Deaf  to  the  forceful  cries  of  gnawing  hunger. 

And  piteous  plaintive  voice  of  misery, 

(As  if  a  slave  was  not  a  shred  of  nature 

Of  the  same  common  substance  vrith  his  lord,) 

Now  tame  and  humble,  like  a  child  that  *8  whippM, 

Shakes  hand  with  dust  and  calls  the  worm  his 

kinsman ; 

Nor  pleads  his  rank  and  birthright   Under  ground 

Precedency's  a  jest;  vassal  and  lord. 

Grossly  familiar,  side  by  side  consume. 

BUnr'e  Grave, 

Where  are  the  mighty  thunderbolts  of  war  7 

The  Roman  Caesars  and  the  Grecian  chiefs, 

The  boast  of  story  ?   Where  tlie  hot-brain'd  youth, 

Who  the  tiara  at  his  pleasure  tore 

From  kings  of  all  the  then  discovered  globe. 

And  cried,  forsooth,  because  his  arm  was  hampered, 

And  had  not  room  enough  to  do  its  woi^  7 

Alas !  how  slim,  dishonourably  slim  ! 

And  cramroM  into  a  place  we  blush  to  name. 

Btair'e  Grave. 
Here  tlie  great  masters  of  the  healing  art. 
These  mighty  mock-defraudcrs  of  the  tomb; 
Spite  of  their  juleps  and  eatholicons. 
Resign  to  &te !    Proud  JSscuUpitiB*  non. 
Where  are  thy  boasted  implements  of  art, 
And  an  thy  weU-crammM  magannes  of  health  t 

Blair'a  Grave. 
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Here  tbe  ton^rue  warrior  lies !  disabled  now, 
Disarmed,  disbonoar*d,  like  a  wretch  that  *6  g^gg*d 
And  cannot  tell  his  ail  to  paflsers-by. 
Great  man  of  loogruage;  whence  this  mig^hty 

change  7 
Tliis  dumb  despair,  and  drooping  of  the  head  7 
lloagh  streng  penroaslon  hung  upon  thy  lip. 
And  sly  insinuation's  softer  arts 
In  ambush  lay  about  thy  flowing  tongue ; 
Alas !  how  chop-fall*n  now !  thick  mists  and  silence 
Reft,  like  a  weary  cloud,  upon  thy  breast 
Unceasing.    Ah !  where  is  the  lif\ed  arm. 
The  strength  of  action,  and  the  force  of  words. 
The  well-tum'd  period,  and  the  well.tan*d  verse, 
With  all  the  lesser  ornaments  of  phrase  7 
Ah !  fled  for  ever,  as  they  ne*er  had  been, 
Kaz'd  from  the  book  of  &me ;  or,  more  provoking, 
Perhaps  some  hackney  hunger-bitten  scribbler 
InsnJts  thy  memory,  and  blots  thy  tomb 
With  long  flat  narrative,  or  duller  rhymes. 
With  heavy-halting  pace  that  drawl  along ; 
EooQgh  to  rouse  a  dead  man  into  rage. 
And  warm  with  red  resentment  the  wan  cheek. 

BZotVt  Grave, 

*Tis  here  all  meet ! 
The  shiTering  Icelander,  and  sun-burnt  Moor; 
Hen  of  all  climes,  that  never  met  before ; 
And  of  all  creeds,  the  Jew,  the  Turk,  and  Christian. 
Here  the  prince,  and  favourite  yet  prouder. 
Hit  sov*reign*s  keeper,  and  the  people's  scourge. 
Are  huddled  out  of  sight    Here  lie  abash'd 
llie  great  negotiators  of  the  earth. 
And  oeJebnUed  masters  of  the  balance, 
Deep  read  in  stratagems,  and  wiles  of  courts; 
Now  vain  their  treaty  skill  I  Death  scorns  to  treat 

Blair*9  Orave, 

Here  the  o*erloaded  slave  flings  down  his  burden 
From  his  gall*d  shoulders ;  and  when  the  cruel 

tyrant, 
With  all  his  guards  of  tooia  and  power  about  him. 
Is  meditating  new,  unheard-of  hardships, 
Mocks  his  short  arm,  and,  quick  as  thought,  escapes 
Where  tyranti  vex  not,  and  the  weary  rest 

B£atr*t  Grave, 

Here  the  worm  lover  leaving  the  cod  shade, 
The  tclLtale  echo,  and  the  babbling  stream, 
TuM  out  of  mind  tbe  favourite  seats  of  love. 
Fast  by  his  gentle  mistress  lays  him  down, 
Unblasted  by  foul  tongue.    Here  fk'iends  and  foes 
Uc  dose  unmiadful  of  their  former  fouds. 
The  lawn.rob*d  prelate,  and  plain  presbyter, 
Ercwhila  that  stood  aloof  as  shy  to  meet. 
Familiar  mingle  here,  like  sister  streams 
llwt  some  nide  interposing  rook  had  split 

Bk^*9  Grave, 


Here  are  the  prude  severe,  and  gay  coquette ; 
The  sober  widow,  and  the  young  green  virgm« 
CroppM  like  a  rose  before  *t  is  fully  blown. 
Or  half  its  worth  discIosM.    Strange  medley  here ! 
Here  garrulous  old  age  winds  up  his  tale ; 
And  jovial  youth,  of  lightsome,  vacant  heart. 
Whose  every  day  was  made  of  melody. 
Hears  not  the  voice  of  mirth :  the  shrill-tongued 

shrew. 
Meek  as  the  turtle-dove,  forgets  her  chiding. 
Here  are  the  wise,  the  generous,  and  the  brave ; 
The  just,  the  good,  the  worthless,  the  profane. 
Hie  downright  clown,  and  perfectly  well-bred ; 
The  fool,  the  churl,  the  scoundrel,  and  the  mean. 
The  supple  statesman,  and  the  patriot  stern ; 
The  wrecks  of  nations,  and  the  spoils  of  time. 
With  all  the  lumber  of  six  thousand  years. 

Blaife  Grav. 

m 

But  know  that  thou  must  render  up  the  dead. 

And  with  high  interest  too !  they  are  not  thine 

But  only  in  thy  keeping  for  a  season. 

Till  the  great  promisM  day  of  restitution ; 

When  loud  diffusive  sound  of  brazen  trump 

Of  strong-lungM  cherub  shaH  alarm  thy  captivesi 

And  rouse  the  long,  long  sleepers  into  life. 

Daylight  and  liberty. 

Blair'e  Grave 

Why  should  the  grave  be  terrible  7 

Why  should  it  be  a  word  of  foar. 

Jarring  upon  the  mortal  ear  7 

There  repose  and  silence  dwell : 

The  living  hear  the  funeral  knell. 

But  the  dead  no  funeral  knell  can  hear. 

Does  the  gay  flower  scorn  the  grave  7  the  oew 

Forget  to  kiss  its  turf  7  the  stream 

Refuse  to  bathe  it  7  or  the  beam 

Of  moonlight  shun  the  narrow  bed. 

Where  the  tired  pilgrim  rests  his  head  7 

No !  the  moon  is  there,  and  smiling  too ! 

And  the  sweetest  song  of  the  morning  bird 

Is  ofl  in  that  ancient  yew-tree  heard ; 

And  there  may  you  see  the  hare-bell  blue 

Bending  his  light  form  gently — proudly. 

And  listen  to  the  fresh  winds,  loudly 

Flaying  around  your  sod,  as  gay 

As  if  it  were  a  holiday. 

And  children  freed  from  durance  they. 

Botorinr 

Oh !  let  not  tears  embalm  my  tomb. 

None  but  the  dews  by  twilight  given ! 

Oh !  let  not  sighs  disturb  the  gloom. 

None  but  the  whispering  winds  of  heaven. 

Moore 

—Household  |rifb  that  memory  saves 

But  help  to  count  the  household  graves. 

T.  K.  liert^ 


90S 


GREATNESa 


Tlicrc  is  a  calm  for  those  who  weep, 
A  rest  for  weary  pilgrims  found, 
Thejr  softly  lie  and  sweetly  sleep 

Ix)w  in  the  ground. 

Jismet  MonlgemiJf^ 

meet  are  they 
That  earth  to  earth  entrust;  for  they  may  know 
And  tend  the  dwelling  whence  the  slnmberer's  clay 
Shall  rise  at  last,  and  bid  the  young  flowers  bloom, 
That  wafl  a  breath  of  hope  around  the  tomb, 
And  kneel  upon  the  dewy  turf  and  pray ! 

Jtfrt.  Hcmaiif. 

In  vain  I  seek  flrom  out  the  past 

Some  cherishM  wreck  to  save ; 

AiTcctioD,  feeling,  hope,  are  dead— 

My  heart  is  its  own  grave* 

Jfisi  Lamdon, 

Earth  has  hosts,  but  thou  canst  show 

*Many  a  inillioil  for  her  one ; 

Through  thy  gates,  the  mortal  flow 

Has  for  countless  years  roUM  on. 

Back  from  tlio  tomb 

No  step  has  come : 

There  fixM  till  tlie  last  trumpet's  sound. 

Shall  bid  thy  prisoners  be  unbound. 

O.F.  Cni^. 

Our  lives  are  rivers,  gliding  free 
To  that  unfathora*d,  boundless  sea. 

The  silent  grave ! 
Thither  all  eartlily  pomp  and  boast 
Roll,  to  be  swallowM  up  and  lost 

In  one  dark  wave. 

LcngfdM'B  Poenu. 

I  gazed  upon  the  glorious  sky 

And  Uie  green  mountains  round ; 
And  thouglit  tliat  when  I  came  to  lie 

Within  tbe  silent  ground, 
Twere  pleasant,  Uiat  in  flowery  June, 
Where  brooks  sent  up  a  cheerful  tune. 

And  groves  a  joyous  sound, 
Tlie  seztonV  hand,  my  grave  to  make. 
The  rich  green  mountain  turf  should  break. 

BrytuU^9  Poenu. 

GREATNESS. 

Greatness  in  sway  of  state  gives  wings  t*  aspire! 
Advancement  feeds  ambition  with  desire. 

Mirror  for  Jtfsyitfratsf. 

")  place  and  greatness,  millions  of  false  eyes 
Are  stuck  upon  thee !  volumes  of  report 
Run  with  these  false  and  most  contrarious  guests 
•  'pen  thv  doings !  thousand  'scapes  of  wit 
Make  tne«>  the  father  of  their  idle  dream. 
And  rack  tlicc  in  their  fancies. 

Shak$,  Mea.fir  Mea, 


O place!  Ofi>nn! 

How  often  dost  thou  with  thy  ease,  thy  habit. 

Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  the  wiser  souk 

To  thy  fils*  seeming. 

ShdkM,  Mea.  fir  Mea 

O  it  is  excellent 

To  have  a  giant's  strength :  but  it  is  tyrannous, 

To  use  it  like  a  giant 

Shak9.  Mea.  fir  Mea, 

The  soul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting. 
Than  greatness  going  ofil 

Shdks,  Antony  and  Cleopatra, 

O,  be  nek,  great  greatness. 

And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure  I 

Think'st  thou  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 

With  titles  blown  ftom  adulation  7 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  7 

CaasI  thou,  when  thou  command'st  the  beggar's 

knee. 

Command  the  health  of  ii? 

Shakt.  Henry  V. 

0  hard  condition  I  and  twin  born  with  greatness, 
Subjected  to  the  breath  of  ev'ry  fool, 

Whose    sense  no  more  can  leel  but  his  own 

wringing ! 
What  infinite  heart's  ease  must  kings  neglect, 
Hiat  private  men  enjoy !  and  what  have  kings 
That  privates  have  not  too,  save  ceremony  ? 

8hak$.  Henry  V. 

Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world 
Like  a  colossus;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  huge  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 

Shain,  Jtdiuo  C^aar. 

This  man 
Is  now  become  a  god ;  and  Cassius  is 
A  wretched  creature,  and  must  bend  his  body, 
If  CiBsar  carelessly  but  nod  on  him. 

Shaks,  Julius  Ca»ar. 

Tba  naaw  of  Cassius  honours  this  corroptioB, 
And  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  bis  head. 

Shako.  Jakma  Cmmr. 

Alas !  why  would  you  heap  those  cares  on  me  7 

1  am  unfit  for  state  and  majesty : 

I  do  beseech  you,  take  it  not  amiss ; 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  yield  to  you. 

8hak9.  Itichard  UL 

Heaven  knows  I  had  no  such  intent; 
But  that  necessity  so  bow'd  the  state, 
Hiat  I  and  greatness  are  compelTd  to  kiss.' 

Shako.  Henry  IV.     Pari  II 

A  falcon,  towering  in  her  pride  of  place. 
Was  by  a  mousing  owl  hawk'd  at  and  killed. 

Shako.  Maehelk 
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Greatiwn  hatfa  its  canken,  wonnc,  and  moUis ; 
fired  oat  of  too  much  humour  in  the  things 
Which  after  they  consume ;  transferring^  quite 
The  substance  of  their  makers  into  themselves. 

JonBcn't  Sejanua. 

Greatness  is  like  a  cloud  in  th*  airy  btittnds, 
Which  soma  base  vapours  have  congeaPd  above ; 
It  brawls  with  Vulean,  thund*ring-  forth  huge 

sounds, 
fet  melts  and  fails  there  whence  it  first  did  move. 

Earl  qfSterline. 
Since,  by  your  greatness,  ycu 
Are  nearer  heaven  in  place ;  be  nearer  it 
In  goodness :  rich  men  should  transcend  the  poor, 
Ai  douds  the  earth ;  rais'd  by  the  comfort  of 
T\k  tun,  to  water  dry  and  barren  grounds. 

Tmarmur, 
h  is  the  curse  of  greatness 
To  he  its  own  destruction. 

Nabib9'9  Hamubal  and  Sciph, 

I  was  bom  with  greatness ; 
I^re  honours,  titles,  power,  here  within : 
All  Tain  external  greatness  I  contemn. 
Am  I  the  higher  for  supporting  mountains  7 
The  taDer  for  a  f1att*rer*s  humble  bowing  7 
Have  I  more  room  for  being  throng'd  with  followers? 
The  larger  soul  for  having  all  my  thoughts 
FillM  with  the  lumber  of  the  stite  afFdirs  7 
Honours  and  riches  are  all  splendid  vanities, 
They  are  of  chiefest  use  to  fbok  and  knaves. 

Ormofi^s  AmhiHouB  Statesman. 

Great  wits  and  valours,  like  great  estates, 
A)  sometimes  sink  with  their  own  weights. 

BvtUr'8  HudibroB, 

He  above  the  rest 

In  shape  and  gesture  proudly  eminent 

Stood  like  a  tow*r ;  his  form  had  not  yet  lost 

All  her  original  brightness,  nor  appear*d 

I^ss  than  archangel  ruin*d. 

AfiZton's  Paradise  LoH. 

Forth 
In  order  came  the  grand  infbmal  peers : 
Midst  came  their  mighty  paramount,  and  seemM 
Akme  th*  antagonist  of  heav'n,  nor  less 
llian  hell's  droad  emperor  with  pomp  supreme. 
And  godlike  imitated  state. 

MUUnCM  Paradiae  Lost 

Ah  me,  they  littlo  know 
How  dearly  I  abide  the  boast  so  vain, 
Under  what  tortures  inwardly  I  groan,. 
While  they  «4ilQre  me  on  the  throne  of  heQ 
With  diadem  and  sceptre  high  advanced, 
The  lower  etni  I  fall,  only  supremo 
In  minrjr ;  vaeh  joy  ambition  finds.  ^ 

MUiom'9  ParadUa  Lo»L 


Mark  how  the  palace  lifls  a  lying  front. 
Concealing  often  in  magnific  jail. 
Proud  want;  a  deep  unanimatcd  gloom. 

Thomson'a  Liberty, 

As  the  swoln  columns  of  ascending  smoke. 
So  solid  swells  thy  grandeur,  pigmy  man ! 

Yoang*9  fittsins. 

High  stations  turotdt,  but  not  bliss  create : 
None  think  the  great  unhappy  but  the  great 

Young' 9  Late  ef  Fame, 

Thrice  happy  they  who  sleep  in  humble  life, 
Bepeatb  the  storm  ambition  blows.    'T  is  meet 
The  great  should  have  the  fame  of  happiness. 
The  consolation  of  a  little  envy ; 
*T  is  all  their  pay  for  those  superior  cares, 
Hiose  pangs  of  heart,  their  vassals  ne'er  can  fbel. 

yottf^*s  Brothers, 
What  is  sUtion  high  7 
Tis  a  proud  mendicant ;  it  boasts,  and  begs ; 
It  begs  an  alms  of  homage  from  the  throng. 
And  oft  the  throng  denies  its  charity. 

Toung'9  Night  Thoughie, 

7*he  power  to  give  creates  us  all  our  foes : 
Where  many  seek  iat  fkvour,  few  can  find  it : 
Each  thirds  he  merits  all  that  he  can  ask ; 
And  disappointed,  wonders  at  repulse ; 
Wonders  awhile,  and  then  aits  down  in  hate. 

Frowde'e  Philoia9 
Birth  is  a  shadow.    Courage,  sclf-sustainM, 
Out-lords  succession's  phlegm  —  and  needs   no 

ancestors. 
I  am  above  descent,  and  prize  no  blood. 

Hiir9  Merope 

Oh!  greatness!  thou  art  but  a  flattering  dream, 
A  wat*ry  bubble,  lighter  than  the  air. 

Traey'e  Periander 
Authority ! 
Thy  wofshipM  symbob  round  a  villain*s  trunk 
Provoke  men's  mockery,  not  their  reverence. 

Jepkoon^a  Bragonza, 
What  is  power7-»*T»  not  the  state 
Of  proud  tyrants,  whom  men's  hate. 
To  worse  than  death. 
Can  level  with  a  breath  — 
Whose  term  the  meanest  hand  can  antdato  * 
The  peasant  with  a  heart  at  case. 
Is  a  greater  man  than  these. 
What  is  grandenr  7  Not  the  sheen 
Of  silken  robes ;  no,  nor  the  mien 
And  haughty  eye 
Of  old  nobility^ 

The  foolish  that  is  not, 'but  has  been. 
The  noblest  tropHiei  of  mankind 

Are  the  conquests  of  the  mind. 

Sir  A  Hum 
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In  part*  superior  what  advanta^  Ilea  7 
Tell  (for  you  can)  what  ia  it  to-be  wise? 
*T  is  bat  to  know  hoi^  little  can  be  known ; 
To  see  all  others*  faulta,  and  feel  oar  own ; 
CondemnM  in  busincaa  or  in  arts  to  dradgei 
^Vithout  a  second,  or  without  a  jadge ; 
Troths  would  you  teach,  or  sayo  a  sinking  land  7 
All  ibar,  none  aid  yon,  and  few  understand. 
Painful  preeminence  I  yourself  to  Yicw 
Above  Uftj's  weakness,  and  its  comforts  too. 

Pape^9  E$aay  on  Man, 

Bring  then  those  blessing  to  a  strict  aeoount, 
Make  &ir  deduction;  see  to  what  they  *moant; 
How  much  of  other  each  is  sure  to  cost ; 
How  much  for  other  of\  is  wholly  lost ; 
How  inconsistent  greater  goods  with  these ; 
How  sometimes  life  is  HskM,  and  always  ease  : 
Think,  and  if  still  the  things  thy  envy  caU, 
Say  would'st  thou  be  the  man  to  whom  they  All  7 
To  sigh  for  ribands,  if  thoa  art  so  silly  7 
Mark  how  they  grace  brd  Umbra,  or  sir  Billy. 
Is  yellow  dirt  the  passion  of  thy  life  7 
Look  but  on  Gripus,  or  on  (jh-ipus*  wife. 
If  parts  allure  thee,  think  how  Bacon  shtn'd, 
The  wisest,  brightest,  meanest  of  mankind. 

Pipe's  JBsssy  on  Man. 

Power !  *t  is  the  fav*rite  attribute  of  gods. 
Who  look  with  smiles  on  men,  who  can  aspire 

To  copy  them. 

Martyn^t  Timoleon. 

Ay  ^- when  the  red  swoln  stream  comes  roaring 

down. 
Foil  many  a  glorious  flower,  and  stately  tree, 
Floats  on  the  ruthless  tide,  whose  unfelt  sway 
Moves  not  the  mire  that  stagnates  at  the  bottom. 

Maturw't  Bwtram, 

I'rom  my  youth  upwards 

My  spirit  walk-d  not  with  the  souls  of  men. 

Nor  look'd  upon  the  earth  with  human  eyes ; 

The  thirst  of  their  ambition  was  not  mine, 

The  aim  of  their  existence  was  not  mine ; 

My  joyr,  my  griefs,  my  passions,  and  my  powers, 

Made  me  a  stranger. 

Bjfron*9  Manfred, 

Wliero  may  the  wearied  eye  repose 

When  gazing  on  the  great, 
Wbcre  neither  guilty  glory  glows, 

Nor  despicable  state;  7 
V  OS— one — the  first — the  last— 4he  bes^— 
TJio  Cincinnatus  of  the  West, 

Whom  envy  dared  not  hate  — 
LcqueathM  tiio  name  of  Wa$kingUm, 
I'o  make  men  blush  there  was  but  one  1 


He  who  ascends  to  moontaui  tops,  shall  find 

Their  lofliest  peaks  most  wrappM  in  clouds  and 
snow; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdoes  mankind 

Must  look  down  on  the  hate  of  those  below. 
Though  fnr  above  the  sun  of  glory  glow. 

And  &r  beneath  the  earth  and  ocean  spread. 
Round  him  are  icy  rocks,  and  loudly  blow 

Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head. 

Bynm'9  ChUde  HanU 
God  gave  him  reverence  of  laws, 
Yet  stirring  blood  in  freedom's  caose  ■  ■ 
A  spirit  to  the  rocks  akin. 
The  eye  of  the  hawk  and  the  fire  therein. 

CoUridgt, 

Lives  of  all  great  men  remind  us 

We  can  make  our  lives  sublime. 
And,  departing,  leave  behind  us 

Footsteps  on  the  sands  of  time ; 
Footsteps,  that  perhaps  another, 

Sailing  o'er  life's  solemn  main, 
A  ibrlom  and  shipwrcck'd  brother. 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 

Longfdhw'a 


GRIEF. 


What  equal  torment  to  the  grief  of  mind. 
And  pining  anguish  hid  in  gentle  heart| 
That  inly  feeds  itself  with  thoughts  onkind. 
And  noorisbeth  her  own  consuming  smart  7 
What  medicine  can  any  leech's  art 
Yield  such  a  sore,  that  doth  her  grievance  hide, 
And  will  to  none  her  maladie  impart  7 

Spenser**  Fairy  Quern 

Tliat  cruel  word  her  tender  heart  so  thriU'd, 
That  sudden  cold  did  run  through  every  vein. 
And  stpny  horror  all  her  senses  fill'd 
With  dying  fit,  that  down  she  fell  for  pain. 

iSjxiucr's  Fairy  Queen, 

Which  when  she  heard,  as  in  despightful  wise 
She  wilfully  her  sorrow  did  augnient. 
And  offer'd  hope  of  comfort  did  despise : 
Her  golden  locks  most  cruelly  she  reqt, 
And  scraitcht  her  face  with  ghastly  dreriment; 
Ne  would  she  speak,  ne  see,  ne  yet  be  seen. 
But  hid  her  visage,  and  her  head  down  bent. 
Either  for  grievous  shame,  or  for  great  tecnc. 
As  if  her  heart  with  sorrow  had  transfixed  been. 

SpeMer''9  Fairy  Queen, 

When  I  awoke,  and  found  her  place  devoid 
And  noi^ht  but  pressed  grass  where  she  had  lyen, 
I  sorrowed  all  so  much  as  erst  I  joy'd^ 
And  washed  all  her  place  with  wat'ry  ejeo« 

Speneer^e  Fairy  Queen, 
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Thus  it  Rij  summer  worn  away  aod  wasted, 
11)118  is  mj  hanrest  hastenM  all  to  rathe ; 
Hie  ear  that  budded  fair  is  burnt  and  blasted, 
And  all  my  hoped  gain  is  turned  to  scathe. 
Of  an  the  seed  that  in  my  youth  was  sown. 
Was  none  but  brakes  and  brambles  to  be  mown. 

Spenger^g  Shepker^t  Calendar. 

Each  substance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  shadowsi 
Which  show  like  grief  itself,  but  are  not  so : 
For  8orrow*s  eye  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 
Divides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objects. 

Shak$.  Richard  IL 

When  sorrows  come,  they  come  not  single  spies, 

Bat  in  battalions. 

Shaki.  HanUet, 


*TiB  sweet,  and  commendable  in  your  nature, 

Hamlet, 
To  gire  these  mourning  duties  to  your  father ; 
But,  you  must  know  your  father  lost  a  father ; 
That  ftther  lost,  lost  his ;  and  the  surrivor  bound 
In  filial  obligation,  for  some  term 
To  do  obacquious  sorrow :  But  to  persevere 
In  obstinate  condolement  is  a  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness ;  't  is  unmanly  grief. 

Shakt,  HatnUL 

He  raisM  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound, 

As  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bulk. 

And  end  his  being.  ^j^j^  ^^^^ 

Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion. 
That  I  have,  he  would  drown  the  stage  with  tears, 
And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horrid  speech ; 
Make  mad  the  guilty  and  appal  the  free, 


For  gnarling  sorrow  hath  less  power  to  bite 
The  man  that  mocks  at  it,  and  sets  it  hght 

Shaks.  Richard  IL  j  Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze  indeed 
What  say  yon  now  ?  whal  comfort  have  we  now  7 
By  heaven,  I  *11  hate  him  everlastingly, 
Hiat  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. 

Shaks.  Richard  IL 

0£  comfort  no  man  speak : 


Ixil  's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  of  epitaphs : 
Make  dost  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyea 
Write  sorrow  on  the  bosom  of  the  earth. 
Ut*s  choose  executors,  and  talk  of  wills; 
And  yet  not  so — for  what  can  we  bequeath, 
&LTe  our  deposed  bodies  in  the  ground. 

Shakt,  Richard  IL 

My  grief  lies  all  within. 
And  these  external  manners  of  laments 
Are  merely  shadows  to  the  unseen  grie/^ 
That  swells  with  silence  to  the  tortur*d  souL 

Shaks.  Richard  IL 

Othat  this  too,  too  solid  flesh  would  melt, 

Thaw,  and  resolve  itself  into  a  dew ! 

Or  that  the  everlasting  had  not  fixM 

His  canon 'gainst  self-slaughter !  OGod!  OGod! 

How  w«ary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 

Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world !  ' 

Fie  on  *t!  O  fie !  *t  is  an  unwecded  garden, 

That  grows  to  seed:  things  rank  and  gross  hi 

nature 
Possess  it  merely. 

8hak$.HamUL 

It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good : 
Bnt  break,  my  heart ;  fbt  I  must  hold  my  tongue ; 

Shaks.  HamleL 

There  is  something  in  his  soul, 
O^er  which  fab  melancholy  sits  on  brood ; 
And,  I  do  doubt,  the  hatch,  and  the  disclose, 
Will  be  some  danger. 

Shaks*  HamleL 


The  very  fitcolties  of  eyes  and  ears. 

Shaks,  HamleL 


Why,  let  the  stricken  deer  go.  weep, 

The  heart  ungoilcd  play : 

For  some  must  watch,  while  some  must  sleep ; 

Thus  runs  the  world  away. 


Shaks.  Hamlet. 

One  woe  doth  tread  upon  anotlicr^s  heel. 

So  &.t  they  foUow.  ^^^  ^^„^ 

There's  matter  hi  these  sighs;  these  profound 

beares 
You  must  translate :  'tis  fit  we  understand  themi 

Shaks.  HamleL 
What  is  he,  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an  emphasis  ?  Whose  phrase  of  sorrow 
Conjures  the  wand*ring  stars,  and  makes  them 

stand 
Lik.  w«>nd«r.^«»ded  hMien.       ^^^  ^^„^ 

Sorrow  breaks  seasons,  and  reposing  hours. 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noontide  night. 

Shaks.  Richard  IIL 
Some  grief  shows  much  of  love ; 
But  much  of  grief  shows  still  some  want  of  wit 

Shaks,  Romeo  and  JulieL 
7*hon  canst  not  speak  of  wlmt  thou  dost  not  feel, 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  I,  Juliet,  thy  love 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered, 
Doating  like  me,  and  like  me  banished, 
Then  mightst  thou  speak,  then  mightst  thou  tear 

thy  hair. 
And  fkil  npon  the  ground,  as  I  do  now. 
Taking  the  measure  of  an  mmiade  grave. 

Shaks,  Remas  and  Jutte^ 

Affliction  is  soamoiir'd  of  thy  parts, 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  oalamity. 

Shaks,  Romeo  and  JuUn, 


213 


GRIEF. 


O  break,  my  heart !  poor  bankrnpft,  break  at  onc«  i 
To  prison,  ejes !  no*er  look  on  liberty ! 
Vile  earth,  to  earth  resign ;  end  motion  here; 
Am*  thoii;  and  Romeo,  proM  one  heaty  bier. 

Shaka,  Romeo  and  JtdkL 

Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been  seen. 
With  tears  augmenting  the  fresh  moming*8  dew. 
Adding  to  clouds  more  clouds  with  his  deep  sighs. 

Shako,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

To  mourn  a  mischief  thftt  is  past  and  gone. 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on. 

8kak$,  Oiheno. 

The  robb*d  that  smiles,  steals  something  from  the 

thief; 
Ho  robs  himselC  that  spends  a  bootless  grie£ 

Sbaka.OtkdU, 

Nor  doth  the  general  care 

Take  hold  on  me ;  ibr  my  particular  grief 

Is  of  so  flood-gate  and  o*erbearing  nature. 

That  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows, 

And  it  is  stiU  itsel£ 

Shako.  OAoOa. 

0  insupportable  I  O  heavy  hour ! 
Methinks,  it  should  be  now  a  huge  eclipse 
Of  bun  and  moon ;  and  that  the  a&ighted  globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration* 

Shako.  OtheOo. 

Grief  fills  the  room  19  of  my  absent  child ; 
Lies  in  his  bed|  walks  up  and  down  with  me ; 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words, 
Uemembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts, 
Stufi  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form ; 
Then,  have  I  reason  to  be  fond  of  grie£ 

Shako,  King  John, 


I  am  sick  of  this  false  vrorld ;  and  will  love  naught 
But  even  the  mere  necessities  upon  it 
Then,  Timon,  presently  prepare  thy  grave ; 
Lie  where  the  light  foam  of  the  sea  may  beat 
Thy  grave-stone  daily. 

In  sooth  I  know  not  why  I  am  so  sad ; 
It  wearies  me ;  you  say,  it  wearies  you : 
But  how  I  caught  it,  found  it,  or  came  by  it. 
What  stuff  *t  is  made  of^  whereof  it  is  bom, 
I  am  to  learn. 

Shako.  Merchant  ^  Venice. 

Such  a  want-wit  sadness  makes  of  100, 
rhat  I  have  much  ado  to  know  m^oelt. 

Shako,  Uerehant  ^  Feaiss. 

I  am  the  most  onhappy  iroman  living, 
'^ipwreckM  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pity, 
No  friends,  no  hope ;  no  kindrad  weep  for  me, 
A«mo9t  no  grave  allow'd  mn. 

Shako.  Hemy  VIII. 


Spirits  of  peaoe,  where  are  ye?  are  ye  all  goneT 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchedness  behind  ye  T 

Shako.  Henry  VIII. 

The  thorny  point 

Of  bare  distress  hath  ta*en  fr^m  mb  tlie  show 

Of  smooth  civility. 

Shako.  Aa  you  like  iL 

A  heavier  task  eould  not  have  been  impoe*d 
Than  I  to  speak  my  griefs  unspeakable. 

SS^ako.  Comedy  of  Erroro. 

Oh !  grief  hath  chang'd  me,  since  you  saw  me  last; 
And  careful  hours,  with  time*s  deformed  hand. 
Have  written  strange  defeatures  in  my  face. 

Shako.  Comedy  of  Brrom. 

What,  man !  ne*er  pull  your  hat  upon  your  brows ; 
Give  sorrow  words;  the  grie^  that  does  not  speak. 
Whispers  the  o*er-fraught  heart,  and  bids  it  break. 

Shako.  Comedy  of  Erroro, 

Why  do  you  keep  alone, 
Of  sorriest  fkncies  your  oompanions  making ; 
Using  those  thoughts,  which  should  indeed  have 

died 
With  them  they  think  on?    Tilings  without  all 

remedy 
Should  be  without  regard :  What's  done,  is  done. 

Shaka.  Maehetk 

Being  that 
I  flow  in  griei^  the  smallest  twine  might  lead  me. 

Shako.  Macbeth. 

O,  I  could  play  the  woman  with  mine  eyes, 
Ana  oraggart  with  my  tongue ! 

Shako.  Machdh. 

Matccim. — Dispute  it  like  a  man. 

Macduff.— 'I  shall  do  so, 

But  I  must  also  foci  it  like  a  man : 

I  cannot  but  remember  such  things  were, 

That  were  most  precious  to  me. 

Shako.  Madtetk 

Canst  thou  not  administer  to  a  mind  diseased. 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  sorrow ; 
Rase  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  braiA; 
And,  with  some  sweet  oblivious  antidote. 
Cleanse  the  stufi''d  bosom  of  that  perihNis  stufl^ 
Which  weighs  upon  the  heaxt. 

Shako.  Maobetk 

Gome  what  oomo  may ; 
Tune  and  the  hoikr  runs  through  the  roughest  day, 

SAdb.  MaOath. 

No,  I  *U  not  weep:— > 
I  have  full  cause  of  weeping :  but  this  hsevt 
Shall  break  into  a  hundred  thousand  flaw8» 
Or  ere  I  *U  weep:— O  foel,  I  shall  go aa4! 

Shidb.Lear. 
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Too  we  me  here,  jou  gode,  a  poor  old  man, 
As  fuH  of  grief  u  age ;  wretched  in  both. 

ShaJti.  Ltar. 

She  shook 
Th«  holj  wate*-  from  her  heavenly  eyes, 
And  then  retired,  to  deal  with  grief  alone. 

ShakM,  Lear, 

I  am  a  man. 
More  linnM  against  than  ainning. 

Shak4,Lear. 

Bot  let  not  therefore  mj  good  friends  be  griev*d. 
Nor  construe  any  further  my  neglect, 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  war, 
Forgets  the  shows  of  lore  to  other  men. 

8kak$,  JmSm  (kuar. 

Gome,  Antony,  and  young  Octavius,  oome, 
Revenge  yourselves  alone  on  Caesius, 
For  Csflsius  is  a-weary  of  the  world : 
Hated  by  one  he  loves :  bravM  by  his  brother ; 
CheckM  like  a  bondman ;  all  his  faults  observ'd. 
Set  in  a  note-book,  Iearn*d,  and  eonnM  by  rote. 
To  east  into  my  teeth.    O,  I  could  weep 
My  spirit  from  mine  eyes, 

Shaka.  JtiiuK  C«Mr, 
A  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  tongue ; 
fizcQM  me  so,  coming  so  short  of  thanks. 

Shaks.  Love^9  Labour. 

I  ibund  her  straying  in  the  park. 
Seeking  to  hide  herself;  as  doth  the  de.er, 
Tbat  hath  received  some  unrecurring  wound. 

Shaka,  Titua  Andronicua* 

T^ieae  tidings  nip  me :  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  froet,  or  grass  beat  down  with 
storms.  Shaka.  TUua  Andronicua, 

Like  a  cloistress,  she  will  veiled  walk. 
And  water  once  a  day  her  chamber  round 
With  eye-offending  brine. 

Shaka.  Twe^  Night. 

AH  things,  that  we  ordained  festival, 
T&m  from  their  office  to  black  funeral  t 
Oor  inatrmnents,  to  melancholy  bells, 
Oor  wedding  cheer  to  a  sad  burial  feast; 
Oar  Bofemn  hymns  to  sullen  dirges  change ; 
Our  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  bury*d  corse. 
And  aH  thing*  change  them  to  the  ocmtrary. 

Shaka,  Ramao  arid  JtdiaL 

O  give  me  thy  hand, 
ihia  writ  with  me  in  sour  misfbrtune*s  book  I 

Shaka.  Romeo  and  JttUet. 

There's  nothing  in  this  world,  can  make  me  joy : 
life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale, 
Veiing  the  doll  ear  of  a  drowsy  man. 

Shaka.  King  Johsi, 


Once  a  day  I'D  visit 
The  chapel  where  they  lie :  and  tears,  shed  there, 
Shan  be  my  recreation :  so  long  as  nature 
Will  bear  up  this  existence,  so  long 
I  daily  vow  to  use  it 

Shaka,  Winiar^a  TaU 

Yea,  this  man^  brow,  like  to  a  title  leaf. 
Foretells  the  nature  of  a  tragic  volume : 
So  looks  the  strand,  whereon  the  imperious  flood 
Hath  left  a  witness'd  usurpation. 

Shaka,  Henry  VL    Part  JL 

And  but  he 's  something  stainM 

With  grief,  that 's  beauty's  canker,  thou  might*8t 

cafl  him 

A  goodly  person. 

Shaka,  TempcaL 

Like  ibo  lily. 
That  once  was  mistress  of  the  fSeld,  that  flourish*d, 
I  *I1  hang  my  head,  and  perish. 

Shaka,  henry  VJU, 

Let  us  not  burthen  our  remembrances 

» 

With  a  heaviness  that's  gone. 

Shaka,  Tempeat 

No  deeper  wrinkles  yett  hath  sorrow  struck 

So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine. 

And  made  no  deeper  wounds?  O  flatt'ring  glass, 

Like  to  my  fbllowers  in  prosperity. 

Thou  dost  beguile  me ! 

Skkka,  Richard  U, 

I  am  the  centre  of  all  miseries : 
What  wander  from  me,  leave  their  proper  places. 

CrwaiCa  Dariua, 

He  that 
Foretells  his  own  calamity  and  makes 
Events  before  they  come,  twice  over  doth 
Endure  the  pains  of  evil  destiny. 

DttvenanCs  Diatreasea, 

I  am  dumb  as  solemn  sorrow  ought  to  be ; 
Ck>uld  my  griefs  speak,  the  talc  would  have  no  end. 

Otway^a  Caiua  Mariua, 

Retiring  from  the  popular  noise,  I  seek 
This  unfrequented  place  to  find  some  ease, 
Ease  to  the  body  some,  none  to  the  mind 
From  restless  thoughts,  that  like  a  deadly  swarm 
Of  hornets  arm*d,  no  sooner  found  alone. 
But  rush  upon  me  thronging,  and  present 
Time  past,  when  once  I  was,  and  what  am  now. 

MiUon'a  Samaon  Agoniai^. 

Be  not  over  exquisite 
To  cast  the  passion  of  uncertain  evils : 
For  grant  they  be  so,  while  they 'rest  unknot  n» 
What  need  a  man  forestall  his  date  of  grief. 
And  run  to  meet  what  he  would  most  avoid  7 

Mikon  a  Comma 
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O  might  I  here 
In  solitude  lire  sayage,  in  some  glade 
ObBCur*d,  where  highest  woods,  impenetraUe 
To  star  or  sun-light,  spread  their  umbrage  broad 
And  brown  as  evening :  cover  me,  ye  pines, 
Ye  cedars,  with  innumerable  boughs 
liide  me,  where  I  may  never  see  them  more. 

MHUmU  PmrudUt  LtaL 

On  the  ground 

Oiitstrctch'd  he  laj,  on  the  cold  ground,  and  oil 

Curs'd  his  creation,  death  as  oft  accusM 

Of  tardy  execution. 

MiUmCi  ParadiMe  LotL 

O  woods,  O  fountains,  hillocks,  dales,  and  bowers, 
With  other  echo  late  I  taught  your  shades 
To  answer,  and  resound  far  other  song. 

AftTton's  Pandit  Lo&L 

My  soul  lies  hid  in  shades  of  grie^ 
^Vhence,  like  the  bird  of  night,  with  half-shut  eyes 
She  peeps,  and  sickens  at  the  sight  of  day. 

Drydeh'B  Rival  Ladies. 

}iy  heart  is  wither*d  at  that  piteous  sight. 
As  early  blossoms  are  with  eastern  blasts. 

Dryden^a  Spaniak  Friar. 

My  heart  sinks  in  me, 
And  every  slacken'd  fibre  drops  its  hold. 
Like  nature  letting  down  the  springs  of  life. 

Dryden'9  Spaniah  Friar. 

Oh !  nothing  now  can  please  me : 
Darkness  and  solitude,  and  sighs,  and  tears, 
And  all  the  inseparable  train  of  grief^ 
Attend  my  steps  lor  ever. 

DrydetCa  Amphitryon, 

Ye  cruel  powers ! 
Take  me  as  you  have  made  me  miserable : 
You  cannot  make  me  guilty !  *t  was  my  fate ; 
And  you  made  that,  not  I. 

DrydeiCa  Dan  Sehattian. 

Mine  is  a  grief  of  fury,  not  despair ! 
And  if  a  manly  drop  or  two  fall  down. 
It  scalds  along  my  cheeks,  like  the  green  wood, 
That  sputtering  in  the  flames,  works  outward  into 
tears.  DrydenU  CUamenea, 

He  witlicrs  at  his  heart,  and  looks  as  wan 
As  the  pale  spectre  of  a  murdcrM  man. 

DryderCa  Palanum  and  ArdU. 

Alas !  I  have  not  words  to  tell  my  grief; 
To  vent  my  sorrow  would  be  some  relief; 
Light  Bufferings  give  us  leisure  to  complain; 
We  groan,  but  cannot  speak,  in  greater  pain. 

,    Dryden'a  Palamon  and  Areita, 

There  is  a  kind  of  mournful  eloquence 
r^       In  thy  dumb  grief^  which  shames  all  clam*n)aB 
sorrow  Lee^a  Theodoaiua, 


By  day  she  seeks  some  melancholy  shade. 
To  hide  her  sorrow  fVom  the  prying  world ; 
At  night  she  watches  all  the  long,  long  hours, 
And  listens  to  the  winds  and  beating  rain. 
With  sighs  as  loud,  and  tears  that  ^1  as  fiist 

Rowa'a  Fair  Pernteni. 

O,  take  me  in,  a  fellow-mourner  with  thee ; 
I  ^11  number  groan  for  groan,  and  tear  for  tear, 
And  when  the  fountains  of  thy  eyes  are  dry. 
Mine  shall  supply  the  stream,  and  weep  for  both ! 

Rowe'a  Fair  Penitenl. 

TTie  storm  of  grief  bears  hard  upon  his  youth. 
And  bends  him,  like  a  drooping  flower,  to  earth. 

Rowe'a  Fair  PenilenL 

Her  streaming  eyes  bent  ever  on  the  earth,   ' 
Except  when  in  some  bitter  pang  of  sorrow. 
To  heav*n  she  seemM  in  fervent  zeal  to  raise. 
And  beg  that  mercy  man  dcnyM  her  here. 

Rowe'a  Jana  Share* 

She  never  sees  the  sun,  but  thro*  her  tears ; 
And  wakes  to  sigh  the  live-long  nights  away. 

Rotbe'a  Jane  Shore. 

Give  me  your  drops,  ye  toil  descending  rains. 
Give  me  your  streams,  ye  never-ceasing  springs, 
That  my  sad  eyes  may  still  supply  my  duty. 
And  feed  an  everlasting  flood  of  sorrow. 

Rowe'a  Jane  Shore. 

That  eating  canker,  griei^  with  wasteful  spite. 
Preys  on  the  rosy  bloom  of  youth  and  beauty. 

Rowe'a  AmbHiouM  Stepmother. 

Some  secret  venom  preys  upon  his  heart ; 
A  stubborn  and  unconquerable  flame 
Creeps  in  his  veins,  and  drinks  the  streams  of  life. 

Rowe^a  Lady  Jane  Grey. 

Hie  time  for  tender  thoughts  and  soflendearmentB 
Is  fled  away  and  gone ;  joy  has  forsaken  tis ; 
Our  hearts  have  now  another  part  to  play. 

Rowe^a  Lady  Jane  Grry 

O  peaceful  solitude ! 
Here  all  things  smile,  and  in  sweet  oonoert  join: 
AH  but  my  thoughts,  that  still  are  out  of  time. 
And  break,  like  jarring  strings,  the  harmony. 

TaU'a  Loyal  General 

We  '11  fly  to  some  fiir  distant  lonely  village. 
Forget  our  former  state,  and  breed  with  sUvas, 
Sweat  in  the  eye  of  day,  and  when  night  comes 
With  bodies  coarsely  filled,  and  Vacant  souls. 
Sleep  like  labourM  hinds,  and  n^vcr  think ; 
For  if  I  think  again,  I  shall  go  mad. 

SeweWa  Sir  W.  Raleigh. 

Words  will  have  way :  or  grief^  suppressed  in  vain, 
Would  burst  its  passage  with  tli*  oa.v>ruahingsoul 

JHlTaALnnL 


Awhile  she  stood 


rrensibmiM  by  gfrief  to  marble ;  and  sppearM       O  sacred  sorrow !  he  who  knows  not  iliee, 


Swett  source  of  virtue, 


Her  own  pale  monument;  but  when  she  breath*d 

'Flic  secret  anguish  of  her  wounded  soul, 

So  moving  were  the  plaints,  tliey  would  have 

soothM 

The  stooping  &lcon  to  suspend  his  flight. 

And  spare  his  morning  prejr. 

Fenton's  Mariamne. 

A  soul  exasperated  in  ills,  falls  out 

Witli  every  thing  —  its  (riend  —  itsvlf. 

Addiwr^9  CaUk 

Alls !  tlie  muses  now  no  more  inspire, 
Untun*d  my  lute,  and  silent  is  my  lyre ; 
Afy  languid  numbers  have  forgot  to  flow» 
And  fancy  sinks  beneath  a  weight  of  woe. 

Pope*»  Sappho, 
Oh !  mortals,  short  of  sight,  who  think  the  post 
(yerblown  misfortune  still  shall  prove  the  last: 
AUs!  mii>ibrtunes  travel  in  a  train, 
And  oft  in  life  form  one  perpetual  chain ; 
Fear  buries  fear,  and  ills  on  ills  attend, 
TUl  life  and  sofrow  meet  one  common  end. 

YoiiJig^M  Force  of  Retigum, 

What  &  damp  hangs  on  me ! 
These  sprightly  tuneful  airs  but  skim  along 
The  surface  of  mj  soul,  not  enter  there : 
She  does  not  dance  to  this  enchanting  sound. 
How,  like  a  brolien  instrument  beneath 
Tlie  skilful  touch,  my  joyless  heart  lies  dead ! 
Nor  answers  to  the  master^s  hand  divine  I 

Young' $  Broihen, 

Uow  vain  all  outward  effort  to  supply 

The  soul  with  joy  \    The  noontide  sun  is  dark. 

And  music  discord,  when  tlie  heart  is  low. 

Young's  Brothero, 

8mm  weep  in  perfect  justice  to  the  dead, 
Am  eonscioQS  all  their  love  is  in  arrear. 

Young'o  Night  ThoughU, 

Some  weep  to  share  the  fame  of  the  deceased. 
So  high  in  merit,  and  to  them  so  dear. 
Tbcy  dwell  on  praises,  which  they  think  they  share ; 
And  thus,  without  a  blush,  commend  themselves. 

Young's  Night  ThoughU. 

^^  fails  to  grieve,  when  just  occasion  calls, 
Or  grieves  too  mneh,  deserves  not  to  be  blest; 
InkniDan,  or  effeminate,  his  heart 

Youn^t  Night  Thaughto. 

But  who  can  point  the  lover  as  he  stood, 

Pierc*d  by  severe  amaaemnnt,^  hating  lifb, 

%ieechless,  and  fiz'd  in  all  the  death  of  woe ! 

801,  faint  resemblance,  on  the  marble  tomb, 

Hie  welli^i— cmbled  mourner  stooping  stands, 

fer  eror  silent,  and  &ir  ever  sad. 

TAomson*s  Seaoono, 


Knows  not  the  best  emotions  of  tlic  heart. 
Those  tender  tears  that  harmonize  the  soul, 
The  sigh  that  charms,  the  pang  that  gives  delight 

Thomaon^o  Agamemnon, 

So  many  great 
inustrioos  spirits  have  oonvers*d  with  woe, 
Have  in  her  school  been  taught,  as  ore  enough 
To  consecrate  distress,  and  make  ambition 
Ev*n  wish  the  frown  beyond  the  smile  of  fortune. 

Thamoon^o  Sophanioha, 

There  ofl  is  found  an  avarice  in  grief; 

And  the  wan  eye  of  sorrow  loves  to  gaze 

Upon  its  secret  hoard  of  treasurM  woes 

.  In  pining  solitude. 

I  JUtfson>  Elfrida. 

Thou  look*st  a  very  statue  of  surprise. 
As  if  a  lightning  blast  had  dried  thee  up. 
And  had  not  left  tliee  mobtore  for  a  tear. 

Martyn'o  Timoleon. 

*T  is  impotent  to  grieve  for  what  is  past. 

And  unavailing  to  exclaim. 

Havard'o  Scanderheg, 

Whole  years  of  joy  glide  unperoeiv*d  away, 
While  sorrow  counts  the  minutes  ds  they  pass. 

Hovard'o  Scanderheg 

Half  of  the  ilb  we  hoard  within  our  hearts. 
Are  ills  because  we  hoard  them. 

Proctor* s  Mirandola 

Still  o*er  these  scenes  my  memory  wakes 
And  fondly  broods  with  miser-care ; 
Time  but  th*  impression  deeper  makes. 
As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear ! 


Bumo 

Oppressed  witli  grief^  oppress*d  with  care, 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 
I  sit  me  down  and  sigh : 

0  life !  thou  art  a  galling  load. 

Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road. 

To  wretches  such  as  I. 

Butm 

He  died  that  death  which  best  becomes  a  man. 
Who  is  with  keenest  sense  of  conscious  ill 
And  deep  remorse  assailed,  a  wounded  spirit 
A  death  that  kills  the  noble  and  the  brave. 
And  only  them.    He  had  no  other  wound. 

Joanna  BaiUie'o  De  Moniford 

Heaven  oft  in  jnercy  smites  e*en  when  the  blow- 
Severest  is. 

Joanna  Bonne's  Orra 

1  *11  do  whatever  thou  wilt,  I  will  be  silent : 

But  O !  a  reined  tongue,  and  bursting  heart, 

Are  hard  at  onoe  to  bear. 

JoamM  BamUU  Baml 
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I  felt  a  sudden  ti^htneM  gnaip  my  throat 
As  it  would  strangle  me ;  sach  as  I  felt, 
I  knew  it  well,  some  twenty  yean  ago^ 
When  my  good  father  shed  his  Messing  on  me : 
I  hate  to  weep,  and  so  I  eame  away. 

Joanna  BaUUe'9  BatU, 

He  did  naught  hot  sigh. 

If  I  might  judge  by  the  highJieaving  Yestuitt 

Folded  so  deep  on  his  majeetie  breast;— 

Of  sound  I  heard  not 

Maturm'9  Bertram, 

No  futuro  hour  can  lend  my  heart  like  this. 

Save  that  which  breaks  it. 

Maturin'$  Beriranu 

A  malady 

Preys  on  my  heart,  that  medicine  cannot  reach, 

Invisible  and  cureless. 

Jtatunn  s  Btttion^ 

They  said  her  cheek  of  youth  was  beautiful. 
Till  withering  sorrow  blanched  the  white  rose 
there.  Maturin, 

And  all  clung  round  him  weeping  bitterly; 
Weeping  the  more  because  they  wept  in  vain. 

Rcgen'B  Italy. 

The  grief  that  on  my  quiet  preys, 

That  rends  my  heart,  that  checks  my  tongue, 

1  fear  will  last  me  all  my  days. 

But  feol  it  will  not  last  me  long. 

Sir  John  Moore, 

The  heavy  sigh, 

Yne  tear  in  the  half-opening  eye. 

The  pallid  check  and  brow,  confess*d 

That  grief  was  busy  in  hb  breast. 

ScoU'm  Rokeby, 

I  alone  am  leA  on  earth ! 
To  whom  nor  relative  nor  blood  remains, 
No !  not  a  kindred  drop  that  runs  in  human  veins. 
CampbeWi  Gertrude  of  Wyoming. 

As  a  beam  o*cr  the  face  of  the  waters  may  glow, 
While  the  tide  runs  in  darkness  and  coldness  below, 
80  the  cheek  may  be  ting*d  with  a  warm  sunny 

smile, 
Though  the  cold  heart  to  ruin  runs  darkly  the 

while. 
One  fatal  remembrance,  one  sorrow  that  throws 
Its  black  shado  alike  o*er  our  joys  and  our  woes, 
To  which  life  nothing  darker  or  brighter  can: 

bring, 
J  or  which  joy  has.no  balm  and  •fflifttim*  no  sting ! 

Moore, 
Toi,  ah !  my  heart,  how  very  soon 
*rhe  glittering  dreams  of  youth  are  past ! 
And  long  before  it  reach  its  noon, 
'I'he  tun  of  life  is  overcast 

JHiMIIS. 


The  world  had  just  begun  to  steal 
Each  hope,  that  kd  me  lightly  on, 
I  felt  not  as  I  w^d  to  foel. 
And  life  grew  dark  and  love  was  gone! 
No  eye  to  mingle  som>w*s  tear. 
No  lip  to  mingle  pleasure's  breath. 
No  tongue  to  call  me  kind  and  dear  — 
*Twas  gloomy,  and  I  wish'd  for  death ! 


Meen, 


»it«m  is  dead  r 
Oh  grief,  beyond  all  other  griefs,  when  fate 
First  leaves  the  young  heart  lone  and  desolats 
In  the  wide  world,  without  that  only  tie 
For  which  it  lov*d  to  live  or  fearM  to  die — 
Lorn  as  the  hung.up  lute,  that  ne*er  hath  spoken 
Since  the  sad  day  its  master-chord  was  broken ! 

Jlfoore's  LaUa  AoaU 

Oh !  ever  thus  from  childhood's  hour, 
I  've  seen  my  fondest  hopes  decay ; 
I  never  lov*d  a  tree  or  flower. 
But  *twas  the  first  to  fade  away. 
I  never  nurs'd  a  dear  gazellr. 
To  glad  me  with  its  soft  black  eye. 
But  when  it  came  to  know  me  well. 
And  love  me,  it  was  sure  to  die. 

Jfoortf's  LaOa  Reokk. 

That  minute  fVom  my  soul  the  light 
Of  heaven  and  love  both  paas'd  away ; 
And  I  forgot  my  home,  my  birth, 
Profan*d  my  spirit,  sunk  my  brow, 
And  reveird  In  gross  joys  of  earth. 
Till  I  became — what  I  am  now. 

Moort'e  Latea  of  the  Angeli, 

But  never  a  tear  his  cheek  descended. 
And  never  smile  his  brow  unbended : 
And  o'er  that  fair  broad  brow  were  wrought 
The  intersected  lines  of  thought ; 
Those  furrows  which  the  burning  share 
Of  sorrow  ploughs  untimely  there ; 
Scars  of  the  lacerating  mind 
Which  the  soul's  war  doth  leare  behind. 

Byron's  Parasine, 

Through  many  a  clime  'tis  mine  to  go, 
With  many  a  retrospection  curst. 
And  all  my  solace  is  to  know, 
Whate'er  betides,  I've  known  the  worst 
What  is  that  worst  ?  nay,  do  not  ask. 
In  pity  from  the  search  forbear  4 
Smile  on — nor  venture  to  unmask 
Man's  heart,  and  view  the  hell  that  'i  there. 

Bvnau 

Not  of\  to  smile  deseendeth  he. 

And  when  he  doth  't  u  sad  to  see 

That  he  but  mocks  at  misery. 

ByrmCe  G'taoer. 
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What  ia  the  wont  of  iroes  that  wait  on  age  7 
What  stamps  the  wrinkle  deeper  on  the  brow? 
To  Tiew  each  lov'd  one  blotted  from  life's  pa^ 
And  be  alone  on  earth,  as  I  am  now. 

Bynm*»  ChOde  Hardd, 

And  she  was  loet — and  jet  I  breath'd, 
fiat  not  the  breath  of  human  life ; 
A  serpent  round  my  heart  was  wreathed. 
And  stung  mj  every  thought  to  strife. 

Byron's  OiaufUT, 

\ 

AJiks  all  time,  abhorred  all  place, 
Sboddering  I  shrunk  from  nature's  fkce, 
Where  every  hue  that  charmed  before 
The  blackness  of  my  bosom  bore. 

ByrorC$  Oiaaur, 

Alas !  the  breast  that  inly  bleeds, 
fltth  nought  to  dread  from  outward  blow : 
Who  falls  from  all  he  knows  of  bliss. 
Cues  little  into  what  abyss. 

Byron's  Giaour, 

My  slumbers — if  I  shunber — are  not  sleep, 
But  a  continuance  of  enduring  thoaght» 
Which  then  I  can  resist  not :  in  my  heart 
There  is  a  vigil,  and  these  eyes  but  dose 
To  look  within ;  and  yet  I  live,  and  bear 
The  aspect  and  the  form  of  breathing  men. 
fiat  grief  should  be  the  instructor  of  the  wise ; 
Sorrow  is  knowledge :  they  who  know  the  most 
Most  mourn  the  deepest  o'er  the  fatal  thith. 
The  tree  of  knowledge  is  not  that  of  life. 

Byron'$  Manfnd, 

Look  on  roe !  there  is  an  order 
Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 
Old  in  their  youth,  and  die  ere  middle  age. 
Without  the  violence  of  warlike  death ; 
Some  perishing  of  pleasure— some  of  study -^ 
Some  worn  with  toil*-6ome  of  mere  weariness- 
Some  of  disease — and  some,  insanity  — 
And  some  of  wither'd  or  of  broken  hearts ; 
For  this  last  is  a  malady  which  slays 
More  than  are  numbered  in  the  lists  of  fate. 
Taking  all  shapes,  and  bearing  many  names. 

ByrtnC9  Manfred, 

Though  gay  oompanicMis  o'er  the  bowl 
Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill ; 
Hiough  pleasure  fires  the  madd'ning  soul: 
The  heart—  the  heart  is  lonely  stilL 

BtftfUL 

I>Bspaad  not :  whereftre  wilt  thoa  wander  tha% 
To  add  thy  silence  to  the  silent  night. 
And  Uft  thy  tearful  ey«  dnto  the  stanf 
Tbey  eaanot  aid  thee. 

Byrom*9  HmntM  and  Earth, 


He  asked  no  question  —  all  were  answered  now 
By  the  fvst  glance  on  that  still-marble  brow. 
It  was  enough — she  died — what  recked  it  how^ 
Hie  love  of  youth,  the  hope  of  better  years, 
The  only  living  thing  he  could  not  hate, 
Was  reft  ftt  once  •*  and  he  deserved  his  fate. 
But  did  ncA  feel  it  less ; — the  good  explore. 
For  peace,  those  realms  where  guilt  can  never 

soar: 
Tlie  proud— the  wayward — ^who  have  fixed  below 
Their  Joy— and  find  this  earth  enough  for  woe^ 
Lose  in  that  one  their  all— perchance  a  mito«- 
But  who  in  patience  parts  with  all  delight  7 
Full  many  a  stoic  eye  and  aspect  stern 
Mask  hearts  where  grief  hath  little  left  to  learn ; 
And  many  a  withering  thought  lies  hid,  not  lost, 
In  smiles  that  least  befit  who  wear  them  most 

DyrmC$  Cor$avr, 
Sorrow  preys  upon 
Its  solitude,  and  nothing  more  divests  it 
From  its  sad  visions  of  the  other  world 
Than  calling  it  at  moments  bsck  to  this. 
The  busy  have  no  time  fiif  tears. 

Byron's  7\0O  Fesesri 

Upon  her  &ce  there  was  the  tint  of  grief; 
The  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strifb. 
And  an  unquiet  drooping  of  the  eye, 
As  if  its  lid  were  charged  with  unshed  tears. 

Byron's  I^ressi. 

Of  many  an  ill  untdd,  unsung. 
That  will  not— > may  not  find  a  tongue. 
But  kept  conceaTd  without  control, 
Spread  the  fell  cankers  of  the  souL 

Byron  to  hU  DaughUr. 

She  stood  a  moment  as  a  Pythoness 

Stands  upon  her  tripod,  agonized,  and  full 

Of  inspiration  gathered  from  distress, 

When  all  the  heart-strings,  like  wild  horses,  pull 

The  heart  asunder. 

Byrsn. 

Silent  and  pensive,  idle,  restless,  slow. 

His  home  deserted  fbr  the  lonely  wood, 

Tormented  with  a  wound  he  could  not  know, 

His,  like  all  deep  grief,  plunged  in  solitude. 

Byroh 

Yet  disappointed  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  man's  day  mixture  undergoes. 
Our  least  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep ; 
'T  is  the  vile  daily  drop  on  drop  that  wears 
The  soul  out  (like  the  stone)  with  petty  cares. 

Byron 

——Her  infant  babe 
Had  ftom  its  UMther  (iaught  the  trick  of  grie^ 
And  sighed  among  its  playthings. 
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We  look  before  and  after. 

And  pine  for  what  is  not; 

Our  sincerest  laughter 

With  some  pain  is  fraught. 

ShdUy. 

.Thy  grief  unmans  roe,  and  I  £ain  would  meet 
That  which  approaches,  as  a  brave  man  yields 
With  proud  submission  to  a  mightier  foe, 

Mr%»  Hemans, 

I  need  not  say  how,  one  "by  one. 

Love's  flowers  have  dropp*d  from  off  lovc*s  chain, 

Enough  to  say  that  they  are  gone, 

And  that  tlicy  cannot  bloom  again. 

Mi$§  Lanion. 

Ah,  tell  me  not  that  meipory 

Sheds  gladness  o'er  tlie  past ; 

What  is  rccaird  by  faded  flowers 

Save  that  they  did  not  last ! 

Jtftf  s  Landmu 

Thine  is  a  grief  that  wastes  the  heart, 

Like  mildew  on  a  tulip's  dyes  — 
When  hope,  deferred  but  to  depart. 

Loses  its  smiles  but  keeps  its  sighs. 

M%$9  London. 

Weep  not  fi)r  him  that  dieth^ 

For  he  hath  ceased  from  tears, 
And  a  voice  to  his  roplictli  , 

Which  he  hath  not  heard  for  years. 

Afrs.  JVorton. 
I  tell  you,  hopeless  grief  is  passionless  -^ 
That  only  men  incredulous  of  despair, 
Half.taught  in  anguish,  through  the  midnight  air. 
Beat  upward  to  God's  throne  in  loud  access 
Of  slirieking  and  reproach. 

JIftfS  Barrett 

I  hush  my  heart,  I  hide  my  tears, 

T^st  he  my  grief  should  guess 
Who.  watch'd  thee,  darling,  day  and  night. 

With  patient  tenderness ; 
'T  would  grieve  his  generous  soul  to  see 

This  anguish  wild  and  vain, 
And  he  would  deem  it  sin  in  me 

To  wish  thee  back  again; 
fiut  oh !  when  I  am  all  alone, 

J  cannot  calm  my  grief. 

Jfrs.  Otgood, 

GUIDE. 

For  double  shame  he  doth  deserve, 
Wlio  being  guide,  doth  soonest  swerve. 

Brandon^t  Oetama, 
That  man 
M  */  safely  venture  to  go  on  his  way, 
TAt  is  so  guided,  that  he  cannot  stray. 

MarmymC^  HottmuPB  Lmguer, 


I  stand  like  one 
Has  lost  his  way,  and  no  man  near  him  to  inqiiie 

it  of: 
Yet  there  *s  a  providence  above,  that  knows 
The  roads  which  ill  pien  tread,  and  can  direct 
Inquiring  justice :  Tlie  passengers  that  travel 
In  the  wide  ocean,  where  no  paths  are, 
Look  up,  and  leave  their  conduct  to  a  star. 

Sir  Robert  /foaoffnTs  Surp(iml 


cmLT. 

Say  6rst  what  cause 
Mov*d  our  grand-parents,  in  that  happy  state, 
Favour'd  of  heav'n,  so  highly  to  fall  off 
From  their  Creator,  and  transgress  his  will 
For  one  restraint,  lords  of  the  world  beside. 

JtrOfofi't  Pandite  LotU 

To  vice  industrious,  but  to  nobler  deeds 

Timorous  and  slothfuL 

Jtftboii'f  Pandi$e  Lod 

Earth  felt  the  wound,  and  nature  from  her  scat 

Sighing  through  all  her  works  gave  signs  of  woe, 

That  all  was  k)sL 

UUUnCo  Pondiu  LttU 

Earth  trembled  from  her  entrails,  as  again 
In  pangs,  and  nature  gave  a  second  groan. 
Sky  lower'd,and  muttering  thunder,  some  saddiopi 
Wept  at  completing  of  the  mortal  ain. 

MiUon'o  Porodm  IM 

Where,  where,  for  shelter,  shall  the  guilty  fly, 
When  consternation  turns  the  good  man  pale  ? 

Ywmg'o  HigU  Tkaugktt, 

Let  no  man  trust  the  first  &lie  step 
Of  guilt,  it  hangs  upon  a  precipice. 
Whose  steep  descent  in  last  perdition  ends. 

Young's  Buthit, 

There  *s  nought  so  monstrous  but  the  mind  of  man, 
In  some  conditions,  may  be  brought  to  approve; 
Theft,  sacrilege,  treason  and  parricide. 
When  flattering  opportunity  enticed. 
And  desperation  drove,  have  been  committed 
By  those  who  once  would  start  to  hear  them  named. 

LWo*M  Fatal  CwiotiUf. 

How  guilt,  once  harbourM  in  the  conscious  bretft, 
Intimidates  the  brave,  degrades  the  great 

Dr.  Jokmon'9  Irtm. 

*Tis  guilt  alone 

Like  brain-sick  phrenxy,  in  its  feverish  mood. 

Fills  the  light  air  with  visionary  terrors^ 

And  ahapeleas  ferms  of  fear* 

Fronds'*  EugtOM 

Such  is  the  &te  of  gnilt,  to  make  slaves  tooK 
And  then  to  make  'em  maeters-^by  our  secretin 

BooortPo  Regubit, 
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He  that  acta  unjustly, 

la  the  worst  rebel  to  himself^  and  tho*  now 

Ambition*8  trumpet  and  the  drum  of  pow*r 

May  drown  the  sound,  yet  conscience  will,  one  day. 

Speak  louder  to  him. 

Havar^e  King  Charleg  I, 

O  what  a  state  is  g^li !  how  wild !  how  wretched ! 

When  apprehension  can  form  nought  but  fears. 

And  we  distrust  security  herself. 

HavartTi  Regtdue, 

The  guilty  mind 

I>cba*es  the  great  image  that  it  wears. 

And  levels  us  with  brutes. 

Havard'9  Scanderbeg, 

What  a  state  is  guilt, 

When  ev*ry  thing  alarms  it !  like  a  ccntinel, 

Wlio  sleeps  upon  his  watch,  it  wakes  in  dread, 

Er'n  at  a  breath  of  wind. 

Uavard^u  Scanderbeg. 

But  many  a  crime  deem'd  iraiocent  on  earth. 
Is  registerM  in  heav'n,  and  these,  no  doubt, 
Have  each  their  record,  with  a  curse  annexed. 

Coioper'9  TaA. 
To  what  gulfe 
A  siiigle  deviation  from  the  track 
Of  human  duties,  leads  even  those  who  claim 
The  homage  of  mankind  as  their  born  due. 
And  find  it,  till  they  ibr&it  it  themselves. 

Byron'9  Sardaaapalu$, 

He  swears,  but  he  is  sick  at  heart ; 

He  hiughs,  but  he  turns  deadly  pale ; 
His  reatiess  eye  and  sudden  start-— 

These  tell  the  dreadful  tale 
That  will  be  told  :  it  needs  no  words  from  thee, 
Thou  sel£«old  slave  to  guilt  and  misery. 

Dana^M  Buccaneer, 

God  hath  yokM  to  guilt 

Her  pde  tonnsntor — misery. 

Bryant 


Her  hair 
In  ringlets  rather  dark  than  fair. 
Does  down  her  ivory  bosom  roll, 
And  hiding  half  adorns  the  whole. 


rrwr 


HAUL 

Hair  £  *t  is  the  robe  which  onrious  nature  weaves 
To  bang  upon  the  head,  and  does  adorn 
Our  bodies ;  in  the  first  hour  we  are  bom, 
God  does  bestow  that  garment:  when  we  die, 
That,  tike  a  soft  and  silken  canopy. 
Is  still  spread  wet  us :  In, spite  of  death. 
Our  hair  grows  in  our  grave,  and  that  alone 
Looks  fiesh,  when  all  our  other  beauty  *s  gone. 

Iheker^M 

Her  hair  was  roIlM  in  many  a  corioos  frel* 
Much  like  a  rich  and  curioos  eoronet ; 
Upon  whose  arches  twenty  Cupids  lay, 
And  were  or  tf^d,  or  loath  to  fly  away. 

Brmm'9  Pmonl$, 


Her  hair  down-gusliing  in  an  armful  fiuws, 
And  floods  her  ivory  neck,  and  glitters  as  she  goes. 

Allan  Cunningham, 

Then  there 's  that  old  Lord  Maurice^  not  a  whit ' 
More  tame  for  his  grey  hairs. 

KeaWs  Eve  qfSL  Agnei, 

A  silver  line,  that  from  the  brow  to  Uie  crpwn, 

And  in  the  middle,  parts  the  braided  hair, 

Just  serves  to  show  how  delicate  a  soil 

The  golden  harvest  grows  in. 

Wordsworth, 

An  angel  face !  its  sunny  **  wealth  of  hair/* 

In  radiant  ripples,  bathed  the  graceful  throat 

And  dimpled  shoulders. 

Jlfrs.  Osgood, 

She 's  beautiful !  —  Her  raven  curls 

Have  broken  hearts  in  envious  girls; — 

And  then  they  sleep  in  contrast  so, 

Like  raven  feathers  upon  snow, 

And  bathe  her  neck  —  and  shade  the  bright 

Dark  eye  from  which  they  catdi  the  light, 

As  if  their  graceful  loops  were  made 

To  keep  that  glorious  eye  in  shade, 

And  holier  make  its  tranquil  spell. 

Like  waters  in  a  shaded  weU. 

WiOis, 

See  those  small  youngsters  whose  expansive  ears 
Maternal  kindness  graz*d  with  frequent  shears; 
B!ach  bristling  crop  a  dangling  mass  becomes. 
And  all  the  spoonies  turn  to  Absaloms. 

O.  W,  Holmes 


HAND. 

Her  hand. 
In  whose  comparison,  all  whites  are  ink 
Writing  their  own  reproach,  to  whose  soft  seizure 
The  cygnet's  down  is  harsh,  and  spirit  of  sense 
Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughman ! 

Shaki,  TroUus  and  Cressida, 

I  take  thy  hand,  this  hand, 
As  soft  as  dove^s  down,  and  as  white  as  it ; 
Or  Ethiopian's  tooth,  or  the  flmn*d  snow, 
That's  bolted  by  the  northern  blast  twice  o'er. 

Shaks.  Winters's  7Wa 

He  who  beholds  her  hand  fbrgetB  her  face. 

Mrs,  Brooks's  Zofhtd 

I  love  a  hand  that  meets  mine  own 
With  grasp  that  eausas  some  sensatiop 

Mn.  Osgood's  Poemn 
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The  instrament  of  instnimenta,  thfi  hand ; 
Coarte«y*B  index ;  chambeiiain  to  nature ; 
The  body's  soldier;  and  mouth's  caterer; 
Payche*B  great  secretary ;  the  dumb's  eloquence ; 
The  blind  man's  candle,  and  his  forehead's  buckler ; 
The  minister  of  wrath;  and  friendship's  sign. 

Lingua, 

Tlie  Hand, — what  wondrous  Wisdom  plamiM 

Tliis  instrument  so  near  divine ! 
How  impotent,  without  the  Hand, 

Proud  Reason's  light  would  shine ! 
Invention  might  her  power  apply, 

And  Genius  see  the  forms  of  heaven,— 
And  firm  Resolve  his  strength  might  try  ;  — 
But  vain  the  WUl,  the  Soul,  the  Eye, 
Unquarrieu  Jtrould  the  marble  lie, 
The  oak  and  cedar  flout  the  sky 

Had  not  the  Hand  been  given  I 

Mn,  HaU-^  The  Hand  and  tit  Work 

Tlie  Frost's  ice-breath  the  seas  may  block. 
An  Earthquake's  arm  the  mountains  shake, 

The  lightning's  eye  dissolve  the  rock. 
The  heaving  breast  of  Waters  break 

A  pathway  through  the  solid  land ; 
No  form  that  Nature's  force  can  take 
Such  changes  in  the  World  would  make 

As  doth  the  Human  Hand. 

Afrs.  Hak^  The  Hand  and  Of  Work, 

All  wants  that  from  our  nature  rise. 
Life's  common  cares  the  Hand  supplies ; 
It  tends  and  clothes  our  myriad  race. 
And  forms  for  each  a  resting-place ; 
And  ceaseless  ministry  doth  keep 
From  cradle  dream  to  coffin  sleeps 

Mn,  Hale—  The  Hand  and  iU  Work, 

Art's  glorious  things  that  give  the  Mind 

Dominion  over  Time  and  Space,— 
The  silken  Car,  that  rides  the  wind ; 

The  Steel,  that  trackless  seas  can  traces 
The  Engine,  breathing  fire  and  sinoke 
That  Neptune's  potent  sway  hath  broke, 

And  saib  its  ships  'gainst  wind  and  tide ; 
Tne  Telescope,  that  sweeps  the  sky. 
And  brings  the  pilgrim  planet  nigh. 

Familiar  as  the  Sun's  pole  Bride ;  — 
The  microscopic  Lens,  wliich  finds 

On  every  leaf  a  peopled  land,— 
Ml  these,  that  aid  the  mightiest  Minds, 
Were  wrought  and  fashion'd  by  the  Hand ! 

Mte,  Hale—  The  Hand  and  iU  Work 

I  hough  MinH  Aladdin's  lamp  might  be, 
lli»  Genie  \ias  the  Hand. 

ifrt.  Hale—  The  Hand  and  U$  Work 


HANGING. 

Go,  go,  begone,  to  save  your  ship  from  wreck 
Which  cannot  perish,  having  thee  on  board. 
Being  destined  to  a  drier  death  on  shore. 

Shake.  7\oo  Gentlemen  ef  Verona. 

While  those  who  turn  and  wind  their  oaths 
Have  swell'd  and  sunk,  like  other  froths ; 
Prevail'd  awhile,  but  'twas  not  long 
Before  from  world  to  world  they  swung. 
As  they  had  tum'd  from  side  to  side ; 
And  as  the  changelings  Uv'd,  they  d/d. 

Buder^e  HnMrao. 
When  the  times  begin  to  alter. 
None  rise  so  high  as  from  the  halter. 

BuOer'o  Hudibrao, 

For  matrimony  and  hanging  here 
Both  go  by  destiny  so  clear. 
That  you  as  sure  nuiy  pick  and  choose, 
Aji  Cross,  I  win ;  and  Pile,  you  lose. 

Builer*9  HudObra*. 


HAPPINESS. 

O,  hew  bitter  a  thing  it  is  to  look 

Into  happiness  through  another  man's  eyes ! 

Shako,  Am  you  like  U. 

If  it  were  now  to  die, 

'T  were  now  to  be  most  happy ;  for  I  fear 

My  soul  hath  her  content  so  absolute. 

That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 

Succeeds  in  unknown  fiite. 

Shako.  OthBo. 

What  I  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  see : 
The  liquid  drops  of  tean  that  you  have  shed. 
Shall  come  again,  transform'd  to  orient  pearl ; 
Advantaging  their  loan,  with  interest 
Oftentimes  double  gain  of  happiness. 

Shako.  Ri4ihmrd  ///. 

All  the  good  we  have  rests  in  the  mind ; 
By  whose  proportions  only  we  redeem 
Our  thoughts  from  out  confusion,  and  do  find 
The  measure  of  ourselves,  and  of  our  powers : 
And  that  all  happiness  remains  confin'd 
Within  the  kingdom  of  this  breast  of  ours. 

Daniel  to  the  Counieoo  of  Bedford, 

What  thing  so  good  which  not  some  harm  may 

bring? 
E'en  to  be  happy  is  a  dangerous  thing. 

EaH  efSierUn^o  Darino. 

Happy  are  those, 
That  knowing  in  their  births  they  are  subject  ts 
Unoertam  change^  ace  still  prepor'd  and  arm'd 
For  either  fbrtuna ;  a  rare  principle, 

I'  And  with  muoh  labour  leam'd  in  wisdom's  school 
Maooingor^o  Bondman 
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That  luppin«ss  does  the  longest  thiive. 
Where  jojs  and  grieft  have  tams  alternetive. 

MitmcKm 

n*  is  with  our  souls 
As  with  <mr  eyes,  that  after  a  long  darkness 
Are  dazzled  at  th*  apprtech  of  sudden  light; 
When  i*  th'  midst  of  fears  we  are  surprisM 
With  unexpected  happiness ;  the  first 
Degrees  of  joj  are  mere  astonishment. 

DenhanCs  Sophjf, 

Over  all  men  hangs  a  doubtful  fkte : 
Ooe^aiuB  by  what  another  is  berefl; 
The  frugal  deities  have  only  left 
A  common  bank  of  happiness  below, 
BCaintain^d,  like  nature,  by  an  ebb  and  flow. 

Sir  Robert  Houxird'M  Indian  Queen. 

Happiness  is  a  stranger  to  mankind. 
And,  like  to  a  IbrcM  motion,  it  is  ever 
Strongest  at  tlie  beginning ;  then  languishing 
With  time,  grows  weary  of  our  company. 

Tuke*§  Adoentwres  if  Five  Honn. 

I«ee  tliere  is  no  man  but  may  make  his  paradise, 
And  it  is  nothing  but  his  love  and  dotage 
Upon  the  world*s  foul  joys,  that  keeps  him  oat  ont ; 
For  fae  that  lives  retir*d  in  mind  and  spirit, 
Is  still  in  paradise. 

BeaummU  and  Fldeku^e  Nke  Vdlmr, 

On  earth  he  first  beheld 
Our  two  first  parents,  yet  the  only  two 
Of  mankind  in  the  happy  garden  plac*d. 
Reaping  immortal  fruits  of  joy  and  love, 
Unintermpted  joy — unrivall'd  love. 

Jfiftoi»'«  Paradiae  LosL 

They  live  too  long,  who  happiness  outlive : 
For  life  and  death  are  things  indifferent ; 
Each  to  be  chose,  as  either  brings  content         % 

DrydnCe  Indian  Emperor, 

If  solid  happiness  we  prize. 

Within  our  breast  this  jewel  lies» 

And  they  are  fools  who  roam : 

Hie  world  has  nothing  to  bestow ; 

F^om  our  own  selves  our  joys  must  flow, 

And  that  dear  hut-— our  home. 

CettoiCe  Fireeide, 

B&SB !  sublunary  bliss ! '—  proud  words  and  vain ! 

Implicit  treason  to  divine  decree ! 

A  bold  invasion  of  the  rights  of  heaven ! 

I  dasp*d  the  phantoms,  and  I  found  them  air. 

O  had  I  weigh'd  it  ere  my  find  embrace ! 

What  darts  of  agony  had  missM  my  heart! 

Ymtng'e  N^  neugiU. 

How  sad  a  sight  is  human  happiness. 
To  those  whose  thoughts  can  pierce  beyond  an 

Ymmg^e  Night  Tkaugka, 


Thou  happy  wretch;  by  blindness  art  thou  blest. 
By  dotage  dandled  to  perpetual  smiles. 

Ymaig'e  Night  Thoug^e, 

Know,  smiler !  at  thy  peril  art  thou  plcasM ; 
Thy  pleasure  is  the  promise  of  thy  pain. 
Misfortune,  like  a  creditor  severe. 
But  rises  in  demand  for  her  delay ; 
She  makes  a  scourge  of  past  posterity, 
To  tfting  thee  more,  and  double  thy  distress. 

Ywng'9  Night  ThtmgUe, 

Tlie  spidcr*s  most  attenuated  thread 
Is  cord — is  cable — to  man*s  tender  tie 
On  earthly  bliss;  it  breaks  at  every  breeze. 

Young^e  Night  Thoughia, 

Naturo,  in  leal  for  human  amity, 
Oeniea,  or  damps,  an  undivided  joy. 
Joy  is  an  import;  joy  is  an  exchange, 
Joy  flies  monopolists;  it  calls  for  two ;  , 

Rich  fruit !  Heav*n  planted !  never  pluck'd  by  one. 

Young' 9  Night  Tlumghte. 

O  how  portentous  is  prosperity ! 

How  eomeUUke ;  it  threatens,  while  it  shines  I 

Yoang'e  Night  Thoughte, 

What  makes  man  wretched  7    Happiness  denyM  ? 
Lorenxo !  no^  *t  is  happiness  disdainM. 
She  comes  too  meanly  drest  to  win  our  smile  t 
And  calls  herself  eontenty  a  homely  name ! 
Our  flame  is  transport,  and  content  our  scorn. 
Ambition  tums,  and  shuts  the  door  against  her, 
And  weds  a  toil,  a  tempest,  in  her  stead. 

Young'9  Night  Thaughtt. 

Beware  what  earth  calls  happiness ;  beware 
All  joysk  but  joys  that  never  can  €xpii]p ; 
Who  builds  on  less  than  an  immortal  base. 
Fond  as  he  seems,  condemns  his  joy  to  death. 

Young'M  Night  Thoughu 

Know  thou  this  truth,  (enough  for  man  to  know) 

**  Virtue  alone  is  happiness  below.*' 

The  only  point  where  human  bliss  stands  still, 

And  tastes  the  good  without  the  fall  to  ill ; 

Where  only  merit  constant  pay  receives. 

Is  blest  in  what  it  takes,  and  what  it  gives ; 

The  joy  unequalled,  if  its  end  it  gain, 

And  if  it  lose,  attended  with  no  pain : 

Without  satiety,  the*  e'er  so  blest. 

And  but  more  relish'd  as  the  more  distressed : 

The  broadest  mirth  unfeeling  folly  wears. 

Less  ploasing  far  than  virtue's  very  tears : 

Good  fh>m  each  object,  firom  each  place  acquire. 

For  ever  ezercis'd,  yet  never  tir'd ; 

Never  elated,  while  one  man's  oppressed ; 

Never  dejected,  while  another's  blest , 

And  where  no  wants,  no  wishes  can  remain, 

Since  but  to  wish  more  virtue,  is  to  gain. 

Pope* 9  Ere  ay  on  Uam 
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Oh,  happiness !  onr  being's  end  and  aim, 

Grood,  pleasure, ease,  content— •whate'er  thy  name: 

That  something  still  which  prompts  th*  eternal 

sigh. 
For  which  we  bear  to  live,  or  dare  to  die. 
Which  still  so  near  us,  jet  beyond  us  lies, 
0*erlook*d,  seen  double,  by  the  ibol  and  wits : 
Plant  of  celestial  seed !  if  droppM  below. 
Say  in  what  mortal  soil  thou  deign*8t  to  grow  7 

Pope's  Etmy  on  Man. 

Ask  of  the  learnM  the  way?    The  leam'd  are 

blind ; 
This  bids  to  serve,  and  that  to  shun  mankind ; 
Some  place  the  bliss  in  action,  some  in  ease, 
Those  call  it  pleasure,  and  contentment  these ; 
Some,  sunk  to  beasts,  find  pleasure  end  in  pain ; 
Some,  swell*d  to  gods,  confbss  eT*n  virtue  vain; 
Or,  indolent  to  each  extreme  they  fall, 
1V>  trust  in  ev*ry  thing,  or  doubt  of  all. 

Pqps*s  E99tnf  en  Man, 

Know,  all  the  good  that  individuals  find, 
Or  God  and  nature  meant  to  mere  mankind, 
Rcason*B  whole  pleasure,  all  the  joys  of  sense. 
Lie  in  three  words,  health,  peace,  and  competence. 
But  health  consists  with  temperance  alone ; 
And  peace,  oh  virtue  I  peace  is  all  thy  own. 
The  good  or  bad  the  glHs  of  fortune  gain ; 
But  these  less  taste  them,  as  (hey  worse  obtain. 

Piipe''9  E99ay  on  Man. 

FixM  to  no  spot  is  happiness  sincere, 

*T  is  no  where  to  be  found,  or  every  where. 

Pope*»  E$9ay  on  JMan. 

Order  is  heav*n*s  first  law ;  and  this  confost, 
Some  arc  and  must  be  greater  than  the  rest, 
More  rich,  more  wise,  but  who  infers  fixnn  hence 
That  such  are  happier,  shocks  all  common  sense. 
Heaven  to  mankind  impartial  we  confoss. 
If  all  are  equal  in  their  happiness : 
But  mutual  wants  this  happiness  increase ; 
All  nature*s  difference  keeps  all  nature's  peace. 
Condition,  circumstance,  is  not  the  thing ; 
Bliss  is  the  same  in  subject  or  in  king. 
In  who  obtain  disfonce,  or  who  defond, 
[n  him  who  is,  or  him  who  finds  a  friend : 
Heaven  breathes  through  every  member  of  the 

whole. 
One  common  blessing,  as  one  common  souL 

Pop«^9  Estay  on  Man, 

frue  happiness  (if  understood) 
f  'onsists  aicne  in  doing  good. 

SomernUe, 
on  when  blind  mortals  think  themselves  secure. 
In  height  of  bliss,  they  touch  the  brink  of  ruin. 

Sr&omson's  Agamemnon. 


Ev*n  not  all  these,  in  one  rich  lot  oombin'd. 
Can  •make  the  happy  man,  without  the  mind, 
Where  judgment  sits  clear-sighted,  and  surveys 
The  chain  of  reason  with  unerring  gaze ; 
Where  fancy  lives,  and  to  the  brightening  eyes, 
His  fairer  scenes,  and  bolder  figures  rise ; 
Whore  social  love  exerts  her  soft  command. 
And  plays  the  passions  with  a  tender  hand. 
Whence  every  virtue  flows,  in  rival  si  rife, 

And  all  the  moral  harmony  of  life. 

TnOfiMDn. 
Oh,  then  the  longest  summer's  day 
Seem'd  too,  too  much  in  haste :  still  the  full  heart 
Had  not  imparted  half:  *t  was  happiness 
Too  exquisite  to  last.    Of  joys  departed. 
Not  to  return,  how  painfbl  the  remembrance 

Bhar^o  Grave. 

Blessed,  thrice  blessed  days !  but  ah !  how  short ! 
Bless'd  as  the  pleasing  charms  of  holy  men. 
But  fugitive,  like  those,  and  quickly  gone. 
O  slippery  state  of  things !    What  sudden  turns, 
What  strange  vicissitudes,  in  the  first  leaf 
Of  man's  sad  history !  to-day  most  happy ; 
And,  ere  to-morrow's  sun  has  set,  most  abject ! 
How  scant  the  space  between  these  vast  extremes ! 

BUttt*o  Grav 

Our  aim  is  happiness;  'tis  yours,  't  is  mine. 
He  said,  His  the  pursuit  of  ail  that  live : 
Yet  few  attain  it,  if  't  was  e'er  attained. 
But  they  the  widest  wander  from  the  mark. 
Who  through  the  fioweiy  path  of  sauntering  joy 
Seek  this  coy  goddess ;  that  from  stage  to  stage 
Invites  us  still,  but  shifbi  as  we  pursue. 

Armatron^o  Art  of  Preaeroing  HeaUk. 

Its  no'  in  books,  its  no'  in  lear, 

To  make  us  truly  blest  :* 

If  happiness  has  not  her  seat 

And  centre  in  the  breast ; 

We  may  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  great, 

But  never  can  be  blest 

Bum8*8  Epistle  to  Dorte. 

Think  yc,  that  sic  as  you  and  I, 

Wha  drudge  and  drive  thro*  wet  and  djy, 

Wi*  never-ceasing  toil ; 

Think  ye,  are  we  less  blest  than  they, 

Wha  scarcely  tent  us  in  their  way, 

As  hardly  worth  their  while  7 

Bwmg'e  EpiatU  to  Davie, 

Though  duller  thoughts  succeed. 
The  bliss  e'en  of  a  moment,  still  is  bliss. 
Thou  would'st  not  of  her  dew<^rops  spoil  the  thorn. 
Because  her  glory  will  not  last  till  noon ; 
Nor  still  the  lightsome  gambols  of  t^e  oolt. 
Whose  neck  to-morrow's  yoke  will  galL   Fye  onH '. 
If  this  be  wise;,  H  is  crueL 

Joanna  BaiOie'o  Beacon 
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It  it  ever  tbuf  with  aappineM : 

It  is  the  gay  to>morrow  of  the  mind 

That  never  comes. 

Pncim^B  MkandtiUL 

VuM  was  his  brightest  boor,  too  bright 
For  human  weal  ;^  a  glaring  light, 
Like  fon-beam  thro*  the  rent  clottd  pouring 
On  the  faroad  lake,  when  storms  are  roaring; 
Bright  centre  of  a  wild  and  sombre  scene ; 
Here  keenly  bright  than  tommer's  settled  sheen. 

Jootma  BaiUie. 

An  boar  like  this  is  worth  a  thoraand  passM 
In  pomp  or  ease— *t  is  present  to  the  last ! 
Years  glide  away  nntold — His  stiU  the  same ; 
As  fiesh,  as  Ikir  as  on  the  day  it  came ! 

Rogen't  Htaum  Life, 

Troe  happiness  is  not  the  growth  of  earthy 
Tlie  soil  is  fruitless  if  yoa  seek  it  there : 
Tis  an  exotic  of  celestial  birth. 
And  never  blooms  bat  in  celestial  air. 
Sweet  plant  of  paradise  !  its  seeds  are  sown 
In  here  and  thero  a  breast  of  heavenly  mould, 
It  rises  slow,  and  buds,  but  ne*er  was  known 
To  blossom  here — the  climate  is  too  odd. 

R,  B.  Sheridan. 

Vain  schemer !  think  not  to  prolong  thy  joy ! 
Bat  cherish  while  it  lasts  the  heavenly  boon ! 
£ipand  thy  Ai\a !  thy  little  bark  shall  fly 
With  the  full  tide  of  pleasure !  though  it  soon 
May  feel  the  inflnence  of  the  changefbl  moon. 
It  yet  is  thine !  then  let  not  doubts  obscure, 
With  clondy  vapours  veil  th/  brilliant  noon. 
Nor  let  sospicion's  tainted  breath  impure, 
Poison  the  fiivonring  gale  which  speeds  thy  coarse 
secure !  Mn,  Tigh4?9  P9yche. 

Oh,  happy  yon !  who,  blest  with  present  bliss, 
See  not  with  fatal  prescience  future  tears. 
Nor  the  dear  moment  of  enjoyment  miss 
Through  gloomy  discontent,  or  sullen  fears 
Foreboding  many  a  storm  for  coming  years ; 
Change  is  the  lot  of  all.    Ourselves  with  scorn 
Perhaps  shall  view  what  now  so  fair  appears ; 
And  wonder  whence  the  fancied  charm  was  bom 
Which  now  with  vain  despair  from  our  fond  grasp 
is  torn.  >Mr$»  THghe^s  Psyche, 

What  deem*d  they  of  the  future  or  the  past? 
The  present,  like  a  tyrant,  held  them  fast. 

Byron's  JeUnnd, 

Sweet,  as  the  desert-fi)untain*8  vrave 
lb  Dps  just  cooPd  in  time  to  save. 

Byron*§  Bride  efAbydee. 

All  who  joy  would  win 
Must  share  it »- happiness  was  bom  a  twin. 

Byren. 


There  comes 

For  ever  something  between  us  and  what 

We  deem  our  happiness. 

ByrmCe  SardanapaUts, 

A  month  ago  I  was  happy !  no, 

N6t  happy,  yet  encircled  by  deep  joy, 

Which  though  *t  was  all  around,  I  could  not  touch. 

But  it  was  ever  thus  with  happiness : 

It  is  tlic  gay  to-morrow  of  the  mind 

That  never  comes. 

Bryan  W.  Proctor, 

There  is  a  gentle  element,  and  man 

May  broathe  it  with  a  calm  unruffled  soul. 

And  drink  its  living  waters,  till  his  heart 

Is  pure,  and  this  is  human  happiness. 

TTtSis. 

How  cheap 
Is  genuine  happiness,  and  yet  how  dearly 
Do  we  all  pay  for  its  base  counterfeit ! 
We  fancy  wants,  which  to  supply,  we  dare 
Danger  and  deatli,  enduring  the  privation 
Of  all  free  nature  offers  in  her  boun^. 
To  attain  that,  which,  in  its  full  fruition. 
Brings  but  satiety.    The  poorest  man 
May  taste  of  nature  in  her  element. 
Pure,  wholesome,  never  cloying ;  while  the  richest, 
From  the  same  stores,  does  but  elaborate 
A  pungent  dish  of  well-concocted  poison. 

J.  N,  Barker 

Rapture  is  not  the  aim  of  man ;  in  flowers 
The  serpent  hides  his  venom,  and  the  sting 
Of  the  dread  insect  lurks  in  fairest  bowers. 
We  were  not  made  to  wander  on  the  wing ; 
But  if  wo  would  be  happy,  we  must  bring 
Our  buoyed  hearts  to  a  plain  and  simple  school. 

PercivaL 


HARVEST. 

The  harvest  treasures  all 

Now  gather*d  in,  beyond  the  rage  of  storms. 

Sore  to  the  swain ;  the  circling  fence  shut  up ; 

And  instant  winterV  utmost  rage  dcfyM. 

While  loose  to  festive  joy,  the  country  round 

Laughs  with  the  loud  sincerity  of  mirth^ 

Shook  to  the  wind  their  cares. 

77jotfiaon*«  Seaeone 

Her  every  charm  abroad,  the  village  toast, 

Young,  buxom,  warm,  in  native  beauty  rich. 

Darts  not  unmeaning  looks; 

TTufmeon'e  Seaeotu, 

Age  too  shines  out;  and,  garrulous,  recounts 
The  feats  of  youth.    Thus  they  rejoice :  nor  think 
That  with  to-morrow's  sun,  then  annual  tod 
Begins  again  the  never-ceasiug  round. 

Thomson  e  SSeaeone 
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Glowing  scene ! 

Nature's  long  holiday !  luxuriant^ rich. 

In  her  proud  progeny,  she  smiling  marks 

Their  graces,  now  mature,  and  wonder-iraught ! 

Hail !  season  exquisite !  —  and  hail,  ye  sons 

Of  mral  toil ! — ye  blooming  daughters !  ye 

Who,  in  tlM  lap  of  hardy  Ubonr  rear*d, 

ESnjoy  the  mind  unspotted  I 

Mary  RobinmnL 

Now  the  air 

Is  rich  in  ilragranco !  fhigrance  exquisite ! 

Of  new-mown  hay,  of  wild  thyme  dewy  wash*dt 

And  gales  ambrosial,  which  with  coding  breath 

Ruffle  the  lake*s  grey  surface. 

Mary  Rdbinton. 

Hail !  harvest-home ! 
To  thee  the  muse  of  n&tnre  pours  the  song. 
By  instinct  taught  to  warble !    Instinct  pure, 
Sacred,  and  grateful,  to  that  pow'r  adored, 
Which  warms  the  sensste  being,  and  reveals 
The  soul  self-evident,  beyond  the  dreams 
Of  visionary  sceptics !    Scene  sublime ! 
Where  the  rich  earth  presents  her  golden  treasures ; 
Where  balmy  breathings  whisper  to  the  heart 
Debghts  ungpeakablc  I  where  seas  and  skies. 
And  hills  and  volleys,  colours,  odours,  dews,        ' 
Diversify  the  work  of  nature^s  God ! 

Mary  R^bimoiu 

Tlxe  feast  is  such  as  earth,  the  general  mother, 

Pours  from  her  fairest  bosom,  when  she  smiles 

In  the  embrace  of  autumn.    To  each  other, 

As  some  fond  parent  fondly  reconciles 

Her  warring  children,  she  their  wrath  beguiles 

With  their  own  sustenance ;  they,  tolenting,  weep. 

Shdiey. 
Around  him  ply  the  reaper  band. 

With  lightsome  heart  and  eager  hand. 

And  mirtli  and  music  cheer  the  toily— 

While  sheaves  that  stud  the  russet  soil. 

And  sickles  gleaming  in  the  sun. 

Tell  Jocund  harvest  is  begun. 

Prhgye. 
My  glowing  heart  beats  high 

At  the  sight  of  burnished  gold ; 
fiut  *t  is  not  that  which  the  miser's  oytt 

Delightcth  to  behold ; 
A  brighter  wealth  by  far 

Than  the  deep  miners  yellow  vein. 
Is  seen  around,  in  the  for  hills  crown'd 

With  sheaves  of  bnrnishM  grain. 

EUta  Cook. 
'nicxi  glory  to  the  Ftcei 

That  shines  in  the  reaperV  hand ; 
And  tlianks  to  God,  who  has  bloss'd  the  sod. 

And  crowns  the  harvest  land ! 

Elixa  Cook, 


There  *s  merry  laughter  in  the  field. 

And  harmless  jest  and  frolic  rout* 
And  the  last  harvest  wain  goes  by« 
With  its  rustling  lotd  so  pleasantly. 

To  the  glad  and  clamorous  harvest  sbout^^ 
Tliere  are  busy  gleaners  in  the  field,-* 

The  old,  whose  work  is  never  done. 
And  eager,  laughing,  childish  bands. 
Rubbing  the  ears  in  their  little  hands, 

And  singing  'neath  the  harvest  sun. 

Mary  HowitL 

The  glorious  landscape  smiles  and  molts ; 
Green  wave4ike  meadows  here  are  spread. 
Then  woodland  shades  are  sweetly  shed. 
In  deepening  gold  there  glows  the  wheat. 
And  thera  the  rye-field*s  vying  sheet 

StroeCo  Poenu, 


HATRED. 

Why  should*st  thou  hate  men  7 
They  never  flatter'd  thee :  what  hast  thou  given? 

Shako,  Tinum  of  Athato, 

Hate  all,  curse  all :  show  charity  to  none ; 
But  let  the  fiimish*d  flesh  slide  from  the  bone. 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar :  give  to  dogs 
What  thou  deoy'st  to  men ;  let  prisons  swallow 

them,  I 

Debts  wither  them  to  nothing  .*  be  men  like  blasted 

woods, 
And  may  diseases  lick  up  their  false  blooda 

Shako,  Timon  cf  Atheno. 
Be  abhorr*d 
All  feasts,  societies,  and  throngs  of  men ! 
His  semblable,  yea,  himself^  Timon  disdains : 
DestroctioQ  fang  mankind ! 

Shako.  Timon  of  iHAeas. 

I  am  Misanthropes,  and  hate  mankind, 

For  thy  part,  I  do  wish  thou  wert  a  d<^. 

That  I  might  love  thee  something. 

Shako,  Timon  of  Aiheno, 

Nothing  I  Ul  bear  from  thee, 

But  nakedness,  thou  detestable  town ! 

Timon  will  to  the  woods ;  where  he  shall  find 

The  unkindost  beast  more  kinder  than  mankind 

Shako,  nnon  tf  Athau, 

Nor  sleep,  nor  sanctuary. 

Being  naked,  sick ;  nor  fane,  nor  capitol. 

The  prayers  of  priests,  nor  times  of  sacrifice, 

Embarquements  all  of  fury,  shall  lift  up 

Their  rotten  pririlege  and  custom  against 

My  hate  to  Marcius :  where  I  find  him,  were  it 

At  home,  upon  my  brotlier's  guard,  even  there. 

Against  the  hospitable  canon,  would  I 

Wash  my  fierce,  hand  in  *s  heart 

Shako.  CarielanBO. 
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By  aO  the  operationB  of  the  orbs, 

From  whom  we  do  exist,  and  cease  to  be ; 

Here  I  disclaim  all  my  paternal  care. 

Propinquity  and  property  of  blood. 

And  as  a  stranger  to  my  heart  and  me 

Hold  thee,  from  this,  fbr  eTcr. 

Shahs.  King  Lear, 

Were  half  to  halt'ttie  world  by  th*  ears,  and  he 

rpon  my  party,  I'd  revolt  to  maks 

Soij  my  wars  with  him :  he  is  a  lion 

That  I  am  proud  to  hunt 

Sheks,  Cortolauus. 

Had  I  power,  I  should 

Poor  the  sweet  milk  of  concord  into  hell, 

Uproar  the  universal  peace,  confound 

All  unity  on  earth. 

Shaks.  MacbeOu 

But  gentle  heaven, 

Oit  short  all  intermission ;  front  to  front 

Bring  thou  this  fiend  of  Scotland  and  myself; 

Within  my  sword's  length  set  him ;  if  he  'scape, 

Heaven  forgive  him  too ! 

ShaU.  MacheUL 

Had  not  God,  for  strong  purpose,  steel'd 

The  hearts  of  men,  they  must  perforce  have  melted. 

And  barbarism  itself  have  pitied  him. 

Shaks,  Richard  JI. 

I  dolove^iee  so, 
Tliat  I  will  du)rtly  send  thy  soul  to  heaven, 
If  heaven  will  take  the  present  at  our  hands. 

Shak$,  Richard  JIL 

Ckncel  his  bond  of  lifo,  dear  God,  I  pray. 
That  I  may  live  to  say  —  the  dog  is  dead. 

Shdk$.  Richard  IJL 

What !  were  you  snarling  all,  before  I  came, 
Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat, 
And  turn  jou  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  7 

Shak$,  Richard  IIL 

Stt,  oeoain  Percy ;  sit,  good  cousin  Hotspur ; 
For  by  that  name,  as  oft  as  Lancaster 
DoCh  speak  of  you,  his  cheeks  look  pale ;  and  with 
A  rinng  sigh,  be  wisheth  you  m  heaven. 

Shak9  Henry  IV.    PaH  I. 

Would  ha  were  wasted,  marrt/w,  bones,  and  all. 
That  ftom  his  Imns  no  hcp«/lu  branch  may  spring. 
To  cnMBB  me  fVom  the  goe*,tis»  tine  I  look  for ! 

ShakB.  Henry  VJ.    Part  IJL 

Then,  alnce  the  heavens  have  shapM  my  body  so. 
Let  bell  make  crook'd  my  mind  to  answer  it 
I  famipe  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother : 
And   this  Word — kwe,  which  grey-beards  call 

divbie. 
Be  resident  ih  men  like  one  another, 
And  not  in  me ;  I  am  myself  alone. 

Shaka.  Henry  VL    Part  IIL 
P 


Alas,  poor  York !  1  it  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  ^ould  lament  thy  miserable  state. 
I  pr'ythee,  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  York ; 
Stamp,  rave,  and  fret,  that  I  may  sing  and  dance. 

Shaki.  Henry  IV.    PaH  IIL 

Had  the  passions  of  thy  heart  burst  ont, 
I  fear  we  shoul  ,  jiave  seen  decypher'd  there, 
itlore  rancorous  spite,  more  furious  raging  broils, 
Than  yet  can  be  imagined,  or  supposed. 

Shak$,  Henry  VL    Part.  L 

How  like  a  fowning  publican  ho  looks ! 

I  hate  him,  for  he  is  a  Cliristian : 

But  more,  for  that,  in  low  simplicity. 

He  lends  out  money  gratis,  and  brings  down 

The  rate  of  nsanoe  here  with  us  in  Venice. 

Skaka.  MereJianl  ef  Venice. 

1-11  have  my  bond ;  speak  not  against  my  bond  : 
I  have  sworn  an  oath,  that  I  will  have  my  bond  : 
Thou  call'dst  me  dog,  before  thon  hadst  a  cause ; 
But  since  I  am  a  dog,  beware  my  fangs. 

Shedit.  Merchant  tf  Venice, 

You  'U  ask  me,  why  I  rather  choose  to  have 
'  A  weight  of  carrion  flesh,  than  to  receive 
Three  thousand  ducats :  I  'U  not  answer  that : 
But,  say,  it  is  my  humour :  Is  it  answer'd  7 

Shak$,  Mere?iant  of  Venice. 

I  '11  not  be  made  a  soft  and  dull-ey'd  fool. 
To  shake  the  head,  relent,  and  sigh,  and  yield 
To  Christian  intercessors. 

Shaka.  Merchant  of  Venice. 

And  therefore  —  since  I  cannot  prove  a  lover, 
To  entertain  these  fkir  well-spoken  days  — 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain. 
And  hate  the  idle  pleasures  of  these  days. 

^haka.  Ridtard  IIL 

Thou  mayst  hold  a  serpent  by  the  tongue, 
A  chafed  lion  by  the  mortal  paw, 
A  fasting  tiger  safer  by  the  tooth, 
Than  keep  in  peace  tliat  hand  which  thou  dost 
hold.  Shaks.  King  John. 

It  ts  the  wit,  Ifae  yalkty  of  sin. 

To  hate  those  men  we  have  abused. 

Sir  W.  Daaenanfs  Juat  Italian. 

I  see  thou  art  implacable,  more  deaf 

To  prayers  than  winds  and  seas ;  yet  winds  and 


Are  reconciPd  at  length,  and  sea  to  shore : 
Thy  anger,  unappeasable,  still  rages,' 
Eternal  tei&pest  never  to  be  calm. 

MiUan*8  Samaan  Agcmatts 

I  know  thee  not,  nor  ever  saw  till  now 
Sight  men  detectable  than  him  and  thee. 

Jftllsii's  Pmru^aa  Lau 
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To  thee  I  call, 
Hut  with  no  friendly  voice,  and  add  thy  name, 

0  sun,  to  tell  thee  how  I  hate  thy  beams, 

rhat  bring  to  my  remembrance  from  what  state 

1  fell,  how  glorious  once  above  thy  sphere ; 
Till  pride  and  worse  ambition  threw  me  down. 

MUtonU  Paraiin  LotL 

Ejected  out  of  church  and  state. 
And  all  things  but  the  people's  hate 

Butler's  Hudibra; 

I  had  much  rather  see 
A  crested  dragon,  or  a  basilisk ; 
Both  are  less  poison  to  my  eyes  and  nature. 

DrydetCM  Don  Sebastian, 

No  voice  of  frien^ily  salutation  cheer'd  him, 
None  wishM  hia  arms  might  thrive,  or  bade  God 

speed  him : 
But  through  a  staring,  ghastly-looking  crowd, 
Unhail*d,  unblest,  with  heavy  heart  he  went 

JRowe'B  Lady  Jane  Grey, 

Whispers  are  heard,  with  taunts  reviling  loud, 
And  scornful  hisses  run  through  all  the  crowd. 

Pope's  Temple  of  Fame, 

I  *1I  keep  my  way  alone,  and  bum  away — 

Evil  or  good  I  care  not,  so  I  spread 

Tremendous  desolation  on  my  road : 

I  *11  be  remember*d  as  huge  meteors  are ; 

From  the  dismay  they  scatter. 

Proctor's  JUtrandoUu 

Disgust  concealM 
Is  oil-times  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  fkult 
Is  obstinate,  and  cure  beyond  our  reach. 

Cowper's  Task, 

Oh,  that  I  could  but  mate  him  in  his  might. 

Oh,  that  we  were  on  the  dark  wave  together, 

VVith  but  one  plank  between  us  and  destruction, 

Tliat  I  might  grasp  him  in  these  desperate  anns, 

And  plunge  with  him  amid  the  weltering  billows. 

And  view  him  gasp  for  life. 

Maturin's  Bertram, 

By  heaven  and  all  its  host  he  shall  not  perish ! 
BertranL — By  hell  and  all  its  host  he  shall  not  live  [ 
Tina  id  no  transient  flash  of  fugitive  passion  — 
His  death  hath  been  my  life  for  years  of  misery — 
Which  else  I  had  not  liv*d  — 
1  ^pon  that  tliought,  and  not  on  food,  I  fed, 
I'lion  tliat  thought,  and  not  on  sleep,  I  rested  — 
)  came  to  do  the  deed  that  must  be  done  — 
Nur  t]iou,nor  sheltering  angels,  could  prevent  me. 

Maturin's  Bertram, 

Tiie  hand  of  Douglas  is  his  own ; 
And  never  shall  in  friendship's  grasp 
T'^e  hand  of  such  as  Marmion  clasp. 

ScotVs  Marmion, 


WarpM  by  the  world  in  disappointment's  school. 

In  words  too  wise,  in  C9nduct  there  a  fool ; 

Too  firm  to  yield,  and  far  too  proud  to  stoop* 

Doom'd  by  his  very  virtues  fi>r  a  dupe. 

He  curs'd  those  virtues  as  the  cause  of  ill, 

And  not  the  traitors  who  betray'd  him  still ; 

Nor  deem'd  that  gifts  bestowM  on  better  men. 

Had  left  him  joy,  and  means  to  give  again. 

Feared,  shunned,  belied,  ere  youth  had  lost  her 

force. 

He  hated  men  too  much  to  feel  remorse. 

And  thought  the  voice  of  wrath  a  sacred  call, 

To  pay  the  injuries  of  some  on  all. 

Byron's  Corsair. 

If  you  come  for  our  thanks,  take  them,  and  hence! 

The  dungeon  gloom  is  deep  enough  withnut  you. 

And  full  of  reptiles,  not  less  loathsome,  though 

Their  sting  is  bonester. 

Byron's  Ttoo  FosearL 

From  thy  false  tears  I  did  distil 

An  essence  which  hath  strength  to  kill ; 

From  thy  own  heart  I  then  did  wring 

The  black  blood  in  its  blackest  spring ; 

From  thy  own  smile  I  snatchM  the  Htake, 

For  there  it  coil'd  as  in  a  brake ; 

From  thy  own  lip  I  drew  the  charm 

Which  gave  all  these  their  chiefest  harm ; 

In  proving  every  poison  known, 

I  found  the  strongest  was  thine  own. 

Byron's  Matured, 

Down  to  the  dust !  and  as  thou  rott'st  away. 

Even  worms  shall  perish  on  thy  poisonous  clay. 

Byron's  Sketch  from  PrivaU  lAft, 

Ah !  fondly  youthful  hearts  can  press. 

To  seize  and  share  the  dear  caress ; 

But  love  itself  could  never  pant 

For  all  that  beauty  sighs  to  grant. 

With  half  the  forvour  hate  bestows 

Upon  the  last  embrace  of  foes. 

Byron's  Giaomr. 

Now  hatred  is  by  far  the  longest  pleasure ; 
Men  love  in  haste,  but  they  detest  at  leisure. 

I  hate  it,  as  I  hate  an  argument, 

A  laureate's  ode,  or  servile  peer's  **  content" 

ByroiL 
They  did  not  know  how  hate  can  burn 
In  hearts  once  changed  from  sofl  to  stem ; 
Nor  all  the  false  and  fatal  seal 
The  convert  of  revenge  can  feel. 

Byron's  Siege  rf  CsrinA, 
There  are  some  things  I  cannot  bear, 
Some  looks  which  rouse  my  angry  hate. 
Some  hearts  whose  love  1  would  not  share. 
Till  earth  and  heaven  wore  desolate* 

wnus. 
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HEALTH. 

Hie  eonimon  ingredieDts  of  health  and  long  life 

are 

61  eat  temp'rance,  open  air, 

Easy  labour,  little  care. 

Sir  P.  Sidney. 

The  rarest  road  to  health,  say  what  they  will. 

Is  never  to  suppose  wo  shall  be  ilL 

Most  of  those  etiis  we  poor  mortals  know 

From  doctors  and  imagination  flow. 

Charc&iU, 


HEARING. 

These  wickets  of  the  soul  are  placM  so  high. 
Because  all  sounds  do  highly  move'  aloft ; 
And  that  they  may  not  pierce  too  Tiolently, 
they  are  delayed  with  turns  and  twinings  oft. 
For  should  the  Toice  directly  strike  the  brain, 
li  would  astonish  and  confuse  it  much ; 
Hierefore  these  plaits  and  folds  the  sound  restrain. 
That  it  the  organ  may  more  gently  touch. 

Sir  John  Davits, 

This  Is  the  slowest,  yet  the  daintiest  sense ; 
Fur  eT*n  the  ears  of  such  as  haye  no  skill, 
Perceive  a  discord,  and  conceive  offence ; 
And  knowing  not  what's  good,  yet  find  the  ill. 

Sir  John  Davies» 

These  condait«>pipes  of  knowledge  feed  the  mind, 
But  th*  other  three  attend  the  body  still ; 
For  by  their  BOrvicea  the  soul  doth  find, 
What  things  are  to  the  body  good  or  ill. 

Sir  John  Dames, 


HEART. 

Heaven's  Sovereign  spares  all  beings  but  himself 
That  hideous  sight — a  naked,  human  heart ! 

Young's  NigJd  Thmi^Us. 

The  heart  is  like  the  sky  a  part  of  heaven, 

fiut  chan^^es,  night  and  day,  too,  like  the  sky ; 
How  o'er  it  clouds  and  thunder  must  be  driven. 

And  darkness  and  destruction,  as  on  high ; 
Bat  when  it  hath  been  scorch'd  and  pierc'd  and 
riven. 
Its  storms  expire  in  water-drops ;  the  eye 
Pours  forth,  at  last,  the  heart's  blood  tum'd  to  tears. 

Byron, 

To  me  she  gave  her  heart — the  all 
Which  tyranny  cannot  enthraL 

ByrorCa  Giaour, 

Father  oi  spirits,  hear ! 
Look  on  the  ixunost  heart  to  thee  reveal'd, 
L(W)k  00  the  fbuntain  of  the  burning  tear,  - 

M.r»,  Hemans, 


Li  thy  heart  there  is  a  holy  spot, 

As  'mid  the  waste  an  isle  of  fount  and  palm. 

For  ever  green ! — the  world's  breath  enters  not. 

The  possiouptempest  may  not  break  its  calm 

T  is  thine,  all  thine. 

Jtfrs.  Ilemans, 

—  I  have  ease,  and  I  have  health. 
And  I  have  spirits  light  as  air ; 

And  more  than  wisdom,  more  tlian  wealth— 
A  merry  heart  that  laughs  at  care. 

H,  H,  MUman, 

The  heart  hath  its  mystery,  and  who  may  reveal  it, 
Or  who  ever  read  in  the  depth  of  their  own. 

How  much  we  never  may  speak  o^  yet  feel  it, 
But  even  in  feeling  it,  know  it  unknown  7 

MissJ^a^ukm, 

The  heart  builds  up  its  hopes,  though  not  address  d 

To  meet  the  sunset  glories  of  the  west, 

But  gamer'd  in  some  still,  sweet-singing  nest 

Miss  Landon, 

Oh,  no !  my  heart  can  never  be 

Again  in  lightest  hopes  the  same ; 
The  love  that  lingers  there  for  thee 

Hath  more  of  ashes  than  of  flame. 

JIfiw  London, 

—  Seek  for  a  bosom  all  honest  and  true. 
Where  love  once  awaken'd  will  never  depart ; 

Turn,  turn  to  that  breast  like  the  dove  to  its  nest, 

And  you'll  find  there 's  no  home  like  the  home 

in  the  heart  EUxa  Cook, 

•^We,  in  tlie  dark  chamber  of  the  heart, 
^tting  alone,  see  the  world  tabled  to  us ; 
And  the  world  wonders  how  recluses  know 
So  much,  and  most  of  all,  how  we  know  them. 
It  b  they  who  paint  themselves  upon  our  hearts 
Li  their  own  lights  and  darknesses,  not  we. 

Batley*a  Fesius. 

Honour  to  him,  who,  solf-complcte  and  brave, 
In  scorn  can  carve  his  pathway  to  the  gratis, 
And  heeding  nought  of  what  men  think  or  say, 
Make  his  own  heart  his  world  upon  the  way 

The  New  TtmoiL 
Mine  be  the  heart  that  can  itself  defend— 
Hate  to  the  foe,  devotion  to  the  friend ! 

The  New  Timmt. 

The  flush  of  youth  soon  passes  fVom  the  face, 
The  spells  of  fancy  firom  the  mind  depart; 

The  form  may  lose  its  symmetry,  its  grace. 
But  time  can  claim  no  victory  o'er  the  heaiu 

Mrs  Dinmee 

How  idly  of  the  human  heart  we  speak, 

Giving  it  gods  of  olay ! 

WUUm 
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HEAVENa 


A  young  maiden's  heart 
la  a  ncn  toil,  wherein  lie  many  germa 
Hid  by  the  cunning  hand  of  nature  there 
To  put  forth  blossoms  in  their  fittest  season ; 
And  though  the  lore  of  home  first  breaka  the 

■oil, 
With  its  embracing  tendrils  clasping  it, 
Other  affections,  strong  and  warm  will  grew. 
While  that  one  fades,  as  sunmier's  flush  of  bloom 
Succeeds  the  gentle  budding  of  the  spring. 

Mn.  Franee$  K.  Buder. 

My  heart  is  like  the  sleeping  lake, 

Which  takes  the  hue  of  cloud  and  skjr, 

And  only  feels  its  surface  break 
When  birds  of  passage  wander  by, 

Who  dip  their  wings,  and  upward  soar. 
And  leave  it  quiet  aa  before. 

IFUKs'ff  Pom$. 

My  heart  is  like  a  lonely  bird, 

That  sadly  sings, 
hooding  upon  its  nest  unheard. 

With  folded  wings. 

Mri^  Wdby. 

I  am  not  old — though  time  has  set 

His  signet  on  my  brow. 
And  some  faint  furrows  there  hare  met. 

Which  care  may  deepen  now ; — 
For  in  my  heart  a  fountain  flows. 
And  round  it  pleasant  thoughts  repoee, 
And  sympathies  and  feelings  high 
Spring  like  the  stars  on  evening  sky 

Park  Bei^amitL 

A  pure  heart 
That  bums  to  ashes,  yet  conoeals  its  pain. 
For  fear  it  mar  its  hopeless  source  of  love, 
Is  not  to  be  despised,  or  lightly  held. 

Boker'9  Calaymm. 

The  heart,  methinks, 
Were  of  strange  mould,  whioh  kept  no  chcrishM 

jHint 
Of  earlier,  happier  times,  when  life  was  firesh. 
And  love  and  innocence  made  holiday. 

Who  made  the  heart,  't  is  He  alone 

Decidedly  can  tiy  us. 
He  knows  each  chord— its  vuious  tone. 

Each  spring  its  Tarious  biaa : 
Then  at  the  balance  Iet*8  be  mute, 

We  never  can  adjust  it ; 
MHiat's  isne  we  partly  may  osmpslft, 

Bat  know  not  what^s  remfsd. 

Btlm$*§  Posme. 


HEAVENS. 

There  *s  a  perpetual  spring,  perpetual  youth, 
No  joint-benumbing  cold,  nor  scorching  heat. 
Famine  nor  age  have  any  being  there. 

Massifiger  and  Decker' 9  Virgin  Martyr 

What  a  poor  value  do  men  set  of  heaven  I 
Heaven,  the  perfection  of  all  that  can 
Be  said,  or  thought,  riches,  delight,  or  harroonj. 
Health,  beauty;  and  all  these  not  subject  to 
The  waste  of  time ;  but  in  their  height  etemil; 
Lost  for  a  pension,  or  poor  spot  of  earth. 
Favour  of  greatneas,  or  an  hour*s  faint  pleasure ! 
As  men  in  scorn  of  a  true  flame  that's  near. 
Should  ran  to  light  their  taper  at  a  glow-worm. 

Shirky'9  SL  Patrick  fir  Irdanl 

Blest  heaven,  how  are  thy  ways  juat  like  thy  orb^ 
InvolvM  within  each  other  T    Yet  still  we  find 
Thyjudgments  are  like  comets,  that  do  blaic, 
Affright,  but  die  withal ;  whilst  that  thy  meroies 
Are  like  the  stars,  who  ofttimes  are  obscured. 
But  still  remain  the  same  behind  the  clouds. 

Fotuttam'9  R€ward9  ff  Virtu 

There  is  a  heaven : 
This  shred  of  life  cannot  be  all  the  web 
Nature  hath  wrought  to  govern  divine  spirits; 
Hiere  is  a  heaven,  because  there  *s  misery. 
The  divine  power  ever  blest  and  good. 
Made  not  the  world  for  an  ill-naturM  jest, 
To  sport  himself  in  pains  of  those  he  made. 

CrmmCfReg^ 

Shall  we  serve  heaven 

With  less  respect  than  we  do  minister 

To  our  gross  selves  7 

Shaka.  Meamnfar  Htaam 

Heaven 

Iji  aa  the  book  of  God  before  thee  set. 

Wherein  to  read  his  wond*roua  works. 

*a  ParaiiMt  ImL 


Nature  and  naturals  laws  lay  hid  in  night; 
God  said.  Let  Newton  be ;  and  all  was  light 

Devotion !  daughter  of  astronomy ! 
An  undevout  astrenomer  is  mad. 

Foiify'a  ITigH  Thtmghs. 

r 

What  involution !  what  extent !  what  swarms 
Of  worlds,  that  laugh  at  earth !  immcnsclj  grat- 
Immensely  distant  from  each  other's  spheres; 
What,  then,  the  wondrous  space  through  which 

they  roll? 
At  once  it  quite  ingulphs  all  human  thought; 
Tis  comprehenaion'f  absolute  dcffeat. 

Ymng'9  Night  Thm^* 


ThiB  prospeet  va^t,  what  is  it  7  —>  weighM  aright, 

*Tm  natare*8  system  of  divinity. 

And  every  student  of  the  night  inspires. 

Tii  elder  scripture,  writ  hy  God's  own  hand : 

Scriptqre  authentic !  uncorrnpt  by  man. 

Ywng'a  Night  T^ougM$, 

One  mm.  by  day,  by  night  ten  thoosand  shine ; 

And  light  os  deep  into  the  deity; 

How  boundless  in  magnificence  and  might ! 

0  what  a  confluence  of  ethereal  fires. 

From  urns  mmumber*d,  down  the  steep  of  heaven, 

Streams  to  a  point,  and  centres  in  my  sight! 

Nor  tarries  there ;  I  feel  it  at  my  heart : 

Hy  heart,  at  once,  it  humbles,  and  exalts; 

Iaji  it  in  dust,  and  calls  it  to  the  skies. 

YouHg'8  Night  Thoiight$. 

llirioe  happy  world,  where  gilded  toys 

No  more  disturb  our  thoughts,  no  more  pollute 

our  joys! 
Then  light  or  shade  succeed  no  more  by  tums, 
ITie/e  reigns  th*  eternal  sun  with  an  unclouded  ray, 
There  all  is  calm  as  night,  yet  all  immortal  day. 
And  truth  ibr  ever  shines,  and  love  for  ever  burns. 

Watts, 
But  the  day  is  spent ; 
And  stars  are  kindling  in  the  firmament, 
To  Ds  how  silent  —  though  like  ours,  perchance. 
Busy  and  full  of  life  and  circumstance. 

Rogers^a  Hvman  Life, 

Yegtanl  which  are  the  poetry  of  heaven ; 
If  in  your  bright  leaves  we  would  read  the  &te 
Of  men  and  empires — *t  is  to  be  fi>rgiven, 
Hat  in  our  aspirations  to  be  great, 
Onr  destinies  a*erleap  their  mortal  state. 
And  claim  a  kindred  with  you ;  for  ye  are 
A  beauty  and  a  mystery,  and  create 
In  us  such  love  and  reverence  from  afar, 
That  fortune,  fame,  power,  life,  have  nam'd  them- 
selves a  star.  Byron's  Childe  Harold, 

Bsavsn  darkly  works ;-— yet,  where  the  seed  hath 

been, 
Thifte  shall  the  fruitage,  glowing,  yet  be  seen. 

jifrs.  Hemans. 

He  Use,  deep^  glorious  heavens  U^l  lifl  mine  eyei, 

And  bleaa  thee,  O  my  God !  that  I  have  met 
And  own'd  thine  image  in  the  majesty 

Of  their  calm  temple  still !  that  never  yet 
There  hath  thy  fiioe  been  shrouded  from  my  sight 
%  noootida  blaze,  or  sweeping  storm  of  night ! 

I  bless  thee,  O  my  God ! 
.  itfrs.  Hemans, 

Beaven  asks  no  sorpliee  round  the  heart  that  feels, 
And  an  in  holy  whore  devotion  kneels. 

O.  W,  Holmes, 


Oh,  thou  beautiful 
And  unimaginable  ether !  and 
Ye  multiplying  masses  of  increasM 
And  still  increasing  lights !  what  are  ye  ?  what 
Is  this  blue  wilderness  of  interminable  air. 
Air,  where  ye  roll  along,  as  I  have  seen 
The  leaves  along  the  limpid  streams  of  E!den  7 
Is  your  course  measured  for  ye  ?  or  do  ye 
Sweep  cm  in  your  unbounded  revelry 
Through  an  aerial  universe  of  endless 
Expansion,  at  which  my  soul  aches  to  think, 
Intoncated  with  eternity  7 
Oh  Godl  oh  Gods !  or  whatsoe'er  ye  are ! 
How  beautiful  ye  are!  how  beautifUl 
Your  works,  or  accident,  or  whatsoever 
They  may  be !  let  me  die,  as  atoms  die, 
(If  that  they  die)  or  know  ye  in  your  might 
And  knowledge !  My  tliooghts  are  not  in  this  hour 
Unworthy  what  I  see,  though  my  dust  is ; 
Spirit !  let  me  expire,  or  see  them  nearer ! 

Byron's  Cain, 

I  cannot  be  content  vidtfa  less  than  Heaven : 

O  Heaven,  I  love  thee  ever !  sole  and  whole. 

Living,  and  oomprehensive  of  ail  liib; 

Thee,  agy  world,  thee,  universal  Heaven, 

And  heavenly  universe ! 

Bailey's  Fesius, 

Oh !  why  do  heavenly  visions  fWmi  the  mind 
Pass,  like  the  rainbow  mists  that  wreathe  araond, 
And  tange  with  beauty  the  unsightly  rock  7 

Mrs,  Hale's  Poems, 

Heaven  would  be  hell  if  lov'd  ones  were  not  there, 
And  any  spot  a  heaven,  if  we  could  save 
From  every  stain  of  earth,  and  thither  bear 
The  hearts  that  are  to  us  our  hope  and  care, 
Tlie  soil  whereon  our  purest  pleasures  grow 
Around  the  qtiict  hearth  we  often  share, 
FVom  the  quick  change  of  thought,  the  tender  flow 
Of  fondness  wak'd  by  smiles,  tlie  work!  we  love 
below*  Percird, 


HELL. 


Divines  and  dying  men  may  talk  of  hell, 
But  in  my  heart  her  several  torments  dwelL 

Shaks,  Yorkshire  Tragedy 

Yet  from  these  flames 
No  night,  but  rather  darkness  visible 
Serv'd  only  to  discover  sights  of  woe, 
Regions  of  sorrow,  doleful  shades,  where  peace 
And  rest  can  never  dwell,  hope  comes 
That  comes  to  all,  but  torture  without  end. 

Milton's  Paradise 
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There  if  a  plnce  in  a  black  and  hollow  Tault, 
Where  day  ia  never  seen ;  Uiere  ahinei  no  aun. 
But  flaming  horror  of  consuming  fires; 
A  lightlcss  sulphur,  choak*d  with  smokj  £og» 
Of  an  infected  darkness ;  in  this  place 
Dwell  manj  thousand  thousand  sundry  sorts 
Of  never-dying  deaths ;  there  damned  souls 
Koar  without  pity;  there  are  gluttons  fed 
With  toads  and  adders;  there  is  burning  oil 
Pour'd  down  the  drunkard*s  throat ;  the  usurer 
Is  forc*d  to  sup  whole  draughts  of  molten  gold ; 
There  is  the  murderer  for  ever  stabbM, 
Yet  can  he  never  die ;  there  lies  the  wanton 
On  racks  of  burning  steel,  while  in  his  soul 
He  feels  the  torment  of  his  raging  lust 
There  stand  those  wretched  things, 
Who  have  dreamM  out  whole  years  in  lawless 

sheets, 
And  secret  incests,  cursing  one  another. 

JcnH  Ford, 

Hell  at  last 
Yawning  rooeivM  them  whole,  and  on  them  closM ; 
Hell,  their  fit  habiUtioo,  firaught  with  fire 
Unquenchable,  the  house  of  woe  and  pain. 

MiUoiCi  Paradm  Lo$L 

Fast  we  found,  fast  shut, 
The  dismal  gates,  banicadoed  strong ; 
But,  long  ere  our  approaching,  heard  .within 
Nolse^  other  than  the  eoond  of  dance  or  song ; 
Torment,  and  loud  lament,  and  fiirious  rage. 

MiUon'9  Pandiie  LotL 

*  Hail,  horrors !  hail, 

Infernal  world !  and  thou  profoundest  hell. 
Receive  thy  new  possessor ;  one  who  brings 
A  mind  not  to  be  chang*d  by  place  or  time. 
The  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 
Can  make  a  heaven  of  hell,  a  hell  of  heaven. 

MiUon'^a  Paradise  LotL 

Here  we  may  reign  secure ;  and  in  my  choice 
To  reign  is  worth  ambition,  though  in  hell : 
Better  to  reign  in  hell,  than  serve  in  heaven. 

MiJUmCB  Paradise  Lost 

Lucifer,  —  Behold  my  world!      Afan*s  science 

counts  it  not 

Upon  the  brightest  sky.    He  never  knows 

How  near  it  comes  to  him ;  but  swathM  in  clouds. 

As  though  in  plum*d  and  palled  state,  it  steals 

Uearse-like  and  thief-like  round  the  universe, 

For  ever  rolling  and  returning  not — 

Robbing  all  worlds  of  many  an  angel-soul  — 

With  its  light  hidden  in  its  breast,  which  bums 

With  all  coocentrate  and  superfluent  woe. 

B*)  suiv  that  this  is  HeU ! 

BaHstfs  Fettus, 


In  utter  darkness  far 
Remote,  I  beings  saw  forlorn  in  woe. 
Burning  continually,  yet  uuconsuinM. 
And  there  were  groans  that  ended  nnt,  and  sighi 
That  always  sigh'd,  and  tears  that  nvcr  wept 
And  ever  fell,  but  not  in  Mcrcy*8  sight 
And  still  I  heard  these  wretched  beings  cnrso 
Almighty  God,  and  curse  the  Lamb,  and  curse 
Hie  earth,  the  resurrection  mom,  and  seek, 
And  ever  vainly  seek,  for  utter  dcatlu 

PoUock^s  Course  of  Time, 

The  place  thou  saw'st  was  hell ;  the  groans  thoa 

heard'st 
The  wailings  of  the  damnM,  of  those  who  would 
Not  be  redccmM. 

Potheies  Course  0/  Tim 


HERMIT.— (See  Soutudb.) 


HEROES. 

To  overcome  in  battle,  and  subdue 
Nations,  and  bring  home  spoils  with  infinite 
Manslaughter,  shall  be  held  the  highest  pilch 
Of  human  glory,  and  for  glory  done 
Of  triumph,  to  be  styl'd  great  conquerors. 
Patrons  of  mankind,  gods,  and  sons  of  gods, 
Destroyers  rightlier  call'd  and  plagues  of  men* 

Milton's  Paradise  LoiL 

Conquerors,  who  leave  behind 
Nothing  but  ruin,  wheresoe'er  they  rove. 
And  all  the  flourishing  works  of  peace  destroy, 
Then  swell  with  pride,  and  must  be  titled  godi, 
Great  benefactors  of  mankind,  deliverers, 
WorshippM  with  temple,  priest  and  sacrifice; 
One  u  the  son  of  Jove,  of  Mars  the  other; 
Till  conq*ror  death  discover  them  scarce  nico, 
Rolling  in  brutish  vices,  and  dcformM, 
Violent  or  shameful  death  their  due  reward. 

MUUm's  Parage  RegaissL 

For  great  commanders  only  own  , 

What  *s  prosperous  by  the  soldier  done. 

Butler's  Hwdihm, 

For  he  was  of  that  noble  trade 

That  demi-gods  and  heroes  made. 

Slaughter  and  knocking  on  the  head. 

The  trade  to  which  they  all  were  bred; 

And  is,  like  others,  glorious  when 

*T  is  great  and  large,  but  base  if  mean. 

The  former  rides  in  triumph  for  it. 

The  latter  in  a  two-wheePd  chariot, 

For  daring  to  profkne  a  thing 

80  sacred  with  vile  bungling. 

BiOUr's  ffvMiras, 


HEROES. 
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Thin^  of  tlie  noblest  kind  his  genius  drew, 

And  look*d  through  nature  at  a  single  view ; 

A  loose  tie  gave  to  his  unbounded  soul. 

And  taught  new  lands  to  rise,  now  seas  to  roll ; 

CalTd  into  being  scenes  unknown  before, 

And,  passing  nature's  bounds,  was  something 

more.  ChurdhiWe  R98ciad. 

Tet  reason  frowns  in  war's  unequal  game, 
Where  wasted  nations  raise  a  single  name ; 
And  mortgaged  states  their  grandsire's  wreaths 

regret. 
From  age  to  age  in  ^erlasting  debt ; 
Wreaths  which  ai  last  the  dear-bought  right  convey 
To  rust  on  medals,  or  on  stones  decay. 

Dr.  Johnmmft  Vanity  of  Human  Wi$he$. 

At  every  step 
Our  foot  half  sunk  in  hillocks  green  and  soft, 
Rais*d  by  the  mole,  the  miner  of  the  soil. 
He,  not  unlike  the  great  ones  of  mankind. 
Disfigures  earth,  and  plotting  in  the  dark, 
Toi]»  much  to  earn  a  monumental  pile, 
That  may  record  the  mischief  he  has  done. 

Cawper*$  TVwfc. 
Let  laurels,  drenched  in  pure  Parnassian  dews. 
Reward  his  memory,  dear  to  every  muse. 
Who  with  a  courage  of  unshaken  root, 
In  honour's  field  advancing  his  firm  fijot, 
Plants  it  upon  the  line  that  justice  draws, 

And  will  prevail  or  perish  in  tho  cause. 

Cowptr, 

But  let  eternal  infamy  pursue 
Hie  wretch  to  nought  but  his  ambition  truoi 
Who  for  the  sake  of  filling  with  one  blast 
The  post-horns  of  all  Europe,  lays  her  waste, 

Cowper* 
Each  with  a  gigantic  stride. 
Trampling  on  all  the  floorishing  works  of  peace 
To  make  his  greatness  greater,  and  inscribe 

His  name  in  blood. 

RogtT^$  lUdy, 

And  though  in  peacefbl  garb  arrayed. 

And  weaponless  except  his  blade. 

His  stately  mien  as  well  implied 

A  higii-born  heart  and  martial  pride, 

At  if  m  baitm's  crest  he  wore. 

And  sheathed  in  annour  trod  the  shore. 

SeaWs  Lady  qfika  ImU 

Ob  his  bold  visage  middle  age 
Had  slightly  pressed  his  signet  sage, 
Tet  had  not  quenched  the  open  truth. 
And  fiery  vehemence  of  youth ; 
Forwmrd  and  IK>Uc  glee  was  there. 
The  will  to  doi,  the  soul  to  dare, 
llie  eparkling  glance,  soon  blown  to  fire. 
Of  hnety  love,  or  headlong  ire. 

8eate§  Lady  cftha  Lake, 


Proud  was  his  tone,  but  calm ;  his  eye 
Had  that  compelling  dignity,' 
His  mien  that  bearing  haught  and  high. 
Which  common  spirits  f^ar. 

Saite$  Lurd  cf  the  IsUtL 

ft 

I  want  a  horo ;  an  uncommon  want, 

When  every  year  and  month  sends  forth  a  new 

one. 

Till,  after  cloying  the  gazettes  with  cant. 

The  age  discovers  he  is  not  the  true  one. 

Byrmu 

Vernon,  the  butcher  Cumberland,  Wolfe,  Hawke, 
Prince  Ferdinand,  Granby,  Burgoyne,  Keppel 

Howe, 
Evil  and  good,  have  had  their  tithe  of  talk. 
And  fill*d  their  sign-posts  then,  like  Wcllesley  now. 

Bynnu 

'T  is  thus  the  spirit  of  a  single  mind 

Makes  that  of  multitudes  take  one  direction. 

As  roll  the  waters  to  the  breathing  wind. 

Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  buIPs  protection, 

Or  as  a  little  dog  \iall  lead  the  blind. 

Or  a  bell-wether  fVom  the  flock*s  connection, 

By  tinkling  sounds,  when  they  go  forth  to  victual. 

Such  is  the  sway  of  your  great  men  o'er  little. 

Byron, 

I  know  thee  fi>r  a  man  of  many  thoughts. 

And  deeds  of  good  and  ill,  extreme  in  both, 

Fatal  and  fkted  in  thy  sufferings. 

Byran^a  Manfred 

All  these  he  wielded  to  command  assent ; 
But  where  be  wished  to  win,  so  well  unbent. 
That  kindness  cancelled  fear  in  those- who  heard 
And  other's  gifts  showed  mean  beside  his  word, 
When  echoed  to  the  heart  as  from  his  own. 
His  deep  yet  tender  melody  of  tone  : 
But  such  was  foreign  to  his  wonted  mood. 
He  cared  not  what  he  softened,  but  flubdued ; 
The  evil  passion  of  his  youth  had  made 
Him  value  loss  who  loved  —  than  what  obeyed. 

Byron*a  Coraair 

They  crouched  to  him,  for  he  had  skill. 
To  vrarp  and  wield  the  vulgar  will. 

ByrmCa  Siege  of  Corinik 
Unlike  the  heroes  of  each  ancient  race. 
Demons  in  act,  but  gods  at  least  in  face. 
In  Conrad's  form  seems  little  to  admire. 
Though  his  dark  eyebrow  shades  a  glance  of  fire  * 
Robust  but  not  Herculean  —  to  the  sight 
No  giant  fVame  sets  forth liis  common  height; 
Yet,  in  the  whole,  who  paused  to  look  again. 
Saw  more  than  makes  the  crowd  of  vulgar  men , 
Hiey  gaze  and  marvel  how — and  still  confess 
That  thus  it  Is,  but  v^y  they  cannot  guess. 

Byron'a  Ct 
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f  es !  rear  thy  ifoardian  Hero'B  form 
On  thy  proad  soil,  thoa  Western  World  I 
A  watcher  through  each  sign  of  atoroi, 

O^er  Freedoni*e  flag  unfurPd. 
There,  as  before  a  shrine  ye  bow, 
Bid  thy  true  sdis  their  children  lead{ 
The  language  of  tliat  noble  lm>w 
For  all  things  good  shall  plead. 

Mr$.  Hemafui's  Poem$, 

Whoever,  with  an  earnest  son]. 

Strives  for  some  end  from  this  low  world  afkr, 

Still  upward  travels  though  he  miss  the  goal. 

And  strays  —  bat  towards  a  star  1 

Bulwer, 

Better  than  Fame,  is  still  the  wish  ibr  Fame, 
The  constant  training  for  a  glorious  strife ; 

Hie  Athlete,  nurtured  for  the  (^ympiao  game, 
Gains  strength,  at  least  for  Life. 

Buhoer, 

To  the  Hero,  when  his  sword 

Has  won  the  battle  for  the  fVee, 
Death^s  voice  sounds  like  a  prophet*s  word ; 
And  in  its  hollow  tones  are  heard 

The  thanks  of  millions  yet  to  be ! 

Hattec1^$  BoxzarU. 

I  lis  was  Octavian*s  prosperous  star. 

The  rush  of  Ccesar^s  conquering  car 

At  battle's  call ; 

His,  Scipio's  virtue ;  his,  the  skill. 

And  the  indomitable  will  v 

Of  Hannibal 

LongfeUow*a  TrantlatiofU, 

All  may  be  heroes :  — 
**  The  man  who  rules  his  spirit,**  saith  the  Voice 
Which  cannot  err,  —  **  is  greater  than  the  man 
Who  takes  a  city."    Hence  it  sorely  fbllowa, 
If  each  might  have  dominion  of  himself^  • 
And  each  would  govern  wisely,  and  thus  show 
Truth,  courage,  knowledge,  power,  benevolence, 
And  all  the  princely  soul  in  private  virtues,  ^- 
Then  each  would  bo  a  prince,  a  Hero— greater— > 
He  will  be  man  in  likeness  of  his  Maker ! 

JIfrs.  HaWa  Omumd  Oronenor, 
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But  seeing  causes  are  the  chiefest  things 
'Diat  should  be  noted  of  the  ttory  writers ; 
That  men  may  learn  what  end  all  causes  brings, 
'1  hey  be  unworthy  name  of  chroniclers, 
lliat  .eave  them  clean  out  of  their  registers; 
Hr  doubtfully  report  them :  for  the  fruit 
l*f  reading  stories,  standeth  in  the  suit. 

Mimrfor  Magiairatea, 


But  story-writers  ought  for  neither  glory. 
Fear,  nor  favour,  truth  of  things  to  spare : 
But  still  it  fares,  as  always  it  did  fare ; 
AfibctioBS,  fear,  or  doubts  that  daily  brew. 
Do  cause  that  stories  never  can  be  true. 

Mirror  Jor  Magittrmim, 

There  is  a  history  in  all  roen*s  lives, 
flg*ring  the  nature  of  the  times  deoeas'd ; 
The  which  observM,  a  man  may  prophesy 
With  a  near  aim,  of  the  main  chance  ^  thii^ 
As  yet  not  come  to  life;  which  in  their  seeds 
And  weak  beginnings  lie  entreasured. 

Shakg.  Hemy  JV.    P4H  IL 

Would  God  our  times  had  had  some  sacred  wight, 
Whoee  words  as  happy  as  our  swords  had  been ; 
To  have  prepar*d  for  us  trophies  aright 
Of  undecaying  frames  t*  have  rested  in ; 
Triumphant  arks  of  perdurable  might: 

0  holy  lines !  that  such  advantage  win 
Upon  the  scythe  of  time,  in  spite  of  years  t 
How  blessed  tliey,  who  gain  what  never  wean  \ 

Jhtmeta  Civil  Wmr. 

1  remember  in  the  age  of  Assaracus 

And  Nmus,  and  about  the  wars  of  Thebes, 
And  the  siege  of  Troy,  there  were  fow  things 

committed 
To  my  charge,  but  those  that  were  well  worthy 
The  preserving ;  but  now  ev*ry  trifle 
Must  be  wrapped  up  in  the  volume  of  eternity : 
A  rich  pudding  wife,  or  a  cobbler  cannot  die. 
But  I  must  immortalize  his  name  with 
An  epitaph :  a  dog  cannot  tread  on 
A  nobleman's  shoe,  but  it  must  be  sprinkled 
Into  the  chronicles ;  so  that  I  never 
Could  remember  my  treasury  more  full,  and 
Never  emptier  of  honourable 
And  true  heroical  actions. 


This  is  a  great  fault  in  a  chronol^ger 
To  turn  parasite ;  an  abeolute  historian 
Should  be  in  ibar  of  none ;  neither  should  he 
Write  any  thing  more  than  truth  for  friendship, 
Or  else  for  hate ;  but  keep  himself  equal 
And  constant  in  all  his  discourses. 


Chronologers,  many  of  them,  are  so  fantastic. 
As  when  they  bring  a  captain  to  the  combat. 
Lifting  up  his  revengofU  arm  to  dispart 
The  head  of  his  enemy,  they'll  hold  up 
His  arms  so  long,  till  they  have  bestow*d  tb«M 
Or  four  pages  in  describing  the  gold 
Hilts  of  his  threatening  folchion ;  ao  that 
In  my  fancy  the  reader  may  well  wondei 
His  adversary  stabs  him  not,  before 
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The  ftf le  is  foil,  and  princely. 
Stately  and  abaoliite  beyond  whate'er 
These  eyei  ha?e  teen ;  and  Rome,  wboae  majesty 
U  there  describ'd,  in  after  times  shall  o?m 
For  her  memorisl  to  your  learned  pen, 
Mwe  than  to  all  those  fading  monuments 
Built  with  the  riches  of  the  spoiled  world. 
When  mstshaU  eat  her  brass,  when  time's  strong 

hand 
Shan  braise  to  dust  her  marble  palaces, 
IVimophant  arches,  pUlars,  obelisks ; 
WbeQ  Julias*  temple,  CSaudios*  aqueducts, 
Afrippa's  baths,  and  Pompey*s  theatre ; 
Nay,  Rome  itself  diall  not  be  ftund  at  all, 
Historians'  books  shall  live ; — those  strong  reoovds, 
"nioae  deathless  monuments  alon«  shall  show 
What,  and  how  great,  the  Roman  empire  was. 

May's  Jgr^ppiM. 

The  noblest  spur  unto  the  sons  of  fkme, 

Ii  thirst  of  honour,  and  to  haTo  their  namo 

Eoroird  in  fiiithful  history :  Thus  worth 

Was  by  a  wiao  ambition  first  brought  forth. 

IVnth  is  the  historian's  crown,  and  art 

SfBares  it  to  stricter  comeliness. 

Jo&n  Hall  on  CharUt  Aleyn, 

Hiitariaos,  only  things  of  weight, 

HesuUs  of  persons,  or  a&lrs  of  state. 

Briefly,  with  truth  and  clearness  should  relate : 

Laconic  shortness  memory  feeds. 

Heath, 

Some  write  a  narratiye  of  wars  and  feats 

Of  heroes  little  known,  and  call  the  rant 

A  history ;  describe  the  man  of  whom 

His  own  coevals  took  but  little  note. 

And  paint  his  person,  character,  and  riews, 

^  they  had  known  him  fhmi  his  mother's  womb. 

Cowp€f*$  Tatk, 

St  at  the  feet  of  history  ~  through  night 

Of  years  the  steps  of  rirtue  she  shall  trace 

And  show  the  earlier  ages,  where  her  sight 

da  pierce  the  eternal  shadows  o'er  her  face  ;— 

When  from  the  genial  cradle  of  our  race, 

Weol  forth  the  tribes  of  men. 

Bryant — The  Agm, 

The  elasac  days,  those  mothers  of  romance, 

TTiat  roused  a  nation  for  a  woman's  glance, 

The  age  of  mystery  with  its  hoarded  power, 

^t  girt  the  tyrant  in  his  storied  tower. 

Have  past  and  faded  like  a  dream  of  youth. 

And  riper  eras  ask  for  history's  troth. 

0.  W.  Hclme$. 
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Tlie  first  sure  symptoms  of  a  mind  in  health* 
Jm  test  of  heart,  and  pleasure  felt  at  homew 

Ymin§fa  Night  Tkau§^, 


Home  is  the  resort 
Of  love,  of  joy,  of  peace  and  plenty,  where^ 
Supporting  and  supported,  pollsh'd  friends 
And  dear  relations  mingle  into  bliss. 

TkcmMon^B  Sea$on$» 

The  touch  of  kindred  too  and  loye  he  feels ; 
The  modest  eye,  whose  beams  on  his  alone 
Ecstatic  shine :  the  little  strong  embrace 
Of  prattling  children,  twin'd  around  his  neck. 
And  emulous  to  please  liim,  calling  forth 
The  fond  paternal  souL    Nor  purpose  gay. 
Amusement,  dance  or  song,  he  sternly  scorns  | 
For  happiness  and  true  philosophy 
Are  of  the  social,  still,  and  smiling  kind. 
This  is  the  life  which  those  who  fret  in  guilt. 
And  guilty  cities,  never  know ;  the  life. 
Led  by  primeval  ages,  uncorrupt. 
When  angels  dwelt,  and  God  himself,  with  Man ! 

Thomaon*8  SeasonM, 

My  country,  sir,  is  not  a  single  spot 

Of  sueh  a  mould,  or  fix'd  to  such  a  clime ; 

No,  *t  is  the  social  circle  of  my  friends, 

Tlie  lov'd  community  in  which  I  'm  link'd. 

And  in  whose  welfare  all  my  wishes  centre. 

Miller's  MahonM 

Let  me  live  amongst  high  thoughts,  and  smiles 

As  beautiful  as  love ;  with  grasping  hands, 

And  a  heart  that  flutters  with  diviner  life 

Whene'er  my  step  is  heard. 

Proettn's  Mirandela. 

Sweet  Auburn !  loveliest  village  of  the  plain. 
Where  health  and  plenty  cheer'd  the  lab'ring 

swain, 
Where  smiling  spring  its  earliest  visit  paid. 
And  parting  summer's  ling'ring  blooms  delay'd  t 
Dear  lovely  bow'rs  of  Innocence  and  ease. 
Seats  of  my  youth,  when  ev'ry  sport  could  please; 
How  often  have  I  loiter'd  o'er  thy  green, 
Where  humble  happiness  endear'd  each  scene ! 

OoUkwUh's  Deserted  ViOags. 

In  all  my  wond'rings  round  this  world  of  care. 
In  f  n  my  griefr— and  God  has  given  my  sharo— 
I  stin  had  hopes  my  latest  hours  to  crown. 
Amidst  these  humble  bow'rs  to  lay  me  down ; 
To  husband  out  life's  taper  at  the  close, 
And  keep  the  flame  from  wasting,  by  repose : 
I  still  had  hopes,  fer  pride  attends  us  still. 
Amidst  the  swains  to  show  my  book-leam'd  skiiU 
Around  my  fire  an  evening  group  to  draw, 
AndtenofallllbltandaUIsaw; 
And,  as  a  hare,  whom  hound  and  horns  pursue. 
Pants  to  the  plaoe  from  whence  at  first  she  flew, 
I  stiU  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  past. 
Here  to  return-— and  die  at  home  at  last 

OtAd^mUk's  TYwtttfp 
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Tliufl  every  good  his  native  wilds  impart 
Imprints  the  patriot  passion  on  his  heart; 
And  even  tho«e  iiills,  that  round  his  mansion  rise. 
Enhance  the  bli^3  his  scantj  fund  supplies. 
Dear  is  that  shed  to  which  his  soul  conforms. 
And  dear  that  hill  which  lifts  him  to  the  atornu; 
And  as  a  child,  when  scaring  sounds  molest, 
Clin;r»  close  and  closer  to  the  mother's  breast, 
80  the  loud  torrent,  and  the  whirlwind's  roar, 
But  bind  him  to  his  native  mountain  more. 

Gcidmnith'B  TravdUr. 

In  cv'ry  government,  though  terrors  reign, 
Though  tyrant  king^s  or  tyrant  laws  restrain. 
How  small,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure. 
That  part  which  laws  or  kings  can  cause  or  cure ! 
Still  to  ourselves  in  ev*ry  place  consign*d. 
Our  own  felicity  we  m&ke  or  find : 
With  secret  course,  which  no  loud  storms  annoy. 
Glides  the  smooth  current  of  domestic  joy. 

GoldamUh*9  Traveller, 

At  length  his  lonely  cot  appears  in  view. 
Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree ; 
Th'  expectant  wee  things,  todlin  stacher  through 
To  meet  their  dad,  wi*  flichtcring  noise  and  glee ; 
His  wee-bit  ingle  blinkin  bonilie. 
His  clean  hcarth-stane,  his  thriAy  wifie*s  smile, 
The  lisping  infant  prattling  on  his  knee, 
Does  a*  his  weary  kiaugh  and  care  beguile. 
And  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labour  and  his  toil. 

Bum$*9  CatUr^B  Saturday  NighL 

His  warm  but  simple  home  where  he  enjoys 

With  her  who  shares  his  pleasure  and  his  heart, 

Bweet  converse. 

Cowper's  Taak, 

Give  me  my  home,  to  quiet  dear. 

Where  hours  untc^d  and  peaceful  move ; 

80  fate  ordain  I  sometimes  there 

May  hear  the  voice  of  him  I  love. 

ilf  rs.  Opie. 

The  angry  word  suppressed,  the  taunting  thoughts ; 
Subduing  and  subdu'd,  the  petty  strife. 
Which  clouds  the  colour  of  domestic  life. 
The  sober  comfort,  all  the  peace  which  springs 
FVom  the  large  aggregate  of  little  tilings ; 
On  these  small  cares  of — daughter — wife — or 

friend. 
The  almost  sacred  joys  of  homo  depend. 

Hannah  More, 

The  land  was  beautifbl— 
Kair  rose  the  spires,  and  gay  the  buildings  were. 
And  rich  the  plams,  like  dreams  of  blessed  isles; 
IHit  when  I  heard  my  country's  music  breathe, 
I  «gh*d  to  be  among  her  wilds  again ! 

JMotunVs  Predoifa, 


On  thy  calm  joys  with  what  delight  I  dream. 
Thou  dear  green  valley  of  my  native  stream ! 
Fancy  o'er  thee  still  waves  th*  enchanting  wand, 
And  every  nook  of  time  in  iairy  land. 

BlMii^/Uid'a  Bnken  CrvUX 

Breathes  there  a  man  with  soul  so  dead. 
Who  never  to  himself  hath  said. 
This  is  my  own,  my  native  land ! 
Whose  heart  hath  ne'er  witliin  him  bum'd. 
As  home  his  footsteps  he  hath  tum'd. 
From  wandering  on  a  foreign  strand  7 

Scott''*  Lay  of  the  Latt  Mhstrd, 

There  blend  the  ties  that  strengthen 

Our  hearts  in  hours  of  grie^ 

The  silver  links  that  lengthen 

Joy's  visits  when  most  brief! 

Then,  dost  thou  sigh  for  {Measure  7 

O !  do  not  widely  roam ! 

But  seek  that  hidden  treasure 

At  home,  dear  home  i 

Bernard  Bartm 

I  flew  to  the  pleasant  fields  travers'd  so  oil 

In  life's  morning  maroh,  when  my  bosom  wu 

young, 
I  heard  my  own  mountain-goats  bleating  alofti 
And  knew  the  sweet  strain  that  the  com-reapen 

sung. 
Then  pledg'd  we  the  wine-cup,  and  fondly  I  swore, 
From  my  home  and  my  weeping  friends  never  to 

part; 
My  little  one  kiss'd  me  a  thousand  times  o'er, 
And  my  wife  sobb'd  aloud  in  her  fulness  of  heart 


Leans  o*er  its  humble  gate  and  thinks  the  while— 
Oh !  that  for  me  some  home  like  this  would  smile, 
Some  hamlet  shade,  to  yield  my  sickly  form, 
Health  in  the  breeze,  and  shelter  in  the  storm. 

CampbdV$  PkawroB  ffHefi. 

They  gain  by  twilight's  hour  their  lonely  isle, 
To  them  the  very  rocks  appear  to  smile ; 
The  haven  hums  with  many  a  cheering  sooBd, 
The  beacons  blaze  their  wonted  stations  roond, 
The  boats  are  darting  o'er  the  curly  bay, 
And  sportive  dolphins  bend  them  through  the 

spray; 
Even  the  hoarse  sea-bird's  shrill  discordant  shriek, 
Greets  like  the  welcome  of  his  tuneless  beak  I 
Beneath    each    lamp    that    through  its  lattire 

gleams, 
Hieir  &ncy  paints  the  finends  that  trim  the 

beams. 
Oh !  what  can  sanctiQr  the  joys  of  home, 
Like  hqie*s  gay  glance  from  ocean's  troubled  to^ 

Byreu'8  Coreeir, 
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Tis  r«rcct  to  hear  the  watchdog's  honest  hark. 
Bay  decp-moi2th*cl  n'elooroe  as  we  draw  near  home 
*T  18  sweet  to  know  there  is  an  eye  will  mark 
Oar  coming,  and  look  brighter  when  we  come. 

Byron, 

He  enterM  in  his  house  -^  his  home  no  more, 

For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home ;— and  fidt 

The  solitude  of  passing  his  own  door 

Without  a  welcome. 

ByfWL 

And  say,  without  our  hopes,  without  our  fears, 
Without  the  home  that  plighted  love  endears, 
Without  the  smile  from  partial  beauty  won. 
Oh !  what  were  man  7  —  a  world  without  a  sun. 

Byron, 

We  may  roam  thro*  this  world,  like  a  child  at  a 

feast. 
Who  but  sips  of  a  sweet,  and  then  flies  to  the 

refit; 
And  when  pleasure  begins  to  grow  dull  in  the  east. 
We  may  order  our  wings  and  be  off  to  the  west; 
But  if  hearts  that  feel,  and  eyes  that  smile. 
Are  the  dearest  gifts  that  heaven  supplies, 
We  never  need  leave  our  own  green  isle, 
For  tenaitive  hearts^  and  for  sun-bright  eyes. 

Moore, 

Alone  by  the  Schuylkill  a  wanderer  rov*d, 
And  bright  wore  its  flowery  banks  to  his  eye ; 
But  ftr,  very  far  were  the  friends  that  he  lov'd. 
And  he  gazM  on  its  flowery  banks  with  a  sigh ! 
O  natore !  though  blessed  and  bright  are  thy  rays, 
O^er  the  brow  of  creation  enchantingly  thrown, 
Tet  &int  are  they  all  to  the  lustre  that  plays 
In  a  smile  from  the  heart  that  is  deariy  our  own ! 

Mooro, 

Scenes  of  my  birth,  and  careless  childhood  hours ! 
Fe  smiling  hills,  and  spacious  fertile  vales ! 
Where  oft  I  wunderM  plucking  vernal  flowers, 
And  revoU'd  in  the  odour-breathing  gales ; 
Should  fickle  fate,  with  talismanic  wand, 
Bear  me  afar  where  either  India  glows, 
Or  fix  my  dwelling  on  the  polar  land. 
Where  nature  wears  her  ever-during  snows ; 
fitili  shall  your  charms  my  fondest  themes  adorn; 
When  placid  evening  paints  the  western  sky, 
And  when  Hyperion  wakes  the  blushing  mom. 
To  rear  his  gorgeous  sapphire  throne  on  high. 
For  to  the  gmltleas  heart,  where'er  we  roam. 
No  scenes  delight  us  like  our  much-lov'd  home. 

Robort  HUOause. 
O,  H  was  pitifrd! 
Near  a  whole  city  ffall, 
BfflF*^  she  had  nonew 

Tkemao  Hood, 


When  thy  heart,  in  its  pride,  would  stray 
From  the  pure  first  loves  of  its  youth  away — 
When  tiio  sulljring  breath  of  the  world  would  come 
0*er  the  flowers  it  brought  from  its  childhood's 

home, 
Tliink  of  the  tree  at  thy  father's  door, 
And  the  kindly  spell  shall  have  power  once  more. 

Mro,  Heman9*o  Poano, 

I  love  that  dear  old  home !  my  mother  liv'd  there 

Her  first  sweet  marriage ,  years,  and  last  sad 

widow'd  ones. 

The  sunlight  there  seems  to  me  brighter  fiir 

Than  wheresoever  else.    I  know  the  forms 

Of  every  tree  and  mountain,  hill  and  dell ; 

Its  waters  gurgle  like  a  tongue  I  know  ;— 

It  is  my  home. 

Mro,  Franceo  K,  Bolder, 

We  leave 
Our  home  in  youth — no  matter  to  what  end— 
Study — or  strife— or  pleasure,  or  what  not; 
And  coming  back  in  fhw  short  years,  we  find 
All  as  we  left  it  outside ;  the  old  elms, 
The  house,  the  grass,  gates,  and  latchet's  self-aame 

dick: 
But  lift  that  latchetr-4ill  ie  chang'd  as  doom. 

BaXleifo  Feotuo, 

Between  broad  fields  of  wheat  and  corn 
Is  the  lowly  home  where  I  was  bom ; 
The  peach-tree  leans  against  the  wall. 
And  the  woodbine  wanders  over  alL 
There  is  the  bam, — and  as  of  yore, 
I  can  smell  the  ho^  firom  the  open  door| 
And  see  the  busy  swallows  throng. 
And  hear  tfab  peewee's  mournful  song. 
Oh,  ye  who  daily  cross  the  sill. 
Step  lightly,  for  I  love  it  still ; 
And  when  you  crowd  the  old  barn  eaves. 
Then  think  what  countless  harvest  sheaves 
Have  passed  within  that  scented  door 
To  gladden  eyes  that  are  no  more. 

T,  Buehgnan  Read, 

Bright  is  the  beautiful  land  of  our  birth. 
The  home  of  the  homeless  all  over  the  earth ! 

StreeCo  Poemo, 

Home  is  the  sphere  of  harmony  and  peace. 
The  spot  where  angels  find  a  resting-place, 
Whett,  bearing  hlesoings,  they  descend  to  earth. 

Mro.  ifoZe't  Peaiu 

Nor  need  we  power  or  splendours- 
Wide  hoU  or  lordly  dome; 

Tlie  good,  the  true,  the  tender— 
These  form  the  wealth  of  homew 

JTi  e.  HMo  Poomo> 
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Mj  son — thou  wilt  dream  the  world  k  fairy 

And  thj  spirit  will  ngh  to  roam. 
And  thoa  must  go ; — but  never,  when  there, 

Forget  the  light  of  home. 

Mn.  HdWt  PoemM. 


HONESTY. 

Forgive  my  general  and  cxoeptlest  raehnesi, 
Yon  perpetual  sober  gods  !    I  do  proclaim 
One  honc8|  man  -^  mistake  me  not  -»  bat  one ; 
No  more,  I  pray — and  he  is  a  steward. 

Shak$.  Timon  cf  AfhenB, 

Mothinks  thoa  art  more  honest  now  than  wise ; 
For,  bj  oppressing  and  betraying  me. 
Thou  might'st  have  sooner  got  another  •errlce : 
For  many  so  arrive  at  second  masters, 
Upon  tlicir  first  lord's  neck. 

Shdk8.  Timon  of  AihtM, 

O  vnrctched  fbd. 
That  liv'st  to  make  Uiine  honeety  a  vioe  ;— 
O  monstrous  world  \  Take  note,  take  note,  O  wozid ! 
To  be  direct  and  honest  is  not  sate. 

fiftdbt.  0<Ar2Zo. 

Ay,  sir ;  to  be  honest  as  tiiis  world  goes. 
Is  to  be  one  piok*d  out  of  ten  thousand. 

Shdk9.  HamUL 

There  is  no  terror,  Cassias,  in  your  threats ! 
For  I  am  armM  so  strong  in  honesty. 
That  they  pass  by  me  as  the  idle  wind, 
Which  I  respect  not. 

8hak9.  JuUui  Catar, 

Lands  mortgagM  may  return,  and  more  esteemM ; 
But  honesty  once  pawn'd,  is  no*er  redeem'd. 

MiddUUm*9  Trick  to  eatek  lAs  old  One. 

An  honest  soul  is  like  a  ship  at  sea. 
That  sleeps  at  anchor  when  the  ocean  *8  calm ; 
But  when  she  rages,  and  the  wind  blows  high. 
He  cuts  his  way  with  skill  and  majesty. 

Beattmont  and  Fl€tcher*$  Honest  Man^s  Fortune. 
An  honest  man  is  still  an  unmov'd  rock, 
Wash'd  whiter,  but  not  shaken  with  the  shock: 
Wliose  heart  conceives  no  sinister  device ; 
Fearless  he  plays  with  flames,  and  treads  on  ice. 

Davenport^a  City  Night-Cap, 

Take  heed  what  yoa  say,  sir ! 
An  hundred  honest  men !  why  if  there  wen 
rio  many  i*  th*  city,  't  were  enough  to  forfeit 
Their  charter. 

SMiUy^e  Oanutter. 

ileav  n,  tliat  made  me  honest,  made  ne  more 
Thar  ever  king  did,  when  be  made  &  lord. 

Row^e  Jane  Shore, 


The  man  who  pauses  on  has  honesty 

Wanto  little  of  the  villain. 

Martyn^a  Timdem, 

A  wit's  a  ftather,  and  a  chief  a  rod : 
An  honest  man  *s  the  noblest  work  of  God. 

PepeU  Essay  on  Jfss. 

Honesty, 

A  name  scarce  echo  to  a  sound  —  honesty ! 

Attend  the  stately  chambers  of  the  great— 

It  dwells  not  there,  nor  in  the  trading  world : 

Speaks  it  in  councils  7    No :  the  sophist  knows 

To  laugh  it  thence. 

HaesrcTs  SeandsH/eg. 

All  is  vanity  which  is  not  honesty — thus  is  it 

graven  on  the  tomb ; — 
I  speak  of  honest  purpose,  character,  speech  and 

action.        Tttpper'a  Pr&oerhial  PhSesofhy. 

Honesty,  even  by  itself^  though  making  many 

adversaries 
Whom  prudence  might  have  set  aside,  or  charity 

have  soilen*d. 
Evermore  will  prosper  at  the  last,  and  gain  a  mao 

great  honour. 

Tupper'e  Proverbial  PhUoso^* 


HONOUR. 

Mine  honour  is  my  lift ;  both  grow  in  one; 
Take  honour  tteta  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 

8hdk».  Richard  IT. 

The  mere  word  *a  a  slave, 
DebauchM  on  every  tomb ;  on  every  grave, 
A  lying  trophy ;  and  as  of\  is  dumb, 
Where  dust  and  damn'd  oblivion  is  the  tomb 
Of  henonrM  bones  indeed. 

Shako.  AU'a  Wdl  thai  Ends  WA 

Hiat  is  honoor*d  scorn, 

Which  ohallenges  itself  as  honour^s  boni. 

And  is  not  like  tiie  sire :  honours  thrive, 

When  rather  from  onr  acts  we  them  derive, 

Than  our  iom-goen. 

Shdka.  M's  Wdl 

Fhnn  lowest  place  when  virtaoos  things  proceed, 

The  place  is  dignify'd  by  the  doer's  deed : 

When  great  additions  swell,  and  viitoe  none, 

It  is  a  dfopsied  honour. 

Shako.  AU'aWA 

Honour  but  of  danger  wins  m  scar. 

As  oft  it  ksas  aH. 

Shako.  AU's  WdL 

9€f  lifb,  I  priiB  it, 

As  I  weigh  grieC  which  I  woold  spare:  fiirtaov^ 

'T  is  a  derivative  ftom  me  to  niiie. 

And  only  that  I  stand  for. 

Shako.  TTudsi'o  Tel*. 
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Life  every  man  holds  dear ;  but  the  dear  man 
Holda  honour  far  more  precious  dear  than  life. 

8kttkt»  TVoihtf  and  Crmrida, 

Rightly  to  be  greoti 

b,  not  to  stir  without  great  argument ; 

Bat  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw. 

When  honour  *8  at  the  stakeb 

Shak$.  HanUeL 

By  heaTen,  methinics,  it  were  an  easy  lea|H 

To  pluck  bright  honour  f>om  the  pale-facM  oioon ; 

Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  de6p^ 

Where  fethom-Iine  could  never  touch  the  ground. 

And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  the  locks : 

So  he,  that  doth  redeem  her  thence  might  weary 

Without  co-rival,  all  her  dignities. 

Shaks,  Jknry  IV,    Pwt  L 

By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  of  gold. 
Nor  caro  I,  who  doth  feed  upon  my  cost ; 
It  yearns  me  not  if  men  my  garments  vrear ; 
Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  desires : 
But  If  it  be  a  sin  to  oovet  honour, 
1  am  the  roost  <^ending  soul  alive. 

8hak$,  Benry  F. 

What  is  that  you  would  impart  to  me  7 
If  it  be  aught  toward  tlie  general  good, 
&t  iion6ur  in  <»ie  eye,  and  death  i*  th*  other. 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifiereo^Iy : 
For,  let  the  gods  so  speed  me,  ss  I  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Shaki,  JuUuB  Caaar, 

The  htng*  has  cur'd  me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  grace :  and  fWmkthese  shoulders, 
These  min*d  pillars,  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  sink  a  navy — ^too  much  honour : 
Q,  't  is  m  burden,  Oomwell,  *t  is  a  bufdei^ 
Too  heavy  fer  a  man  that  hopes  fer  heaven ! 

Shak9.  Henry  VIII 

Let  none  presume 

To  wear  an  undeserved  digni^. 

O,  that  estates,  degrees,  and  offices. 

Were  not  derivM  corruptly !  and  that  dear  honour 

Were  purchased  by  the  merit  of  like  wearer ! 

How  many  then  should  cover,  that  stand  bare  ? 

How  many  be  commanded  that  command  T 

How  much  low  peasantry  would  then  be  gleanM 

From  the  true  seed  of  honour  ?  and  how  much 

honour 

Pick*d  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  tinlas, 

To  be  new  vamishM  7 

ShakM,  Mer^uml  of  Vmdce. 

Persevenuioe,  dear  my  kvd. 
Keeps  faoBoiir  bright    To  havto  done  is  to  hang 
<feHto  out  of  fesiuoB,  like  a  vaaty  mail 
In  moniimental  moekery. 

Shak$,  TVeihcs  mid  Crsssids. 


For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
So  are  they  all— all  honourable  men. 

iSAdb.  JuUus  CtBmn 
Tbxm  idol,  honour,  which  we  fools  adore ! 
How  many  plagues  do  rest  in  thee  to  grieve  us  7 
Which,  When  we  have,  vre  find  there  is  much  more 
Than  that,  which  only  is  a  name,  can  give  us : 
Of  real  oomferts  thou  dost  leave  us  poor, 
And  of  those  joye  thou  oflen  dost  deprive  us. 
That  with  ourselves  doth  set  us  at  debate, 
And  makes  us  beggars  in  our  greatest  state. 

DrayUm'i  Baron^s  Wars. 

You  still  insist  upon  that  idol,  honour ; 
Can  it  renew  your  youth  7  can  it  add  wealth  7 
That,  take  off  wrinkles  7  can  it  draw  men's  oyes 
To  gaze  upon  you  in  your  age  7  can  honour. 
That  truly  is  a  saint  to  none  but  sddiers. 
And  kok'd  into,  bean  no  reward  but  danger, 
LeaTO  jTOu  the  most  respected  person  living  ^ 

Beaumont  and  FUicher'a  ValenHm, 

Honour  is 
Virtue's  allowed  ascent :  honour  tha\  chsps 
All  perfect  justice  in  her  arms ;  that  craves 
No  more  respee^  than  what  she  gives ;  that  does 
Nothing  but  what  she  'II  suffisr. 

JHosstnger's  Very  Woman 

1.  Speak  the  height  of  honour. 

3.  No  man  to  offend, 

Ne*er  to  reveal  the  secrets  of  a  friend ; 

Rather  to  suffer  than  to  do  a  wrong ; 

To  make  the  heart  no  stranger  to  the  tongue, 

Provok'd,  not  to  betray  an  enemy, 

Nor  eat  his  meat,  I  choke  with  flattery ; 

Blushless  to  tell  wherefbre  I  wear  my  scars. 

Or  fer  my  conscience,  or  my  country's  wars ; 

To  aim  at  just  things;  if  we  have  wildly  run 

Into  offences —wish  them  all  undone. 

'TIS  poor  in  grie^  for  a  wrong  done  to  die, 

Honour  to  dare  to  live,  and  satisfy. 

Mas$inget*§  Very  Wom/n, 

Hie  noblest  spur  unto  the  sons  of  fame, 

Is  thirst  of  honour. 

Johh  J/sfl 

Honour,  thou  spongy  idol  of  man's  mind. 

Thou  soak'st  content  away,  thou  hast  confin'd 

Ambitious  man,  and  not  his  destiny. 

Within  the  bounds  of  fbrm  and  ceremony. 

Sir  P.  Sidney's  Arradk 

Vain  honour !  thou  art  but  disguise, 
A  cheating  voice,  a  jugglmg  art; 
No  judge  of  virtue,  whose  pure  eyes 
Court  her  own  image  in  the  heart ; 
More  pleased  with  her  true  figure  there^ 
Than  her  fiilse  echo  in  the  ear. 


HONOUR. 


His  honour*!  link'd 
Unto  his  life ;  he  that  will  eeek  the  one 
Must  Tenture  fi>r  the  other  or  lose  hoth. 

TatkanC*  DiatraeUd  StaU, 

He  taa^^ht  them  honour,  Tirtiie**  baehfiiliieei; 
A  fort  10  yiddloM,  that  it  tcoms  to  treat ; 
Like  pow*r,  it  grow  to  nothing,  growing  to  leia : 
Honour,  tlie  moral  oonacienoe  of  the  great! 

Sir  W.  J>avenanl*$  0<mi£beri, 

Poor  fiighted  men  at  sea. 
To  save  their  livee,  cast  all  their  goods  away. 
In  storms  of  fortune,  where  there  is  a  strife 
Which  shall  be  sav^d,  man's  honour  or  his  life ; 
Who  would  preserve  this  tatterM  bark  from  fete, 
But  sink  the  vessel  to  preserve  the  freight  ? 

Sir  Robert  Hwoar^n  Vmtal  Vvrgm, 
In  other  worlds  devotion  may  have  bliss, 
I  *m  sure  *tis  honour  that  must  save  in  this. 

Cnwn^$  JtMlmiM. 

Love*8  comnon  onto  all  the  mass  of  creatures, 

As  life  and  breath ;  honour  to  man  alone : 

Honour  being  then  above  life,  dishonour  must 

Do  worse  than  death ;  for  fete  can  strike  but  one ; 

Reproach  doth  reach  whole  femilies. 

CartwrighC$  SUge. 

Honour  is  like  that  glassy  bubble, 

Tliat  finds  philosophers  such  trouble, 

Whose  least  part  cracked,  the  whole  does  fly, 

And  wits  are  crack*d  to  find  out  why. 

BulUr'B  Hudibrat. 

Qooth  Ralpho,  honour*s  but  a  word 

To  swear  by  only  in  a  lord : 

In  other  men  *tia  but  a  hu£^ 

To  vapour  vdth,  instead  of  proo£ 

BtUler'9  HudihroM. 

If  he  that  in  the  field  is  slain. 

Be  in  the  bed  of  honour  lain, 

He  that  is  beaten,  may  be  said 

To  lie  in  honour's  truckle  bed. 

Butin^B  Httdtbra9. 

Quoth  ho,  that  man  is  sure  to  lose 

That  fouls  his  hands  with  dirty  foes : , 

For  where  no  honour's  to  be  gain'd, 

T  is  thrown  away  in  being  maintain'd. 

ButUr'B  HudihrttM, 

My  loss  of  honour's  great  enough, 
Tliou  necd'st  not  brand  it  witb  a  sco£ 

Builer*a  Hudibnu. 
Honour  in  vain  would  draw  the  sword, 
If  reaaon  doth  not  give  the  word ; 
And  tlioagh  the  vict'ry  we  may  win, 
Ytf t  eon»cienc€  ^  itnesses  't  is  sin ; 
llieso  monitors  should  guide  your  life, 
^hen  pastdons  fierce  engender  strife. 

Aura. 


Wood  witn  honour  berag  engag'd. 
Is  so  implacably  enrag'd, 
Though  iron  hew  and  mangle  sore. 
Wood  wounds  and  bruises  honour  more. 

BtUUr'a  Hmdibrm, 

He  tiiat  is  Tdliant  and  dares  fight. 
Though  drubb'd,  can  lose  no  honour  bf  't. 
Honour's  a  lease  for  lives  to  oooie, 
And  cannot  be  extended  from 
The  legal  tenant ;  't  is  a  chattel 
Not  to  be  forfeited  m  battle. 

Honour  hurt  is  wont  to  rage 
With  pain  no  med'cine  can  assuage. 
Quoth  he,  that  honour 's  very  squeamish 
That  takes  a  basting  for  a  blemish ; 
For  what 's  more  honourable  than  sears, 
Or  skin  to  tatters  rent  in  wars? 
Some  have  been  beaten  till  they  know 
What  wood  a  cudgel 's  o^  by  th'  blow, 
Some  kick'd,  until  they  can  feel  whether 
A  shoe  be  Spanish  or  neat's  leather. 

BvOer^i  Hudibna. 

Honour 's  a  sacred  tie— the  law  of  kings, 

Hie  noble  mind's  distinguishing  perfection. 

That  aids  and  strengthens  virtue  where  it  meets 
her. 

And  imitates  her  actions  vrben  she  is  not : 

It  is  not  to  be  sported  with. 

Ad^MQtCa  Caia. 

Honour 's  a  fine  imaginary  i^otion. 

That  draws  in.  raw  and  inexperienc'd  men 

To  real  mischief|  while  they  hunt  a  shadow. 

AidiSOR's  CfffSL 

Better  to  die  ten  thousand  deaths 

Than  wound  my  honour. 

Addi$on'9  Cata» 

Woman's  honour 
Is  nice  as  ermine  —  will  not  bear  a  soil. 

DrxfderCa  Don  Sdnutian, 

Honour  and  shame  from  no  oondition  rise ; 
Act  well  your  part,  there  all  the  honour  lies. 
Fortune  in  men  has  some  small  diff'rence  made; 
One  flaunts  in  rags,  one  flutters  in  brocade ; 
The  cobbler  apron'd,  and  the  parson  gown'd. 
The  friar  hooded,  and  the  monarch  crown'd. 
■*  What  differ  more,"  you  cry,  **  than  crown  and 

cowl  ?" 
I  '11  tell  you,  friend — a  wise  man  and  a  fool ; 
You'll  find,  if  once  the  monarch  acts  the  monk. 
Or,  cobbler4ike,  the  parson  will  be  drunk : 
Worth  makes  the  man,  and  want  of  it  the  feDow, 
The  rest  is  all  but  leather  and  prunella. 

Pagm. 


r 


HOPBL 


239 


Honour,  roy  lord,  is  much  too  proud  to  catch 
At  every  tender  twig  of  nice  distinctions. 
These  for  th^  anfceling  vulgar  may  do  well : 
But  those,  whose  souls  are  by  the  nicer  rule, 
Of  -virtuous  delicacy  nobly  sway'd, 
Stand  at  another  bar  than  that  of  laws. 

ThamatnCB  Tancred  and  Sigimmnda, 

How  Tain  are  all  hereditaiy  honours, 
Those  poor  possessions  from  another's  deeds, 
Unless  our  own  just  virtues  fbrm  our  title, 
And  give  a  sanction  to  our  fimd  assumptions. 

Shirley*$  Parricide, 

The  honours  of  a  name  *t  is  just  to  guard ; 
They  are  a  trust  but  lent  us,  which  we  take, 
And  should,  in  reverence  to  the  donor's  fame. 
With  care  transmit  them  down  to  other  hands. 

SMrleifs  Parrieide. 

What  is  honour  7  a  silly  vain  opinion. 
That  hangs  but  on  the  rabble's  idle  breath ; 
For  them  we  court  it,  yet  by  them  His  scom'd. 

Martyn^B  Timotetn, 

I  *ve  scann'cl  the  actions  of  his  daily  Ixlb 
With  all  th'  industrious  malice  of  a  foe ; 
And  nothing  meets  mine  eye  but  deeds  of  honour. 

Hannah  Mar^9  DanUL 

A  Ufa  of  honour  and  of  worth 
Has  no  eternity  on  earth,^- 

"T  is  but  V  name  -^ 
And  yet  its  glory  far  exoeeds 
That  base  and  sensual  life  which  leads, 


To  want  and  shame. 


LongfiBom. 

Where  the  meekness  of  selflknowledge  veileth 

the  front  of  self-respect, 
There  look  thou  for  the  man  whose  name  none 

can  know  but  they  will  honour. 

Tafpei^B  Proverbial  PhUtotcphy, 


HOPE. 


With  him  went  hope  in  rank,  a  handsome  maid, 
Of  cheerful  look,  and  lovely  to  behold ; 
In  silken  samite  she  was  light  array*d, 
And  her  fair  locks  were  woven  up  in  gold. 
She  always  smil*d,  and  in  her  hand  did  hold 
An  holy  water-sprinkle,  dipt  in  dew,  . 
With  which  she  s|Hrinkled  fiivoars  manifold. 
On  ichom  she  list,  and  did  great  liking  shew, 
Great  liking  unto  many,  but  true  love  to  few. 

Spetuer'B  Fairy  Quun, 

ttv$e  hope  is  swift,  and  flies  with  swallow's  wings, 

Kings  it  makes  gods,  and  meaner  creatures  kings. 

ShakM,  Richard  III. 


The  miserable  hath  no  other  medicine 

But  only  hope. 

Shaka.  Mca.for  Jlfes. 

Hope  is  a  lover's  staff;  walk  hence  with  that« 
And  manage  it  against  despairing  thoughts. 

Shaks,  TtDO  Gentlemen  of  Venma. 

The  ample  proposition,  that  hope  makes 
In  all  designs  begun  on  earth  below. 
Fails  in  the  promis'd  largeness. 

.  Shake,  TroUtts  and  Creasida, 

There  is  a  credence  in  my  heart, 
An  esperance  so  obstinately  strong. 
That  doth  invert  the  attest  of  eyes  and  ears ; 
As  if  those  organs  had  deceptious  functions. 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 

Shaka,  TVoihia  and  Cresaida, 

A  cause  on  foot 
Lives  so  on  hope,  as  in  an  early  spring 
We  see  the  appearing  buds;  which,  to  prove  Gmit, 
Hope  gives  not  so  much  warrant  as  despair. 
That  firosts  will  bite  them. 

Shaka,  Henry  IV.    Part  II 

Even  here  I  will  put  off  my  hope,  and  keep  it 

No  longer  for  my  flatterer, 

Shaka,  Tempeai 

I  will  despair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope ;  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parasite,  a  keeper-back  of  death. 
Who  gently  would  dissolve  the  bands  of  life. 
Which  false  hope  lingers  in  extremity. 

Shaka,  Richard  II 

Our  hopes,  I  see,  resemble  much  the  sun, 
That  rising  and  declining  casts  large  shadows ; 
But  when  his  beams  are  dress'd  in  mid-day 

brightness. 
Yields  none  at  all :  when  they  are  farthest  from 
Success,  their  gilt  reflection  does  display 
The  largest  shows  of  events  fair  and  prosp'rous. 

Chapman^a  Revenge  for  Honour 

What  ean  we  not  endure, 
When  pains  are  lesson'd  by  the  hope  of  cure  7 

iVa65'«  MicrocoomuB, 

When  once  the  main  spring,  hope,  is  faU'n  into 

Disorder,  no  wonder  if  the  lesser  wheels  -^ 

Desire  and  joy — stand  still. 

Suddin^a  Aglaura 

Hope 
Is  such  a  bait,  it  covers  any  hook. 

Jonaon'a  Vdpone, 

And  now  her  hope  a  weak  physician  seems, 
For  hope,  the  common  comforter,  prevails, 
Like  med'cinesi  slowly  in  ertremcs. 

Si$  W,  DavenanVa  Oondutrt^ 
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HOPE. 


^Vhero  an  equal  poise  of  hope  and  fbar 
Does  arbitrate  th*  event,  mj  nature  li 
That  I  incline  to  hope  rather  than  fear. 


JiftieMi. 


What  are  our  hopes  7 
Like  garlands,  on  affliction**  forehead  wom« 
KissM  in  the  morning^,  and  at  evening  torn. 

DatenporCs  King  John  and  Matilda. 

Hope !  of  all  ills  that  men  endure, 
The  only  cheap  and  univorsil  cure! 
Thou  captive^s  freedom,  and  thou  sick  man*B  health ! 
Thou  ]over*8  victory,  and  thou  beg^far'a  wealth  i 

C&wley, 

Hope !  fortune's  cheating  lottery ! 
Where  for  one  prize  an  hundred  blanks  there  be ; 
Fond  archer,  hope !  who  tak'st  thy  aim  so  far, 
lliat  still  or  abort  or  wide  thine  arrows  are ! 

CauUjf, 

Brother  of  fear,  more  gafly  clad ! 
I'he  merrier  fool  o'  th*  two,  yet  quite  as  mad : 
Sire  of  repentance !  child  of  fond  desire ! 
That  blow*Bt  the  chymics*  and  the  lovers*  fire : 
Leading  them  still  insensibly  on 
By  the  strange  witchcraft  of  **  anon  f 
By  tliee  tho  one  does  changing  nature,  through 
Her  endless  labyrinths,  pursue; 
And  th*  other  chases  woman,  while  she  goes 
More  ways  and  turns  than  hunted  nature  knows. 

CowUy. 

Th««s,  throagh  what  path  Boc*er  of  life  we  rove. 
Rage  companies  our  hate,  and  grief  our  love. 
Vez'd  with  the  present  moment's  heavy  gtoom^ 
Why  seek  wo  brightness  from  the  years  to  come  7 
Dt8turb*d  and  broken  like  a  sick  man**  sleep, 
Our  troubled  thoughts  to  distant  prospects  leap, 
Desirous  still  whnt  flies  us  to  o'ertake. 
For  hope  is  but  the  dream  of  tfaoM  that  wake. 

Prm^B  Sdaman, 

Hope  with  a  goodly  prospect  feeds  the  eye. 

Shows  from  a  rising  ground  possession  nigh ; 

Shortem*  the  distance,  or  o'erlooka  it  quite : 

So  easy  H  ia  to  travel  with  the  sight 

Drjfden, 

A  beam  of  comfort,  like  the  moon  through  clouds, 
Gtlds  the  black  horror,  and  directs  my  way. 

Drydtn't  Lo€e  TnutnphanL 

Multiplying  wishes  is  a  corse, 

7%at  keeps  the  mind  perpetually  awake. 

DrydaCB  Secret  Love, 

Hone  18  the  fawning  traitor  of  the  mind. 
Which,  while  it  cozens  with  a  cdourM  fHendship, 
UooK  us  of  our  last  virtue — resolution. 

ZrSt*a  CoMtefltMC 


Hope,  the  glad  ray,  glanc'd  from  eternal  good. 

That  life  enlivens,  and  exalts  its  powers, 

With  views  of  fortune. 

TkomMen*8  LiUrtif, 

Hope,  of  all  passions,  mos^  befKends  us  here ; 
Passions  of  prouder  name  befriend  us  less. 
Joy  has  her  tears ;  and  transport  has  her  death  2 
Hope,  like  a  cordial,  innocent  tho*  strong, 
Man*8  heart  at  once  inspirits,  and  serenes; 
Nor  makes  him  pay  his  wisdom  for  his  joys  ( 
'T  is  all  oar  present  atale  can  aafely  bear, 
Health  to  the  frame,  and  vigour  to  the  mind ! 
A  joy  attemper'd !  a  chastis'd  delight ! 
Like  tho  &ir  summer  ev'ning,  mild  and  sweet! 
'T  IB  man*s  full  cup ;  his  paradise  below ! 

Young'8  Night  Thoughi9n 

Hope,  eager  hc^;>e,  th*  assassin  of  our  joy, 
AH  present  blessings  treading  under  foot. 
Is  acaroe  a  milder  fyrant  than  despair. 

Ymtng'i  Night  7%Mgft/t. 

Hope  humbly  theki ;  with  trembling  pinions  soar ; 
Wait  the  great  teacher,  death ;  and  God  adore ; 
What  future  bliss,  he  gives  not  thee  to  know. 
But  gives  that  hope  to  be  thy  blessing  now. 
Hope  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breaiA: 
llan  never  is,  but  always  to  be,  blest : 
The  soul,  uneasy,  and  coniin'd  from  home. 
Rests  and  expatiates  in  a  lifb  to  come. 

Pepe'i  Estay  on  Man 

*T  is  the  cruel  artifice  of  fi^te, 
Thus  to  refine  and  vary  on  our  woes, 
To  raise  us  from  despair,  and  give  us  liopes^ 
Only  to  plunge  us  in  the  gulph  again. 

And  make  us  doubly  wretched. 

7Vvp*f  Abrammle, 

O  hope !  sweet  flatterer !  thy  delusive  touch 
Sheds  on  afflicted  minds  the  balm  of  comfort-— 
Relieves  the  load  of  poverty—- sustains 
The  captive,  bending  with  the  weight  of  bonds,— 
And  smooths  the  pillow  of  disease  and  pain ! 

GloDer*9  Boadicm. 

But  thoo,  O  hope,  with  eyes  so  fair. 
What  was  thy  delighted  measure  7 
Still  it  whi8pcr*d  promis'd  pleasure. 
And  bade  the  lovely  scenei  at  distance  hail ! 
Still  would  her  touch  the  strain  prolong. 
And  fipom  the  rocks  —  the  woods  —  the  vale, 
She  call*d  on  echo  still  through  all  her  song 
And  where  her  sweetest  theme  she  choee, 
A  soft  responsive  voice  was  heard  at  every  close, 
And  hope  enchanted  smil'd,  and  wav'd  her  gcdden 
haij  CidUn8*8 


With  w&at  a  leaden  and  retarding  weight 
Does  expectation  load  the  wing  of  time ! 

Ma99n*§  A^nda 


HOPE. 
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To-day^  in  now  arrayed,  vtem  winter  mles 

The  euTAYAg*d  plain — anon  the  teomingr  earth 

Unlocks  her  stores,  and  spring  adorns  the  year ; 

And  shall  not  we,  while  fate,  like  winter,  frowns, 

Expect  revolving  bliss  7 

SmeiOeW*  Regicide, 

Know  dien  whatever  cheerful  and  serene  \ 

Supports  the  mind,  supports  the  body  too. 
Henee,  die  most  vital  movement  mortals  feel 
Is  hope :  the  balm  and  life-blood  of  the  soul ; 
It  pleases  and  it  lasts.    Indulgent  heaven 
Sent  down  the  kind  delusion,  through  the  paths 
Of  ragged  life  to  lead  us  patient  on; 
And  make  our  happiest  state  no  tedious  thing. 
Our  greatest  good,  and  what  we  can  least  spare. 
Is  hope :  the  last  of  all  our  evils,  fear. 

AfmHrong'§  Art  of  Preteromg  IhaWL 

Hie  wretch  oondemnM  with  lifb  to  part, 

Still,  still  oo  hope  relies ; 

And  ev'ty  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 

Bids  expectation  rise. 

Hope,  Hke  the  glimmering  taper's  light. 

Adorns  and  cheers  the  way ; 

And  still,  as  darker  grows  the  night, 

Emits  a  brighter  ray. 

OddamUh. 

Hope !  let  the  wretch,  once  conscious  of  the  joy. 
Whom  now  deBpairing  agonies  destroy, 
Speak,  for  he  can,  and  none  so  well  as  he. 
What  treasures  centre,  what  delights  in  thee. 
Had  he  the  gems,  the  spices,  and  tlie  land, 
Hiat  boasts  the  treasure,  all  at  his  command ; 
The  fragrant  grove,  th*  inestimable  mine. 
Were  light,  when  weighM  against  one  smile  of 
thine.  Cowpar't  Hope. 

When  the  heart  is  light 
With  hope,  all  pleases,  nothing  comes  amiss. 

Rogen't  Italy, 

Hope  oft,  my  son,  unbraces  the  girt  mind. 

And  to  the  conflict  turns  it  loosely  forth. 

Weak  and  divided. 

Joanna  BaSWi  Rayner. 

ABspicJooB  hope !  in  thy  sweet  garden  grow 
Wreaths  for  each  toil,  a  charm  for  wetj  woe : 
Won  by  their  sweets,  m  nature's  languid  hour. 
The  wa/-worn  pilgrim  seeks  thy  summer  bower ; 
Therc^  as  the  wild  bee  murmurs  on  the  wing. 
What  peaceful  dreams  thy  handmaid  spirits  bring ! 
What  viewleas  forms  th'  .£oIian  organ  play. 
And  sweep  the  furrowM  lines  of  anxious  thought 
away !  CampMto  PUasure$  of  Hope, 

Congenial  hope !  thy  paanon^kindling  power. 
How  brig^ht,  hew  ftrong,  in  youth's  untroubled 
\  Cmnjbdfo  Pleanare9  of  Hope, 
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IVopitious  power !  when  rankling  cares  annoy 
The  sacred  home  of  hymenean  joy ; 
When  doom'd  to  poverty's  sequestcr'd  dell, 
The  wedded  pair  of  love  and  virtue  dwell, 
Unpitied  by  the  world,  unknown  to  fame, 
Their  woes,  their  wishes,  and  their  hearts  tlte 

same: 
Oh,  tiien,  prophetic  hope !  thy  smile  bestow, 
And  chase  the  pangs  that  worth  should  never 

know.  CampbeWe  PUaeuree  of  Hope, 

Eternal  hop$  I  when  yonder  spheres  sublime 
Peal'd  their  first  notes  to  sound  the  march  of  time. 
Thy  joyous  youth  began  —  but  not  to  fade,  — 
When  all  the  sister  planets  have  dccay'd ; 
When  wrapt  in  fire  the  realms  of  ether  glow. 
And  heav'n's  last  thunder  shakes  the  world  below ; 
Thou,  undismay'd,  shalt  o'er  the  ruins  smile. 
And  light  thy  torch  at  nature's  funeral  pile ! 

CampheWs  PUaeuree  qfHope, 

Unfitding  hope  I  when  lifo's  last  embers  burn. 
When  soul  to  soul,  and  dust  to  dust  return ! 
Heaven  to  thy  charge  resigns  the  awful  hour ! 
Oh !  then  thy  kingdom  comes !  immortal  power ! 
What  though  each  spark  of  earth-born  rapture  fly 
The  quivering  lip,  pale  cheek,  and  closing  eye ! 
Bright  to  the  soul  thy  seraph  hands  convey 
The  morning  dream  of  life's  eternal  day  — 
Then,  then,  the  triumph  and  the  trance  begin ! 
And  all  the  phoBnix  spirit  bums  within ! 

CampbeWe  Pleaeuree  of  Hope 

Her  precious  pearl,  in  sorrow's  cup, 
Unmelted  at  the  bottom  lay. 
To  shine  again,  when,  all  drunk  up, 
Tlie  bitterness  should  pass  away. 

3foerf '»  Levee  of  tha  Aiigd$» 

And  then,  that  hope,  that  foiry  hope. 

Oh !  she  awak'd  such  happy  dreams, 

And  gave  my  soul  such  tempting  scope. 

For  all  its  dearest,  fondest  schemes ! 

JKoort 

White  as  a  white  sail  on  a  dusky  sea. 
When  half  the  horixon  's  clouded  and  half  frcci 
fluttering  between  the  dun  wavp  and  the  sky. 
Is  hope's  last  gleam  in  man's  extremity 

Byron*e  lelantL 

Hope  *s  at  best 
A  star  that  leads  the  weary  on. 
Still  pointing  to  the  unpossess'd. 
And  palling  that  it  beams  upon. 


Fountain  of  song,  it  prayer  begins  and  ends 
Hope  is  the  wing  by  which  the  soul  ascends 
Some  may  allege  I  wander  fhim  the  path 
And  give  to  hope  the  proper  rights  of  fiuth, 
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Like  love  and  friendship,  these,  a  comely  pair, 
What  *8  done  by  one,  the  other  has  a  share :  . 
When  heat  is  felt,  we  jodg^e  that  fire  is  near, 
Hope's  twilight  comes  —  &ith'a  day  will  soon 

appear. 
Thus  when  the  Christian's  contest  doth  begin, 
Hope  fights  with  doubts,  till  fiiith*s  reserves  come  in. 
Hope  comes  desiring  and  expects  relief; 
Faith  follows,  and  peace  springs  from  firm  belie£ 
Hope  balances  occurrences  of  time ; 
Faith  will  not  stop  till  it  has  reach*d  the  prime. 
Just  Uke  co-partners  in  joint  stock  of  trade. 
What  one  contracts  is  by  the  other  paid. 
Make  use  of  hope  thy  labouring  soul  to  cheer, 
Faith  shall  be  giv'n,  if  thou  wilt  persevere. 
We  see  all  things  alike  with  either  eye, 
So  faith  and  hope  the  self-same  object  spy. 
But  what  is  hope  7  or  where  or  how  begun  7 
It  comes  fi'om  God,  as  light  comes  ftom  the  sun. 

TTuma9  Hogg. 

Hopes,  what  are  tliey  7  —  Beads  of  morning, 

Strung  on  slender  blades  of  grass; 

Or  a  spider's  web  adorning 

In  a  strait  and  treacherous  pass. 

WordnDorih, 

Hope  rules  a  land  for  ever  green ; 

All  powers  that  serve  the  bright-eyed  queen 

Are  confident  and  gay ; 

Clouds  at  her  bidding  disappear ; 

Points  she  to  aught  7  —  the  bliss  draws  near. 

And  fancy  smooths  the  way. 

Wardnooflh, 

Work  without  hope  draws  nectar  in  a  sieve. 

And  hope  without  no  object  cannot  live. 

Coleridge. 

Hope  on— hope  ever ! — ^by  the  sudden  springing 
Of  green  leaves  which  the  winter  hid  so  long; 

And  by  the  burst  of  free,  triumphant  singing, 
Af^r  cold  silent  months  the  woods  among ; 

And  by  the  rending  of  the  frozen  chains. 

Which  bound  the  glorious  river  of  the  plains, 

Hope  on  —  hope  over. 

Ifrs.  Htmane* 

Though  at  times  my  spirit  fails  me. 

And  the  bitter  tear-drops  fall, 

l^ough  my  lot  is  hard  and  lonely. 

Vet  I  hope  —  I  hope  through  all. 

Jtfi*  N'vintt 

How  disappointment  trs^k^ 

11ie  steps  of  hope '. 

Afiss  Landon. 

Come  then,  oh  care !  oh  grief!  oh  woe ! 

Oh  troubles !  mighty  in  your  kind, 

I  have  a  balm  ye  ne'er  can  icnow, 

A  hopefbl  mind. 

F.  Vame. 


Other  hope  bad  she  none,  nor  wish  in  life,  bat  to 

follow 
Meokly,  with  reverent  steps,  the  saered  feet  of  the 

Saviour.  Lcngfdkw, 

God  wills,  man  hopes ;  in  common  souls 

Hope  is  but  vague  and  undefin'd, 

Till  from  the  poet's  tongue  the  message  roUi 

A  blessing  to  his  kind. 

Jamet  R.LewdL 

—  Hopes,  that  beckon  with  delusive  gleams. 
Till  the  eye  dances  in  the  void  of  dreams. 

O.  W.  Hdnm 

That  brow  was  fair  to  see,  love. 

That  looks  so  shaded  now; 
But  for  me  it  bore  the  oare,  love, 

That  spoilt  a  bonny  brow. 
And  though  no  longer  there,  love, 

The  gloss  it  had  of  yore ; 

Still  memory  looks  and  dotes,  love. 

Where  hope  admired  before. 

Food 

There  are  hopes 
Promising  well,  and  love-touch'd  dreams  for  some, 
And  passions,  many  a  wild  one,  and  fair  schemei 

For  gold  and  pleasure. 

Oh,  if  there  were  not  better  hopes  than  these— 
Were  there  no  palm  beyond  a  feverish  fame— 
If  truth,  and  fervour,  and  devotedness. 
Finding  no  worthy  altar,  must  return 
And  die  with  their  own  fulness  —  if  i>cjond 
The  grave  there  u  no  heaven^  in  whose  wide  »ir 
The  spirit  may  find  room,  and  in  the  love 
Of  whose  bright  habitants  this  lavish  heart 
May  spend  itself-^ioAat  thrice.moek'dfoais  are  wt 

wmu. 


HORSEIMANSHIP. 

I  saw  young  Harry  with  his  beaver  oo, 
His  cuisses  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd. 
Rise  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercmy. 
And  vaulted  with  such  ease  into  his  seat 
As  if  an  angel  dropp'd  down  from  the  clouds, 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegasus, 
And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horsemanship 

Shake.  Memy  iV,    Per*^ 

As  seamen  ride  with  all  their  force. 
And  tug  as  if  they  row'd  the  horse, 
And  when  the  hackney  sails  most  awift, 
Believe  they  lacf,  or  run  adrift. 

TI»e  bc\st  was  sturdy,  lar^e,  and  tall. 

With  mouth  of  mcoX.  and  eyes  of  wall, 

I  wouM  sav  eyt^  fi>r  h*  hud  but  one* 

As  most  a^rree;  tfao'  acxpe  sa^  nona. 

Bmiler'e  UedSbrta 


HOSPITAL-  HOSPITALITY. 
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After  many  strains  and  heaves, 
He  got  Dp  to  the  saddle^aves, 
From  whence  he  vaulted  into  th*  seat, 
WMh  so  much  vigour,  strength,  and  heat, 
TTiat  he  had  almost  tambled  over 
With  his  own  weight,  but  did  recover. 
By  laying  hold  of  tafl  and  mane, 
Which  oft  he  vaii'd  instead  of  rein. 

Bvder't  Hvdibnu. 

The  oowser  paw'd  the  ground  with  restless  feet. 
And  BMrting  foam'd  and  champ'd  the  golden  hit 

DrydetCt  Palamon  and  Areite. 
Then  peers  grew  proud  in  horsemanship  V  excel, 
Newmarket's  glory  rose,  as  Britain's  feU. 

Pope. 
With  flowing  tail  and  flying  mane. 
With  nostrils  never  streakM  by  pain^ 
Months  btoodleas  to  the  bit  or  rein, 
And  feet  that  iron  never  shod, 
And  flanks  unscarrM  by  spur  or  red, 
A  thousand  horse —the  wild— the  free— 
Like  waves  that  follow  o'er  the  sea. 
Game  thundering  on. 

Bynm't  Max^pa. 

My  beautiful !  my  beattiful ! 

Hiat  standest  meekly  by 
With  thy  proudly  arch'd  and  glossy  neck, 

And  dork  and  fiery  eye ; — 
The  stranger  hath  thy  bridle-rein 

Thy  master  hath  kU  gold — 
FleeulimbM  and  beautiful,  farewell ! 
TTiou  "rt  sold,  my  steed  —  thou  'rt  sold  f 

Mrt,  Norton. 

When  troubled  in  spirit,  when  weary  of  life. 
When  I  fi&int  *neath  its  burdens,  and  shrink  from 
its  strife— 

When  its  fruits,  tum'd  to  ashes,  are  mocking  my 

t&ste, 
And  its  &irest  scene  seems  but  a  desolate  waste; 
Then  ooiae  ye  not  near  me,  my  sad  soul  to  cheer 
With  friendship^  soft  accents  or  sympathy's  tear; 
No  comMtel  I  auk,  and  no  pity  I  need, 
Aat  brings  me,  <^  bring  me  my  gallant  young 

steed !  Sara  J.  Chrke^ 


Ay !  gather  your  reins,  and  crack  your  thong, 

And  bid  your  steed  go  faster ; 
He  dees  not  know,  as  he  scrambles  along. 

That  he  has  a  fool  for  his  master. 

O.  W.  Hoimm 

HOSPITAL. 

Immediately  a  place 
Before  his  eyes  appeared,  sad,  noisome,  dark^ 
A  lazar-houso  it  seem'd,  wherein  were  laid 
Numbers  of  all  diseas'd,  all  maladies 
Of  ghastly  spasm,  or  racking  torture,  quahns 
Of  heartsick  agony,  all  feverous  kinds, 
Oonvulsions,  epilepsies,  fierce  catarrhs, 
Intestine  stene  and  uloer,  ooKc  pangs, 
Demoniac  phrenzy,  moping  melancholy, 
And  moonstruck  madness,  piercing  adopby* 
Marasmus,  and  wide-wasting  pestilence, 
Dropsies,  and  asthmas,  and  johrt-racking  rheums 

Jtftftsn's  Pmradiie  Loot 


Oh .'  not  all  the  pksasare  that  poets  may  pnise,— 
Not  the  wildering  waltz  in  the  ball-room's  blaae. 
Nor  tbe  ehivmlrous  joust,  nor  the  daring  race. 
Nor  the  evrift  regatta,  *nor  merry  ohase. 
Nor  the  eail  high  heaving  waters  o'er, 

Kor  the  mral  dance  on  the  moonlight  shore, 

Can  the  wiU  and  fearless  joy  exceed 
Of  a  feaxiess  leap  oo  a  fiery  steed. 

Sara  J.  CRoH^ 


HOSPITALITY 

Therein  he  them  frdl  fiur  did  entertain. 
Not  with  such  forged  shows  as  fitter  been 
For  courting  fix>ls,  that  courtesies  would  fiune. 
But  with  entire  affection  and  appearance  plain. 

Sjfenoer'i  Fairy  Queen, 
My  master  iif  of  churlish  disposition. 
And  Uttle  recks  to  find  the  way  to  heaven 
By  doing  deeds  of  hospitality. 

Shake.  Ae  you  WU  IL 
My  royal  k)rd, 
Tou  do  not  give  the  cheer :  the  feast  is  mid. 
That  is  not  uflen  vouch'd,  while  'tis  a  makmg, 
Tis  given  with  welcome :  to  feed,  were  best  at 
'heme; 

From  thence,  the  sauce  to  meat  is  ceremony ; . 
Meeting  were  bare  without  it 

^  Shake.  MaeUA. 
Now  good  digestion  wait  on  appetite, 
And  health  on  both. 

Shake.  MaebeA, 
I  charge  thee^  inr '^  them  all :  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  oaoe  mote ;  my  oook  and  I'U  provide. 

Shake.  Timon  of  AiimiB 
The  broken  soldie  ,  kindly  bade  to  stay. 
Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talked  the  night  away; 
Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or,  tales  of  sonow  done, 
Shoulder'd  hu  crutch,  and  showM  how  fields  weie 
W(m, 

Fleas'd  with  hii  guests,  the  good  man  leam*d  le 

glow. 
And  quite  fergot  their  vices  in  their  woe. 

OekkmUh'e  Deeerted  VSk^ 
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Jfis  hooM  was  known  to  all  the  vacant  train, 
lie  chid  their  wand*rinft,  but  relievM  their  pain. 

Gold$mitk*§  DmerUd  FilZoge. 

ISlett  be  the  spot,  where  cheerful  guests  retire, 

To  pause  from  toil,  and  trim  their  evening  fire. 

Blest  that  abode,  where  want  and  pain  despair, 

And  eveiy  stranger  finds  a  ready  chair : 

Blest  be  those  feasts  with  ample  plenty  crowned. 

Where  all  the  ruddy  family  around 

Laugh  at  the  jests  or  pranks,  that  never  Ail, 

Or  sigh  with  pity  at  some  mournful  tale. 

Or  presi  the  bashful  stranger  to  his  food, 

And  leam  the  luxury  of  doing  good. 

GddimxaC%  TVveeZZer. 

Kvery  boose  was  an  inn,  where  all  were  welcomed 

and  feasted; 
For  with  this  simple  people,  who  lived  like  brothers 

together. 
All  things  were  held  in  common,  and  what  one  had 

was  another's : 
Yet  under  Benedict's  roof  hospitality  seem'd  more 

abundant  Longfdbui'9  Evangdine, 

View  them  near 
At  home,  where  aU  their  worth  and  pride  is  plac'd ; 
And  there  their  hospitable  fires  bum  clear. 

HaOtck. 


HUMILITY. 

Yet  so  much  is  my  poverty  of  spirit; 
So  mighty,  and  so  many  my  defbcts, 
Hiat  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  greatness- 
Being  a  bark  to  brook  no  mighty  sea  — 
Than  in  my  greatness  covet  to  be  hid. 
And  in  the  vapour  of  my  glory  smother'd. 

8hdk9.  Richard  11  L 
I  will  not  do 't: 
Left  I  surcease  to  honour  mine  own  truth. 
And,  by  my  body's  action,  teach  my  mind 
A  most  inherent  baseness. 

8hak9,  Cwidumu, 

You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee^rooking  knave, 
Ttiat,  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondage, 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  master's  ass. 
For  nought  but  provendisr,  and  when  he's  old, 
cashier'd ; 

Whip  me  such  honest  knaves. 

Shah.  OtheUo. 

Bignor  Antonio^  many  a  time,  and  oft 
hi  the  Rialto,  you  have  rated  mc 
Aoout  my  moneys,  and  my  usances ; 
Still  have  I  borne  it  with  a  patient  somg : 
t«n  MUiTeranoe  is  the  badge  of  all  our  tribe. 

Shakt.  MerehaiU  tf  Fsmm. 


Oflen  to  our  comfort,  shall  we  find 
The  shardcd  beetle  in  a  lafer  hold 
Than  is  the  fiill-wing'd  eagle. 

.9ibis.  CymMMft 

Her  voice  was  over  sofV, 
Gentle  and  low ;  —  an  excellent  thing  in  woman. 

SkaikM,  King  Lcau 

Be  wise, 
Soar  not  too  high  to  fall,  but  stoop  to  rise. 

Ua$§ingtr'$  IMe  ^MUtn, 

The  noble  find  their 
Lives  and  deaths  still  troublesomo ; 
But  humility  doth  sleep,  whilst  the  storm 
Grows  hoarse  with  scolding. 

Sir  W.  DavenafWt  Crud  BnAa, 

First  praise 
Her  mighty  spirit;  then,  when  she  weeps, 
Gather  up  her  tears  fi>r  scatter'd  pearl. 
This  disguis'd  humility  is 
Both  the  swifl  and  safest  vray  to  pride. 

Sir  W.  DmvenantB  ASMat, 

There  are  some  that  use 

Humility  to  serve  their  pride,  and  seem 

Humble  upon  their  way,  t^  be  the  prouder 

At  their  wish'd  journey's  end. 

DenSumU  Soj^ 

He  that  will  once  give  the 
Wall,  shall  be  quickly  thrust  into  the  kennel. 

Chapman'9  Ha^Dttf 

Humility  is  cldest-bom  of  virtue,    . 
And  claims  the  birth-right  at  the  throne  of  heaT^n. 

Mwfh^9  ZobtUt- 

Humility,  that  low,  sweet  root. 

From  which  all  heavenly  virtues  shoot 

Moon*9  Loom  tf  the  Ang^ 

The  meek  mountain  daisy,  with  delicate  cmt, 
And  the  violet  whose  eye  told  the  heaven  of  h^ 
breast  Mn.  Sigmrwf, 

Lowliness  is  the  base  of  ereiy  virtue : 

And  he  who  goes  the  lowest,  builds  the  saftst 

My  God  keeps  all  his  pity  for  the  proud. 

BaUey'tftH^ 

Humility  mainly  becometh  the  oonvene  of  Dtf 

with  hb  Maker, 
But  oftentimes  it  seetneth  out  of  place  of  oia 

with  man ; 
Render  unto  all  men  their  doe,  bat  renenbtf 

thou  also  ari  ^  man. 
And  cheat  not  thyself  of  t!>e  revereiiee  irhidi '» 

owing  to  thy  raaaonabla  iid.«Hr* 

TVnMr's  PrvoerMsf  Phamopk^ 


HUNTING. 
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HUNTING. 

Gome,  ihsll  we  go  and  kill  xm  feniaon  ? 
Amd  yet  it  irki  me,  the  poor  dappled  (bole. 
Being  native  borghen  of  this  desert  city, 
Should,  in  their  own  oonfines,  with  forked  heads 
Hav«  their  roond  haunches  gor*d. 

Shak$.  AjtymUUiL 

The  wretched  animal  heaved  ibrth  such  groans, 
That  their  discharge  did  stretch  his  leathern  coat 
Almost  to  bursting;  and  the  big  round  tears 
Coan*d  one  another  down  his  innocent  nose. 
In  piteous  chase. 

But,  up  to  the  mountains; 
This  is  not  hunter's  language :  he  that  strikes 
The  Tenison  first,  shall  bo  the  lord  o'  the  ibast; 
To  him  the  other  two  shall  minister ; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poison,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  state. 

ShaJc9,  Cymbdine* 

Wilt  thou  hunt? 
TTiy  hounds  will  make  tlie  welkin  answer  them. 
And  fistch  shrill  echoes  from  the  hollow  earth. 

Shakg,  Taming  the  Shrew, 

We  win,  ftir  queen,  up  to  the  mountain's  top. 
And  mark  the  musical  confusion 
Of  hounds  and  echo  in  conjunction. 

Shak$,  Midtummer  NighCt  Dream, 

Neyer  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding ;  for,  besides  the  giOTes, 
The  skies,  the  fituntauns,  oYcry  region  near 
Seem  all  one  mutual  cry :  I  never  heard 
80  musical  a  disoord,  such  sweet  thunder. 

Shake.  Midaiamner  Night'e  Dream. 

limiting^  is  the  noblest  eiercise, 
Hakes  men  laborious,  active,  wissi 
Brings  health,  and  doth  die  spirits  delight, 
It  helps  the  hearing,  and  the  sight : 
It  teacheth  arti  that  never  slip 
Tlie  memory,  good  horsemanship. 
Search,  sharpness,  courage  and  defence. 
And  chaseth  all  ill  habits  thence. 

Jmamfe  Maequee. 

Poor  is  the  triumph  o'er  the  timid  hare ! 

ScarM  from  the  com,  and  now  to  some  lom  seat 

Reiir'd :  the  rushy  fon ;  the  ragged  furze. 

Stretch 'd  o'er  the  stony  heath;  the  stubble  chapt; 

The  thistly  lawn ;  the  thick  entangled  broom ; 

Of  the  same  friendly  hue,  the  witlier'd  fern ; 

lli»  &II0W  ground  laid  open  to  the  sun, 

Cooooctlve ;  and  the  nodding-  sandy  bank, 

Bmag  o*er  the  maaes  of  the  mountain  brook ; 

Yain  is  ber  best  precamunw 

Thomson's  Seaeoae, 


He  stands  at  bay ; 
And  puts  his  last  weak  refuge  in  despair. 
The  big  ro^nd  tears  run  down  his  dappled  face ; 
He  groans  .n  anguish ;  while  the  growling  pack, 
Blood.happy,  hang  at  his  fair-jutting  chest. 
And  mark  his  beauteous  chequer'd  sides  with  gore. 

Themeon^e  Seaeone, 

The  forest  music  is  to  hear  the  hounds 
Rend  the  thin  air,  and  with  a  lusty  cry 
Awake  the  drowsy  echo,  and  confound 
Their  perfect  language  in  a  mingled  sound. 

Day'e  lele  ef  GuUe. 

The  healthy  huntsman,  with  a  cheerful  horn. 
Summons  the  dogs  and  greets  the  dappled  mom* 
The  jocund  thunder  wakes  th'  enliven'd  hounds. 
They  rouse  from  sleep,  and  answer  sounds  §6r 

sounds; 
Wild  through  the  furzy  field  their  route  they  take, 
Tlieir  bleeding  bosoms  force  the  thorny  brake ; 
The  flying  game  their  smoking  nostrils  trace. 
No  bounding  hedge  obstructs  their  eager  pace ; 
The  distant  mountains  echo  from  a&r. 
And  hanging  woods  resound  the  flying  war : 
The  tuneful  noise  the  sprightly  courser  hears. 
Paws  the  green  turf|  and  pricks  his  trembling  ears ; 
The  slacken'd  rein  now  gives  him  all  his  speed. 
Back  flies  the  rapid  i^round  beneath  the  steed ; 
Hills,  dales,  and  fiurests,  fiir  behind  remain. 
While  the  warm  scent  draws  on  the  deep-mouth'd 

train.  Oay'e  Rural  Sport, 

My  hoarse-sounding  horn 
Invites  thee  to  the  chase,  the  sport  of  kings ; 
Image  of  war  vrithout  its  guilt 

^emeretZZe's  Ciaee, 

The  morning  son,  that  gilds  with  trembling  rays 

Windaor's  high  towers,  beholds  the  courtly  train 

Mount  for  the  chase,  nor  views  in  «til  his  course 

A  scene  so  gay. 

SemervUU*e  Chase, 

Fields,  woods,  and  streams. 
Each  tow'ring  hill,  each  humble  vale  below. 
Shall  hear  my  cheering  voice ;  mj  hounds  shall 

wake 
The  lazy  mom  and  glad  th'  horizon  round. 

SmnerviUe'e  Chaee, 

Hark !  the  loud  peal  begins,  the  elam'rous  joy,  , 
llie  gallant  chiding  loads  the  trembling  air. 

Somermlle'e  Chaet 

Once  more,  ye  jovial  train,  your  courage  try. 

And  each  dean  courser's  speed.    We  scour  aloqg 

In  pleasing  hurry  and  eonfualon  toss'd  * 

Oblivion  to  be  wish'd 

SemervUU^e  Chaae 
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In  vain  malipitnt  streams  and  winter  fogs 
lioad  the  dull  air,  and  hover  ronnd  our  coasts; 
The  huntsman,  ever  gay,  robust,  and  bold. 
Defies  the  noxious  vapour,  and  confides 
In  this  delightful  eju^eise  to  raise 
His  drooping  head  and  cheer  his  heart  with  joy. 

ScmervUU't  Cha$€. 

Ye  vigorous  swains!  while  youth  ferments  your 

blood, 
And  purer  spirits  swell  the  sprightly  flood. 
Now  range  the  hilln,  the  gameful  woods  beset, 
Wind  the  shrUl  horn,  or  spread  \he  waving  net 
When  milder  autumn  summer*s  heat  succeeds. 
And  In  the  new-shorn  field  the  partridge  feeds, 
Before  his  lord  the  ready  spaniel  bounds, 
Panting  with  hope  he  tries  the  fiirrow'd  groimds ; 
But  when  the  tainted  gales  the  game  betray, 
Couch'd  close  he  lies,  and  meditates  the  prey ; 
Secure  they  trust  th*  un&ithfiil  field  beset, 
*Till  hov*ring  o*er  *em  sweeps  the  frwelling  net 

Plot's  Windaor  Fornl. 

The  cheerfbl  mom 
Bcams-o*er  the  hills ;  go,  mount  th'  exulting  steed. 
Already  see  the  deep>mouthM  bugles  etftch 
The  tainted  mazes ;  and,  cm  eager  sport 
Intent,  with  emulous  impatience  tiy 
Each  doubtful  trace.    Or,  if  a  nobler  prey 
Delights  you  more,  go  chase  the  desperate  deer; 
And  through  its  deepest  solitudes  awake 
The  vocal  forest  with  the  jovial  hom. 

Armttnn^%  Art  tfPrtMtrviMg  Health, 

Liv'd  in  his  saddle,  ]ov*d  the  chase,  the  course, 
And  always,  e'er  he  mounted,  kise'd  his  horse, 

C!pwfer*§  R§tiremmiL 

Again  impetuous  to  the  field  he  flies, 
Leaps  ev^ry  fonce  but  one— there  falls  and  dies ; 
IaIl9  a  slain  deer,  the  tumbril  brings  him  home, 
UnmissM  but  by  his  dogs  and  by  his  groom. 

Cmoper^i  Progret  if  Esrmr, 

G^ntusion  hazarding  of  neck  or  spine. 
Which  rural  gentlemen  call  sport  divine. 

Coteper*§  Needle$t  Alarm, 

Now  therefore  issued  forth  the  spotted  pack. 
With  tails  high  mounted,  ears  hung  low,  and 

throats 
With  a  whole  gamut  fill'd  of  heav'nly  notes, 
Foi  which,  alas !  my  destiny  severe, 
Though  ears  she  gave  me  two,. gave  me  no  ear. 

Coipper*!  NeedUii  Alarm, 

Bai^  at.  •  those  dreadful  yells  what  soul  can  hear, 
Tnat  owns  a  carcase,  and  not  quake  for  foar  ? 
1>emoD^  produce  them  doubtless,  brazen-claw*d 
Ana  fangM  with  brass  the  demons  are  abroad. 

Cotoper*s  N€edle$$  Alarm, 


When  huntsmen  wiild  the  merry  bom, 
And  fix)m  its  covert  starts  the  fearful  prey ; 
Who,  warmM  with  youth's  bk)od  in  his  swelling 

veins. 
Would,  like  a  lifoless  clod  outstretched  lie. 
Shut  up  fiom  all  the  fiiir  creation  offers  ? 

JosmM  BfUlii's  BthmUL 

My  hawk  is  tired  of  perch  and  hood, 
My  idle  greyhound  loathes  his  food. 
My  horse  is  weary  of  his  stall. 
And  1  am  sick  of  captive  thralL 
I  wish  I  were  as  I  have  been. 
Hunting  the  hart  in  forests  green. 
With  bended  bow,  and  bloodhound  free, 
For  that's  the  life  is  meet  for  me! 

ScaU'9  Lady  tfVi€  Ldt, 

As  chief  who  hears  his  warder  call, 
**To  arms !  the  foemen  storm  the  woU," 
The  antler'd  monarch  of  the  waste 
Sprung  fi'om  his  heathery  couch  in  haste. 
But,  ere  his  fleet  career  he  took. 
The  dew-drops  from  his  flanks  he  shook; 
Like  crested  leader  proud  and  high, 
Toss'd  his  bcam'd  frontlet  to  the  sky ; 
A  momoit  gaz'd  adown  tlie  dale, 
A  moment  snuff  M  the  tainted  gale, 
A  moment  listen'd  to  the  cry, 
That  thicken'd  as  the  chase  drew  nrgh ; 
Then,  as  the  headmost  fix»  appcar'd, 
With  one  brave  bound  the  copse  he  dear'd, 
And  stretching  forward  free  and  far, 
Sought  the  wild  heaths  of  Uam-Var. 

ScatVt  Laif  ^  tht  Xdhk 

An  hundred  dogs  bay'd  deep  and  strong, 
Qatter'd  an  hundred  steeds  akmg, 
Their  peal  the  merry  hours  rung  out* 
An  hundred  voices  join'd  the  shouts 
With  hark  and  whoop,  and  wild  hattoo^ 
No  rest  Bcnvoirlich's  echoes  knew : 
Far  fi-om  the  tumult  fled  the  roe, 
Close  in  her  covert  cower'd  the  doe. 
The  falcon  firom  her  cairn  on  high. 
Cast  on  the  rout  a  wandering  eye^ 
Till  for  beyond  her  piercing  ken. 
The  hurricane  had  swept  the  glen ; 
Faint  and  more  fliint,  its  foiling  din 
Retum'd  from  cavern,  cli£^  and  linn. 
And  silence  settled,  wide  and  still, 
On  the  lone  wood  and  mighty  hill. 

ScoWt  Lady  €f  th  W» 

He  broke,  'tis  true,  some  statutes  of  the  lavs 
Of  hunting  -^  for  the  sagest  youth  is  flrail ; 
Rode  o'er  the  hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and  theii« 
And  once  o'er  several  ooontry  gentlemen. 
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He  thoQght  at  heart  like  courd j  Chefltterfield, 
Who  after  a  long  chase  o*er  hills,  dales,  bushes, 
And  what  not,  thoagh  he  rode  beyond  all  price, 
Ask*d  next  day,  **  If  men  ever  hunted  twice  ?** 

jMyrvHt 

Hb  gaunt  hound  yell*d,  his  rifle  flash  d. 
The  grim  bear  hushM  its  savage  growl ; 

In  blood  and  fi>am  the  panther  gnaah'd 
Its  £ing8  with  dying  howl; 

The  fleet  deer  ceaa*d  its  flying  bound. 

Its  snarling  wolflfbe  bit  the  ground. 
And  with  its  moaning  cry, 

"Hie  beaver  sank  beneath  tlio  wound. 

Its  pond  built  Venice  by.   . 

StneC$  Poemt. 

A  band  of  hunters  were  we.    All  day  long 
Our  feet  had  traiPd  the  woods.  The  panther  fierce, 
The  snorting  bear,  the  cowering  wolf,  the  deer 
Sidfl  as  our  balls,  had  fallep,  as  crack'd  the  shots 

Of  our  slim,  deadly  rifles. 

StrteCt  Poem$, 


HUSBANDS. 

Look  here  upon  this  picture,  and  on  this : 

The  counterfeit  preeentment  of  two  brothers : 

Sbe,  what  a  gnoe  was  seated  on  this  brow ; 

Hyperion*s  curls;  the  front  of  Jove  himself; 

An  eye,  like  Mars,  to  threaten  or  command ; 

A  station,  like  the  herald  Mercury, 

New  lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill ; 

A  combination,  and  a  Ibrm  indeed. 

Where  cnrery  god  did  seem  to  set  hie  seal, 

To  give  the  world  aesoranoe  of  a  man ! 

This  vras  your  husband.-^ Look  yon  now  what 

jfollows; 
There  is  year  husband — like  a  mildew*d  ear 
Blasting  hie  wholesome  brother. 

Many !  no^  fiufh ;  husbands  are  Uke  lots  in 
The  loCteiy,  yon  may  draw  forty  blanks 
Before  joa  find  one  that  has  any  prize 
In  him ;  a  husband  generally  is  a 
Careless  domineering  thing,  that  grows  like 
Coral ;  whioh  as  long  as  it  is  under  water 
Is  soft  and  tender ;  but  as  soon 
As  it  has  got  its  branch  above  the  waves 
Is  presentfy  hard,  etaS,  not  to  be  bow*d. 

JnSmM. 

What  are  husbands  7  read  the  new  world's  won- 
ders, 
touch  hosbends  as  this  n^onstrotiB  world  produoesi 
And  jom  will  scarce  find  such  deformities. 

BmmmmU  and  FUUku't  RnU  a  W^ 


Know  then. 
As  women  owe  a  duty-r-w  <io  men. 
Men  must  be  like  the  branch  and  bark  \o  treesi 
Which  doth  defbnd  them  ftom  tempestuous  rage  ^ 
Clothe  them  in  winter,  tender  them  in  age^ 
Or  as  ewes  love  onto  their  eanlingv  lives; 
Such  should  be  husbands*  custom  to  their  wive& 
If  it  appears  to  them  they've  stray'd  amiss* 
They  only  must  rebuke  them  with  a  kiss ; 
Or  cluck  them  as  hens*  chickens,  with  kind  cali. 
Cover  them  under  their  wing,  and  pardon  alL 

WUkmM^B  Mittriei  of  Enforced  MarriagB. 

To  all  married  men  be  this  caution. 
Which  they  should  duly  tender  as  their  llfei 
Neither  to  doat  too  mucli,  nor  doubt  a  wife. 

Masstfigsr's  Pietun. 

A  narrow-minded  husband  is  a  thief 

To  his  own  fame,  and  his  preferment  too ; 

He  shuts  his  parts  and  fortunes  from  the  world ; 

While  from  the  popular  vote  and  knowledge, 

Men  rise  to  employment  in  the  state. 

Shirley't  Lady  tf  Pleaawi 


HTP0CRIS7.    (See  abo  Dbcbit.) 

Thereto  when  needed,  she  could  weep  and  pray 
And  vi^en  she  listed  she  could  fawn  and  flatter 
Now  smiling  smoothly,  like  to  summer's  day. 
Now  glooming  sadly,  so  to  cloak  her  matter ; 
Yet  wece  her  words  but  wind,  and  all  her  tears 
but  water.  Spenter'B  Fairy  Queen, 

No  man's  oondition  is  so  base  as  his ; 

None  more  aceurs'd  than  he :  fbt  man  esteems 

Him  hatefhl,  'cauie  he  seems  not  what  he  is : 

God  hates  him,  'cause  he  is  not  what  he  seems ; 

What  grief  is  absent,  or  what  mischief  can 

Be  added  to  the  hate  of  God  and  man  7 

Quaifes. 

There  is  no  vice  so  simple,  but  assumes 

Some  mark  of  virtue  on  his  outward  parts. 

Shak$.  Merchant  tf  Keiiite. 

How  many  cowards,  whose  hearts  are  all  as  ftlse 
As  stairs  of  sand,  wear  upon  their  chins 
The  beards  of  Hercules,  and  fiowning  Mars, ' 
Who,  inward  search'd,  have  livers  white  as  milk  7 

Slidk»,  Merchant  of  Veniea. 
If  I  do  not  put  on  a  sober  habit, 
TUk  with  respect,  and  swear  but  now  and  Jicn, 
Wear  prayer-books  in  my  pocket,  look  demuruly 
Nay  mofs,  while  grace  is  saying,  hood  mine  eyu* 
Tbam  with  my  hat,  and  sigh,  and  say  Amen; 
Use  all  the  observance  of  civility, 
like  one  well  studied  in  a  lad  ostent 
To  please  his  giandam,  never  trust  me  more 

Shdm,  Merchant  ef  Vema^. 
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The  devil  con  eite  ecripture  fiir  his  purpoee, 
Ad  evil  eool,  producing  holy  witneei, 
itf  like  a  villain  with  a  smiling  cheek : 
A  goodly  apple,  rotten  at  the  heart: 
O,  what  a  goodly  outside  &lsehood  hath ! 

Shak9.  MerchaiU  vf  VmtUe. 

O,  whkt  authority  and  show  of  troth 
Con  cunning  sin  cover  itself  withal ! 

ShakB,  Muck  ado  about  NalMng, 

This  outward  sainted  deputy  — 
Whose  settled  visage  and  dclihcrate  word 
Nips  youth  i*  the  head,  and  follies  doth  enmew 
As  falcon  doth  the  fowl  —  is  yet  a  devil. 

Shah.  Mea.for  Men. 

^Vhen  devils  will  their  blackest  sins  put  on. 
They  do  suggest  at  first  with  heavenly  sliow. 

SktdcB.  OtheOo, 

When  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrate 
The  native  art  and  figure  of  my  heart 
Ii.  conipTimont  extern.  His  not  long  after 
But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve 
For  doves  to  peck  at  —  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

ShaU.  OtheUo. 

Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell  pains, 
Yet  for  necessity  of  present  life, 
I  must  show  out  a  flag  and  sign  of  love, 
Which  is  indeed  but  sign.  gj^^j^  OrteBoi 

If  that  the  earth  oould  tarn  with  woman's  tears, 
ICach  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile. 

8hak$»  OtheUo, 

So  smooth  he  daub*d  his  vice  with  show  of  virtue. 
That — hie  apparent  open  guilt  omitted-— 
He  liv*d  from  all  attainder  of  suspect 

Shakg.  Richard  III. 
But  then  I  sigh,  and  with  a  piece  of  scripture. 
Tell  them  —  that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil: 
And  thus  I  clothe  my  naked  villany 
With  old  odd  ends,  stoPn  forth  of  holy  writ : 
And  seem  a  saint,  when  most  I  play  the  devil 

Shak$.  Richard  III. 
O  Buckingham,  beware  of  yonder  dog ; 
Look,  when  he  fawns  he  bites ;  and  when  he  bites, 
EJis  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death : 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him ; 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  have  set  their  mark  on  him ; 
And  all  their  ministers  attend  on  him, 

Shakt.  Richard  III. 
Be  not  you  spoke  with,  but  by  mighty  suit : 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand. 
And  stand  between  two  churchmen,  good  my  lord ; 
I' or  on  that  ground  I  Ml  make  a  holy  descant: 
And  br  not  easily  won  to  our  requests ; 
f*i<iv  ttic  inaid'H  part,  still  arswcr  nay,  and  take  it 

Shako  Richard  III. 


Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  tragedian; 
Speak,  and  k>ok  back,  and  pry  on  every 
Tremble  and  start  at  wagging  of  a  straw. 
Intending  deep  suspicion :  ghastly  looks 
Are  at  my  service,  like  enforced  smiles 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices, 
At  any  time,  to  grace  my  stratagems 

Shda.  Richard  III 
doster's  show 
Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournful  crocodile 
With  sorrow  snares  relenting  passengers ; 
Or  as  the  snake,  roird  in  a  flowering  bank, 
With  shining  checkerM  slough,  doth  sting  a  child 
That  for  the  beauty,  thinks  it  excellent 

Shaks.  Henry  VI.    Part  11 

Why,  I  can  smile,  and  murder  while  I  smile : 
And  cry  content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart 
And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears. 
And  frame  my  &ce  to  all  occasions. 

Shako.  Henry  VI.    Pari  III 

I  know  thou  art  religious. 
And  hast  a  thing  within  thee,  called  conscience ; 
With  twenty  popish  tricks  and  ceremonies. 
Which  I  have  seen  thee  careful  to  observe. 

Shako,  TitHO  Andranaciu 

Show  men  deceitful  ? 
Why,  so  didst  thou:  or  seem  they  grave  and 

learned  T 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  come  they  of  nobJe  family  t 
Why,  BO  didst  thou:  seem  they  religious? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  or  are  they  spare  in  diet, 
Free  from  gross  passion,  oT  of  mirth,  or  anger ; 
G>nstant  in  spirit,  nor  swerving  with  the  blood ; 
Garnish*d  and  deck'd  in  modest  compliment; 
Not  working  with  the  eye,  wdthout  the  ear. 
And,  but  in  purged  judgment,  trusting  neither  7 
Such,  and  so  finely  bolted,  didst  thou  seem. 

Shako.  Henry  F. 

How  smooth  and  even  do  they  bear  themselves ! 
As  if  allegiance  in  their  bosom  sat, 
Crowned  with  fiiith,  and  constant  loyalty. 

Shako.  Henry  V. 
To  beguile  the  time. 
Look  like  the  time ;  bear  welcome  in  your  eyes, 
Your  hand,  your  tongue :  look  like  the  innooenl 
flower, 

But  be  the  serpent  under  it 

Shako.  Macbeth. 

Assume  a  virtue,  if  yon  have  it  not. 

That  monster,  custom,  who  aH  sense  doAh  ape 

Of  devils'  habits,  is  angel  yet  in  this ; 

That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 

He  likewise  gives  a  frock,  or  livery, 

That  aptly  is  put  ou. 
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We  an  oil  to  blame  in  this— 

T  is  too  modi  prof'd — that  with  devotion's  visagre 

And  pious  action,  we  do  soger  o*er 

The  dovil  himsel£ 

Shak9.HamUL 

Away,  and  mock  the  time  with  fairest  show : 
False  face  most  hide  what  the  false  heart  doth 
know,  Shak$»  Maehetfu 

You  are  meek,  and  humble  mouth*d ; 
Yon  si^n  your  place  and  calling*,  in  full  seeming, 
With  meekness  and  humility :  but  your  heart 
Is  crammed  with  arroganey,  spleen,  and  pride. 

ShakB,  Henry  VIIL 

Bear  a  fair  presence,  though  your  heart  be  tainted ; 
Teach  sin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  saint 

ohakt*  CoMmy  €f  jDrrorv. 

We  are  at  the  stake. 

And  bay*d  about  with  many  enemies ; 

And  somewhat  smile,  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear, 

Milfians  of  misch|e£ 

Shak$.  Jvihu  Camr, 

You  vow,  and  swear,  and  saperpraise  my  parts, 
When  I  am  sure,  you  hate  me  in  yoiv  hearts. 

8hak$,  JUidiummer  Nigkft  Dream, 

TVust  not  those  cunning  waters  of  hia  eyes, 
For  Tillany  is  not  without  such  rheum ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 
Like  rivers  of  remorse  and  innocency. 

Shaks,  King  Johm 

Hypocrisy,  the  only  evil  that  walks 

Invisible,  except  to  God  alone. 

By  his  permissive  will,  through  heav*n  and  earth. 

And  oft  though  wisdom  wakes,  suspicion  sleeps 

At  wisdom's  gate,  and  to  simplicity 

Resigns  her  charge,  while  goodness  thinks  no  ill. 

Where  no  ill  seems. 

JtftZbm's  Paradise  LoeL 

They 
Can  pray  upon  occasion,  talk  of  heayen, 
Tom  up  their  ^ggUng  eye-balls,  rail  at  vice, 
Diflwmble,  lie,  and  preach,  like  any  priest 

Otway'e  Orphan, 

Seeming  devotion  doth  but  gild  the  knave. 
That 's  neither  feithfui,  honest,  just,  nor  brave ; 
Bat  when  religion  doth  with  virtue  join. 
It  makes  a  hero  like  an  angel  shine. 

WaOer, 

Why  did*st  thon  choose  that  ontsed  sin. 
Hypocrisy — to  set  up  in  7 
ficcaosc  it  is  the  thriving'st  calling. 
The  only  saint's  bell  that  rings  all  in. 
In  which  all  churches  are  conoem'd. 
And  is  the  easiest  to  be  leam'd. 

BaOer'g  HuiHraa. 


Doubtless  the  pleasure  is  as  great 

Of  being  cheated,  as  to  cheat ; 

As  lookbrs-on  ^1  most  delight. 

That  least  perceive  the  juggler's  sleight; 

And  still  the  less  they  understand. 

The  more  th*  admire  his  sleight  of  hand. 

ButZer's  HudUna$. 
Kings  and  priests  are  in  a  manner  bound. 
For  reverence  sake,  to  be  close  hypocrites. 
Yet  to  be  secret,  makes  no^  sin  the  less ; 
'Tis  only  hidden  from  the  vulgar  view; 
Maintains  indeed  the  reverence  due  to  princes, 
But  not  absolves  the  conscience  from  the  crime. 

Dryden'e  Amjpfiytrion, 

Next  stood  hypocrisy,  with  holy  leer. 
Soft  smiling  and  demurely  looking  down. 
But  hid  the  dagger  underneath  the  gown ; 
Th'  assassinating  wife,  the  household  fiend. 
And — far  the  blackest  there  —  the  traitor  fiend. 

DrydefCe  Palamun  and  ArcUe 

Bartering  his  venal  vrit  for  sums  of  gold. 

He  cast  himself  into  the  saint-like  mould ; 

Groan'd,  sigh'd,  and  pray'd,  while  godliness  was 

gain. 

The  loudest  bag-pipe  of  the  squeaking  train. 

Dryden 

Thej  gave,  and  she  transferr'd  the  cursM  advice, 
That  monarohs  should  their  inward  soul  disguise, 
Dissemble  and  command,  be  false  and  wise ; 
By  ignominious  arts,  for  servile  ends, 
Should  compliment  their  £oob^  and   shun  their 
firiends.  Prior'e  Soloman, 

Tlw  theme  divine  at  cards  she  '11  not  forget. 
But  takes  in  texts  of  seriptore  at  pic<iuet ; 
In  those  lioentioos  meetings  acts  the  prude. 
And  thanks  her  llaker  that  her  cards  are  good. 

Ymng*$  Love  of  Fama, 

Foul  hypocrisy's  so  much  the  mode. 
There  is  no  knowing  hearts  firom  words  and  looks 
Ev'n  ruffians  cant,  and  undermining,  knaves 
Display  a  mimic  openness  of  soul. 

W.  Shirley'9  Panieide. 
Oatius  is  ever  moral,  ever  grave. 
Thinks  who  endures  a  knave,  is  next  a  knave. 
Save  just  at  dinner*—  then  prefbrs,  no  doubt, 
A  rogue  with  venison  to  a  saint  without 

Pcpe'e  Moral  Eeeay%, 

To  wear  long  faces,  just  as  if  our  Maker, 
The  (Sod  of  goodness,  was  an  undertaker. 
Well  pleos'd  to  wrap  the  soul's  unlucky  mien 
In  sorrow's  dismal  crape  or  bombasin. 

Dr,  WeUeCe  Peier  Pmdm. 

How  little  do  they  see  what  is,  who  firame 

Their  hasty  judgment  upon  that  which  serais ! 

Soath^ 


'JTiO 


IDLENESa 


Think*8t  thou  there  are  no  serpents  in  the  world 

Bat  those  who  slide  along  the  gnmy  sod, 

And  stingr  the  luckless  loot  that  presses  them? 

There  are  who  in  the  path  of  social  life 

Do  bask  their  spotted  skins  in  fortune's  son. 

And  Btingr  the  soul — Ay,  till  ito  healthful  fhune 

'Is  changed  to  secret,  festering,  sore  disease. 

So  deadly  is  the  wound. 

Joamu  BaiOu^M  De  Maa^ord, 

Few  men  dare  show  their  thoughts  of  worst  or 

best; 
DiMimuIation  alwajrs  sets  apart 
A  comer  for  herself;  and  therefore  Fiction 
Is  that  which  passes  with  least  contradiction. 

ByrmL 

**  Life  *s  a  poor  play'r,  then  **  play  out  the  play, 
Ye  viUains  !*'  and  above  all  keep  a  sharp  eye 
Much  leas  on  what  you  do  than  what  you  say : 
Be  hypocritical,  be  cautious,  be 
Not  what  you  seem,  but  alwajrs  what  you  f fe. 

Byran. 

The  hjrpocrite  had  left  his  mask,  and  stood 

In  naked  ugliness.    He  was  a  man 

Who  stole  the  livery  of  the  court  of  heaven 

To  serve  the  devil  in« 

PoUtick's  Count  cf  Tiau. 

In  sermon  style  he  bought, 

And  sold,  and  lied ;  and  salutations  made 

In  scripture  terms.    He  pray'd  by  quantity. 

And  with  his  repetitions  long  and  loud. 

All  knees  were  weary. 

PdUfck't  Cmrm  tf  Tkne, 

On  charitable  Usts,— those  tramps  which  told 

The  public  ear,  who  had  in  secret  done 

The  poor  a  benefit,  and  half  the  alms 

They  told  or,took  thems^ves  to  keep4liem  soun<fing. 

He  blazed  his  name. 

PtBoek'9  Count  tf  Tknt, 

Their  friendship  is  a  lurking  snare. 

Their  honour  but  an  idle  breathy 
Their  smile,  the  smile  that  traitors  wear. 

Their  love  is  hate,  theur  life  is  deatlu 

W.G. 


IDLENESS. 

Worn  worldly  cares  himself  he  did  esloin. 

And  greatly  shunned  manly  exercise ; 

From  every  work  he  challenged  essoin, 

I*br  coQttnnplation  sake:  yet  otherwise, 

His  litie  he  led  in  lawless  riotise 

By  which  he  grew  to  grievous  malady 

Vji  m  his  lustless  limbs  through  evil  guise, 

A  shaking  fover  reignM  oontinnaHy ; 

Such  one  was  Ulnuatt 

Spemtr't  Fairy  Queen. 


Tlie  first  that  all  the  rest  did  guide, 
Was  sluggish  idltmmt,  the  nurse  of  dn; 
Upon  a  slothful  aas  he  chose  to  ride, 
Array'd  in  habit  black,  and  amis  thin. 
Like  to  an  holy  monk,  the  service  to  begin. 

Sptmtr^t  Fairy  Quet9 

Who  doth  to  sloth  his  younger  days  engage, 
For  fond  delight,  he  clips  the  wings  of  fame; 
For  sloth,  the  canker  worm  of  honour's  badge, 
Famous  foatherM  wings  doth  fret;  burying  ths 

name 
Of  virtue's  worth  in  dust  of  dunghill  shame. 
Whom  action  out  of  dust  to  light  doih  bring, 
And  makes  her  mount  to  hcav*n  witli  golden  wing* 

Mirror  for  MagitbraUt, 

What  b  a  man. 

If  his  chief  good  and  market  of  his  time 

Be  but  to  sleep  and  feed  7  a  beast,  no  more. 

Sure,  he  that  made  us  with  such  large  discoorBe, 

Looking  before  and  afler,  gave  as  not 

That  capability  and  god-like  reason 

To  rust  in  us  unused. 

Shakt  HanJd 

Sec  the  issue  of  your  sloth ; 
Of  sloth  comes  pleasure,  of  pleasure  comes  riot, 
Of  riot  comes  disease,  of  disease  comes  spending 
Of  spending  comes  want,  of  vant  comes  theH, 
And  of  thefl  comes  hanging. 

Chapman^  Jonson  and  MarototCt  Eatward  Hot 

The  grey-eyM  morning  braves  me  to  my  &ce, 

And  calls  me  sluggard. 

Middttton't  Family  Loti 

Is  there  aught  in  sleep  can  charm  the  wise  ? 
To  lie  in  dead  oblivion,  losing  half 
The  fleeting  moments  of  too  short  a  lifo ; 
Fatal  extinction  of  the  enlightened  soul! 
Or  else  to  fevering  vanity  alive, 
Wilder*d,  and  tossing  through  distemperM  dreams  t 
Who  would  in  such  a  gloomy  state  remain 
Longer  than  nature  craves;  whe^evexy  muse 
And  every  blooming  pleasure  wait  without, 
To  Uess  the  wildly  devious  morning  walk  ? 

JTiommnCt  Stum 

An  empty  form 
Is  the  weak  virtue,  that  amid  the  shade    * 
Lamenting  lies,  with  Aitore  sehemes  amos*d; 
While  wickedness  and  folly,  kindred  powers. 
Confound  the  world. 


A  la^  bUing'sort, 
Unseen  at  chorch,  at  senate,  or  at  court, 
Of  ever  listiess  loiVrers,  tiiat  attend 
No  cause,  no  trust,  no  dut/t  and  no  fiiend. 


Ptft 
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Their  oolj  labour  waa  to  kill  the  time, 
And  labour  dire  it  ia,  azid  weary  woo. 
They  lit,  they  loll,  torn  o*er  aome  idle  rkyme; 
Then,  riaing  sudden,  to  the  glais  they  go, 
•  Or  wimter  ibrth,  with  tottering  step  and  slow. 
This  suoa  too  rude  an  exercise  they  find ; 
Straight  on  the  coach  their  Umbe  again  they  throw, 
Where  hours  ^nd  hours  Uicy  sighing  lie  reclinM, 
And  court  the  vapoury  god  sofl-breathing  in  the 
wind.  Thomson'B  Castle  (f  Indolence, 

Go  to  the  ant,  thou  sluggsrd,  learn  to  live. 

And  by  her  wary  ways  refiurm  thine  own. 

SnuiTt* 

Ii^fb's  cares  are  oomforts ;  such  by  heav'n  designM ; 
He  ihat  has  none,  must  make  them,  or  be  wretched. 
Coxes  are  employments ;  and  without  employ 
The  soul  is  on  the  rack ;  the  rack  of  rest. 
To  souls  most  adverse ;  action  all  their  joy. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 

Leisure  is  pain;,  takes  off  our  chariot  wheels; 
Sow  heavily  we  drag  the  load  of  life  I 
Blest  leisure  is  our  curse ;  like  that  of  Cain, 
(t  makes  us  wa|ider ;  wander  earth  around 
To  fly  that  tyrant  thought.    As  Atlas  groaned 
The  world  beneath,  we  groan  beneath  an  hour. 

Yomig>§  Night  ThoughU, 

VrmB  other  care  absolv*d,  the  busy  mind 
finds  in  yourself  a  theme  tempore  upon : 
It  finds  yon  miserable,  or  makes  you  so. 
For  while  yourself  you  anxiously  explore. 
Timorous  self>love,  vnth  sick*ning  fiincy^s  aid, 
Freoents  the  danger  that  you  dread  the  most. 
And  ever  galls  you  in  your  tender  part 
Hence  some  for  love,  and  some  for  jealousy. 
For  grim  religion  some,  and  some  for  pride, 
HaTB  lost  their  reason :  some  for  foar  of  want, 
Want  all  their  Uves ;  and  others  every  day 
For  Aar  of  dying  sufifer  worse  than  death. 

Arm$trong*»  Art  if  Preserving  Hedtik. 

Tht  sedentary  stretch  their  lazy  length 
When  ir«iBtom  bids,  but  no  refreshment  find, 
Fo**  none  they  need :  the  languid  eye,  the  cheek 
j)eserted  of  its  bloom,  the  flaccid,  shrunk, 
And  wifherM  muscle,  and  the  vapid  soul, 
Reproach  their  owner  with  that  love  of  rest 
To  vliicfa  he  foribiti  e*en  the  rest  ho  loves. 

Cowper's  Task. 

Come  hither,  ye  that  press  your  beds  of  down 
And  sleep  not :  see  him  sweating  o*er  his  bread 
Betbro  he  eats  it: — *Tis  the  primal  cune, 
JkA  soften*d  into  mercy ;  made  the  pledge 
Uf  dseerM  days,  and  nights  without  a  groan. 

Cmoper*s  Task. 


Like  a  coy  maiden,  6aae,  when  courted  most, 
Farthest  retires — an  idol  at  whose  shrine 
Who  oft*nest  sacrifice  are  favour'd  least 

Cowper's  Task 

How  various  his  enjoyments,  whom  the  world 
Calls  idle ;  and  who  justly  in  return 
Esteems  that  busy  world  an  idler  too ! 
Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  perhaps  his  pen*, 
Delightfhl  industry  enjoy'd  at  home, 
And  nature  in  her  cultivated  trim 
Dressed  to  his  taste,  inviting  him  abroad-** 
Can  he  want  occupation,  who  has  ihtKi't 
Will  he  be  idle^  who  has  much  t*  enjoy  7 

Cowper's  Tas^, 

Absence  of  occupation  is  not  rest, 

A  mind  quite  vacant  is  a  mind  distress'd. 

Cowper^s  Retirenuiid, 

No  more  the  irksome  restlessness  of  rest, 
Diflturb*d  him  like  the  eagle  in  her  nest, 
Whose  whetted  beak  and  far  pervading  eye. 
Darts  for  a  victim  frrer  all  the  sky. 

ByrtfiCs  Jskmd 
Tlie  keenest  pangs  the  wretched  find 
Are  rapture  to  the  dreaiy  void  — 
Tlie  leafless  desert  of  the  mind— 
The  waste  of  feelings  unemplpy'd—- 
Who  would  be  doom'd  to  gaze  upon 
A  sky  without  a  cloud  or  sun? 
Less  hideous  fiir  the  tempest's  roar, 
Hian  ne'er  to  brave  the  billows  more— 
Thrown,  when  the  war  of  winds  is  o'er, 
A  lonely  wreck  on  fortune's  shore, 
'Mid  sullen  calm,  and  silent  bay. 
Unseen  to  drop  by  dull  decay ; 
Better  to  sink  beneath  the  shock. 
Than  moukiar  piecemeal  on  the  roek. 

Byron^s  Oiamt . 

When  you  have  found  a  day  to  be  idle,  be  idle  for 

a  day. 
When  you  have  met  with  three  cups  to  drink, 
drink  your  three  cups. 

CAinessPoiL 
Idleness  is  sweet  and  sacred. 

Waker  Savage  Landau, 

I  would  not  waste  my  spring  of  youth 

In  idle  dalliance :  I  would  pluit  rich  seeds. 

To  blossom  in  my  manhood,  and  bear  firult 

When  I  am  old. 

HiOkouse 

By  nature's  laws,  immutable  and  just, 

Enjoyment  stops  where  indolence  begins ; 

And  purposeless,  to-moiTow,  boRowing  sloth. 

Itself  heaps  on  its  shooldeis  loads  of  wosi 

Too  heavy  to  be  bonio» 

PdUfsk's  Cmrse  tf  7Ws> 
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IGNORANCE. 


Sloth  lay  till  mid^lay,  tnmin^  od  his  conch, 
like  ponderooi  door  upon  its  weary  hinge. 

PoUoeft*!  Cflcirf  s  of  Time. 
fas  not  my  sloth  that  I 

Fold  my  arms  beside  the  brook ; 
Each  cload  that  floateth  in  the  sky 
Writes  a  letter  in  my  book. 

Raifh  Waldo  Emenom, 

Here  have  I  sat  since  mom,  reading  sometimesi 

And  sometimes  listening  to  the  fiwter  ftB 

Of  the  large  drops,  or  rising  with  the  stir 

Of  an  unbidden  thought,  have  walkM  awhile. 

With  the  slow  step  of  indolence,  my  room. 

And  then  sat  down  composedly  again 

To  my  quaint  book  of  olden  poetry. 

It  is  a  kind  of  idleness,  I  know ; 

And  I  am  said  to  be  an  idle  man  — 

And  it  is  vcfy  true. 

WiUU'M  Poena, 

There  is  no  type  of  indolence  like  this :  — 
A  ship  in  harbour,  not  a  signal  flying, 

Tne  waves  unstirrM,  about  her  huge  sides  lying. 
No  breeze  her  drooping  pennant-flag  to  kiss, 

Or  move  the  smallest  rope  that  hangs  aloft. 

Park  Benjamin, 

Long  has  it  been  my  fate  to  hear 
The  slave  of  mammon,  with  a  sneer. 

My  indolence  reprove ; 
Ah,  little  knows  he  of  the  care, 
The  toil,  the  hardship  that  I  bear. 
While  lolling  in  my  elbow-chair. 

And  seeming  scarce  to  move. 

WaehUigton  JJUttm, 

Metmnks  how  dainty  sweet  it  were,  redin'd 

Beneath  the  vast  outstretching  branches  high 

Of  some  old  wood,  in  careless  sort  to  lie, 

Kor  of  the  busier  scenes  we  left  behind 

Aught  envying. 

Charles  Lamb, 

IGNORANCE. 

Wita  creeping,  crooked  pace  ibrth  came 

Aii  old,  old  man,  with  beard  as  white  as  snow. 

That  on  a  staff  his  feeble  steps  did  frame, 

And  guide  his  weary  gait  both  to  and  fro ; 

For  his  eyesight  him  failed  long  ago : 

And  on  his  arm  a  bupch  of  keys  of  ev*ry  inner 

door, 
Hut  he  could  not  them  use,  but  kept  them  still  in 

store. 
Itut  very  uncouth  sight  was  to  behold* 
How  he  did  fiishion  his  untoward  pace : 
)fjt  as  he  forward  mov  d  his  looting  old, 
too  backwarl  still  was  tum'd  his  wrinkled  face : 
Unlike  to  men,  who  ever  as  they  trace, 


Both  feet  and  fiice  one  way  are  woot  ta  lead. 
This  was  the  ancient  keeper  of  that  place. 
And  fiister-^father  of  the  giant  dead ; 
His  name  Jjjpiars,  did  his  natore  right  aread. 

Spenoei'e  Fairy  Qaeea  * 

*T  is  naught  hut  shows  that  ignarance  esteems : 
The  thing  posoess'd,  is  not  the  thing  it  seems. 

Dankfe  CivU  War, 

Ignorance,  that  sometimes  makes  the  hypocrite, 
Wants  never  mischief;  though  it  oft  want  fear : 
For  whilst  we  think  faith  made  to  answer  wit, 
Observe  the  justice  that  doth  follow  it 

Lard  Broeke*9  Akhem. 

Oh,  to  confess  we  know  not  what  we  sboald. 
Is  half  excuse ;  we  know  not  what  we  would. 

Dr.  DoiuMi 

Heaven  pities  ignorance ; 
She  *s  still  the  first  that  has  her  pardon  signM ; 
All  sins  else  see  their  faulti,  she  *s  only  blind. 

MiddlamCa  No  Help  Uke  a  Wemaa'i, 

Let  ignorance  vrith  envy  chat. 
In  spite  of  both,  thou  fkme  shalt  win ; 
Whose  map  of  learning  seems  like  that 
Which  Joseph  gave  to  Benjamin. 

Herriek-^toBenJeun 

The  truest  characters  of  ignorance 
Are  vanity,  and  pride,  and  arrogance ; 
As  blind  men  use  t?  bear  their  noses  higher 
Ulan  those  that  have  their  eyes  and  sight  entire 

BtOUr 

Ignorance,  when  it  hath  purchasM  honour, 

It  cannot  wield  it 

Webster's  Duiehete  efUJff 

But  *t  is  some  justice  to  ascribe  to  chance 
The  wrongs  you  must  expect  from  ignorance : 
None  can  the  moulds  of  their  creation  chooBC, 
We  therefore  should  mcn*s  ignorance  excuse. 
When  bom  too  low,  to  reach  at  things  sublime; 
'Tifl  rather  their  misfortune  than  their  crime. 
Sir  W.  Danemnt  on  the  EaA  afOneni. 

I,  alas,  was  ignorant  of  thee, 

As  men  have  ever  been  of  things  most  exoelleot; 

Making  such  judgment  of  thy  beauty,  as 

Astronomers  on  stars ; 

Who,  when  their  better  use  they  could  not  know, 

Believ'd  that  they  vrare  only  made  tor  show. 

Sir  W,  Davenant'e  Fair  Fowwtte 


Where  ignorance  is  bliss, 
'Tis  folly  to  be  wise. 


Gre$ 


By  Ignorance  is  pride  increasM ; 
Tliey  most  assume  who  k«iow  Jtn  .east 


ILLNESS-IMAGINATION. 


253 


With  just  enough  of  learning  to  misqaote. 

Bynm*»  EngUth  Bsrcb,  ifc. 

Wlio  langhs  to  scorn  the  wisdom  of  the  eehools, 
And  thinks  the  first  of  poets  first  of  fools. 

CharUi  Spragiu, 

ILLNESS. 

He  had  a  fe^er  when  wa  were  in  Spain, 

And  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  shako :  His  trao,  this  god  did  shake: 

His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly ; 

And  that  same  eye,  whose  bend  doth  awe  the  world, 

Bid  lose  its  lustre. 

Shak$,  Julitu  CtBtar, 

May  be  he  18  not  well, 

lofimrity  doth  still  neglect  all  office. 

Whereto  oar  health  is  bound ;  we  *re  not  ourselves, 

When  nature,  being  oppress*d,  commands  the 

mind 

To  suficr  with  the  body. 

Skttk$,  King  Lear. 

Thou  art  like  night,  O  sickness !  deeply  stilling 

Within  my  heart  the  world^s  disturbing  sound. 
And  the  dim  quiet  of  my  chamber  filling 

With  low,  sweet  voices  by  life's  tumult  drown*d ; 

Thoa  art  like  awful  night! — thou  gatherest 
round 
The  things  that  are  unseen,  though  dloee  they  lie^— 

And  with  a  truth,  dear,  startling  and  profound, 
Givcst  their  dread  presence  to  our  mental  eye. 

IlayiU; 
And  the  dark  hot  flood,  throbbing  through  and 

through  me ; 
lliey  bled  me,  and  I  swoonM ;  and  as  I  died. 
Or  seem*d  to  die,  a  soft  sweet  sadness  fell 
With  a  voluptuous  weakness  on  my  soul. 
That  miule  me  feel  all  happy. 

Botby's  Fesfw. 

I  feel 
Of  this  dull  sickness  at  my  heart  afraid ! 
And  in  my  eyes  the  death^parks  flash  and  ihde ; 
And  something  seems  to  steal 
Over  my  lioeom  like  a  fioien  hand. 

Wtttif *«  P 


IMAGINATION. 

Suefa  tricks  hath  strong  imagination. 
Hist  if  ho  would  but  apprehend  some  joy. 
It  comprehends  some  bringer  of  that  joy ; 
Or  in  the  night,  imagining  some  fbar, 
Bosr  essy  is  a  bush  supposed  a  bear. 

Skaki,  Mid$wnmtr  2V^fU*«  Drmm.  | 


The  lunatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet, 
Aro  of  imagination  all  compact. 

Shaka,  Midsummer  NighVs  Dream, 

Oh,  who  can  hold  a  fire  in  his  hand, 
By  thinking  on  the  frosty  Caucasus  7 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite, 
By  baro  imagination  of  a  feast  7 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  snow, 
By  thinking  on  fantastic  summer's  heat  7 
Oh  no,  the  apprehension  of  the  good. 
Gives  but  the  greater  fueling  to  the  worse. 

Shake.  Richard  JI. 

My  brain,  methinks,  is  like  an  hour-glass. 
Wherein  m*  imaginations  run  like  sands, 
filling  up  time ;  but  then  aro  tum'd  and  tnrn'd: 
So  that  I  know  not  what  to  stay  upon. 
And  less  to  put  in  art. 

Jofison's  Every  Man  in  kie  Humaar 

Subtle  opinion, 
Working  in  man's  decayed  faculties. 
Cuts  out  and  shapes  illusive  fantasies ; 
And  our  weak  apprehensions,  like  wax. 
Receive  the  form,  and  presently  convey 
Unto  our  dull  imagination : 
And  heroupon  we  ground  a  thousand  lies. 
As — ^that  we  see  devils  rattling  in  their  chains ; 
Ghosts  of  dead  men,  variety  of  spirits ; 
When  our  own  guilty  conscience  is  the  hell. 
And  our  black  thoughts,  the  caverns  where  they 
dwell  Day'e  Lata  Tricka. 

Imagination  works ;  how  she  can  frame 

Things  which  are .  not ;   methinks   she^  stands 

before  me. 

And  by  the  quick  idea  of  my  mind, 

Were  my  skill  pregnant,  I  could  draw  her  picture 

Webster 

Fancy  can  save  or  kill ;  it  hath  closM  up 

Wounds  when  the  balsam  could  not,  and  without 

The  aid  of  salves :  —  to  think  hath  been  a  cure. 

For  witchcraft  then,  that  *s  all  done  by  the  fi>rce 

Of  mere  imagination. 

Cartwrigh^a  Ordsnary. 

Do  what  he  will,  he  cannot  realize 
Half  he  conceives — the  glorious  vision  flies; 
Go  where  he  may,  be  cannot  hope  to  find 
The  truth,  the  beauty  pictured  in  his  mind. 

Roger$*»  Human  lAfe. 

My  eyes  make  pictures  when  they're  shut:-^ 

I  see  a  fi>uniain  large  and  fair, 
A  willow  and  a  ruin*d  hut, 

And  thee  and  me  and  Mary  there. 
O  Mary !  make  thy  gentle  lap  our  pillow ; 
Bend  o*er  us  like  a  bower  my  beautiful  gn^v 
willow.  '-jfi^^riig 
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IMMORTALITY. 


Woe  to  the  yoath  whom  fancy  gains. 

Winning  firom  reason's  hand  the  reins, 

Pitj  and  woe !  for  such  a  mind 

Is  soft,  contemplative,  and  kind. 

Seate9  RMnf. 

Of  its  own  beauty  is  the  mind  dtscas*d. 

And  fevers  into  false  creation :  —  where. 

Where  are  the  fhrms  the  sculptor*s  soul  hath  seized  7 

In  him  alone.    Can  nature  show  so  fair  7 

Where  are  the  charms  and  virtues  which  we  dare 

Conceive  in  boyhood  and  pursue  ai  men  7 

The  unreached  paradise  of  our  despair. 

Which  o*er>inibrms  the  pencil  and  the  pen. 

And  overpowers  the  page  where  it  would  bloom 

again? 
Who  loves,  raves — ^*t  is  youth's  phremy — ^but  the 

cure 
Is  bitterer  still ;  as  eharm  by  charm  unwinds 
Which  rob*d  our  idols,  and  we  see  too  sure, 
Nor  worth  nor  beauty  dwells  from  out  the  mind's 
Ideal  shape  of  such;  yet  still  it  binds 
The  fata]  spell,  and  still  it  draws  us  on, 
Reaping  the  whirlwind  from  the  oft-sown  winds ; 
The  stubborn  heart,  its  alchemy  begun. 
Seems  ever  near  the  paze,-*wealthie8t  when  most 

undone.  Byivn's  Okdds  Hanid, 

Why  have  ye  linger'd  on  your  way  so  long. 

Fright  visions  who  were  wont  to  hear  my  caH, 

And  with  the  harmony  of  danoe  and  song. 

Keep  round  my  dreaming  couch  a  ftstival  7 

JrtTCtmL 

I  have  ftd 

Perhaps  too  much  upon  the  lotos  fhiits 

Imagination  yields, — fruits  that  unfit 

The  palate  for  the  more  substantial  fi)od 

Of  oar  own  land — reality.  Afics  Landou» 

Alas !  we  make 

A  ladder  of  our  thoughts,  where  angels  step, 

But  sleep  ourselves  at  the  foot. 

Mii$  Landatu 

*Mid  earthly  scenes  forgotten  or  unknown, 
Lives  in  ideal  worlds,  and  wanders  there  alone. 

Carhm  WUcox, 
llv  is  a  God  who  wills  it,-~with  a  power 
To  work  his  purpose  out  in  earth  and  air. 
Though  neither  speak  him  foir  1— - 
So  may  he  pluck  from  earth  its  precious  flower, 
And  in  the  ether  choose  a  spirit  rare. 
To  serve  him  deftly  in  some  other  sphere. 

W.G.Swmu. 

Upon  the  poet's  soul  they  flash  for  ever, 

In  evening  shades  these  glimpses  strange  and 

Bwee.. 

*1  OCT  fill  his  heart  betimes, — ^they  leave  him  never. 

And  ].<kjnt  his  steps  with  sounds  of  falling  feet 

W.  G.  Simms. 


IMMORTALITY. 

It  must  be  so ;  Plato,  thou  reasoncst  well : 

EHse  whence  this  pleasing  hope,  this  fond  dem. 

This  longing  aflcr  immortality  7 

Or  whence  this  secret  dread,  and  inward  haiTor, 

Of  falling  into  nought  7     Why  shrinks  the  soul 

Back  on  herself,  and  startles  at  destruction  7 

*T  is  the  divinity  that  stirs  within  us; 

'T  is  heaven  itself  that  points  out  an  hereafter. 

And  intimates  eternity  to  man. 

Addimm'9  Cste 

He  soul,  secure  in  her  ezistencet  smiles 
At  the  drawn  dagger,  and  defies  its  point: 
The  stars  shall  fade  away,  the  snn  himself 
Grow  dim  with  age,  and  nature  sink  in  yean; 
But  thou  shalt  fienrish  in  immortal  youth, 
Unhurt  amidst  the  war  of  elements. 
The  wreck  of  matter,  and  the  crush  of  woHdi. 

iidtfissn'f  CaiA 

Look  nature  through :  't  is  revolution  all ; 
All  change ;  no  death.  Day  follows  night,  snd  night 
The  dying  day;  stars  rise,  and  set,  and  rise ; 
Earth  takes  th'  example.  ;  See  the  summer  gay, 
With  her  green  chaplet  and  ambrosial  flowen, 
Droops  into  pallid  autumn :  winter  grey* 
Horrid  with  frost,  and  turbulent  with  storm, 
Blows  autumn  and  his  golden  fruits  away. 
Then  melts  int6  the  spring :  soft  spring,  with  breath 
Favonian,  from  warm  chambers  of  the  south. 
Recalls  the  first    All,  to  re-flourish,  fades ; 
As  in  a  wheel,  all  sinks,  to  reascend, 
Emblems  of  man,  who  passes,  not  expires. 

Young's  NiiM  ThmigktM, 

Can  it  be  7 
Matter  immortal  7  and  shall  spirit  die  7 
Above  the  nobler,  shall  less  nobler  rise  7 
Shall  man  alone,  for  whom  all  else  revives, 
No  resurrection  know  7    Shall  man  alone. 
Imperial  man !  be  sown  in  barren  ground, 
Lees  privileged  than  grain,  on  which  he  (beds  7 

Ymuig'M  Night  TAoagto. 

Still  seems  it  strange,  that  thou  should'st  11^  for 

ever  7 
Is  it  less  strange,  that  thou  should'st  live  at  a]I7 
lliis  is  a  miracle ;  and  that  no  more. 

Yowl's  Night  Tkwghti, 

Possession,  why  more  tasteless  than  pursuit? 
Why  is  a  wish  far  dearer  than  a  crown  7 
That  wish  accomplished,  why  the  grave  of  bliss  f 
Because  in  the  great  future  buried  deep. 
Beyond  our  plans  of  empire  and  renown, 
Liep  all  that  man  with  ard<Mir  should  pursae ; 
And  He  who  made  him,  bent  him  to  the  right 

Young's  Night  nmgUB. 
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Immortality  o*enweeps 
AH  pains,  all  fcan,  aU  time,  aU  feare-— and  peals 
Like  the  eternal  tfaunden  of  the  deep 
Into  my  ears  this  truth — Thou  Uv'st  for  ever. 

Anon, 
Cold  in  the  dust  this  perishM  heart  may  lie. 
But  that  which  wann*d  it  onoe  shall  never  die. 

CimpbdL 

The  splendours  of  the  firmament  of  time 
May  be  eelips'd,  but  an  extinguiahM  not: 
Like  stars  to  their  appointed  heights  they  climb, 
And  delith  is  a  low  mist  which  cannot  blot 
The  brightness  it  may  veiL    \¥hen  lofty  thought 
Lifts  a  yoamg  heart  above  its  mortal  lair9 
And  love  and  UA  contend  in  it  for  what 
ShaB  be  Its  earthly  doom,  the  dead  live  there. 
And  move  like  winds  of  light  on  dark  and  stormy 
air.  ShdUy, 

Attempt  how  monstrous  and  how  surely  vaiBf 
With  things  of  earthly  sort,  with  aught  bat  God, 
With  aught  but  moral  ezoellenoe,' truth  and  lore, 
Te  satisfy  and  fill  the  imreorlal  soul ! 

PoOoeilr's  Cotirf  e  tf  IVnis. 

Our  proper  good  we  rarely  seek  or  make ; 
Mindless  of  our  immortal  powers,  and  their 
Immortal  end,  as  is  the  pearl  its  worth. 
Hie  rose  its  scent,  the  wave  its  purity. 

And  vrith  our  frames  do  perish  all  our  loves  7 
Do  those  who  took  their  root  and  put  forth  buds, 
And  their  soft  leaves  unfolded  in  the  warmth 
Of  mutual  hearts,  grow  up  and  live  in  beauty. 
Then  fiide  and  ftU  like  fidr  unconscious  flowers  7 

Dana'g  Poem$, 

O,  listen  man! 
A  voice  within  us  speaks  that  startling  word, 
*  Man,  thou  shalt  never  die  !**    Celestial  voicea 
Hymn  it  unto  our  souls ;  according  harps, 
By  angel  fingers  touched,  when  the  mild  stars 
Of  morning  sang  together,  sound  forth  stiU 
The  song  of  our  great  immortality. 

Hans's  PflfMf. 

It  is  wonderful. 


That  man  should  hold  himself  so  haughtily, 
And  talk  of  an  immortal  name,  and  feed 
Ills  proud  ambition  with  such  daring  hopes 
As  creatures  of  a  more  eternal  nature 
Alone  should  fi)rm. 

iVess  onward  through  each  varying  hour; 

Let  no  weak  fears  thy  course  delay; 
Immortal  being !  feel  thy  power, 

Puraue  thy  bright  and  endless  way. 

Aiuimot  Norton* 


There  are  distinctions  (hat  will  live  in  heaven, 
When  time  is  a  forgotten  circumstance ! 
The  elevated  brow  of  kings  will  lose 
The  impress  of  regalia,  and  the  slave 
Will  wear  his  immortality  as  free 
Beside  the  crystal  waters ;  but  the  dcplh 
Of  glory  in  the  attributes  of  God, 
Will  measure  the  capacities  of  mind ; 
And  as  the  angels  differ,  will  the  Xcn 
Of  gifted  spirits  glorify  Him  more. 

Love,  which  proclaims  the  human,  bids  thee  know 

A  truth  more  lofly  in  thy  lowliest  hour 

Than  shallow  glorj  taught  to  human  power  — 

** What's  human  js  umoaTAL!** 

Bulwer*i  Poem», 

IMPATIENCE. 

What  I  canst  thou  not  ftrbear  me  half  an  hour  7 
Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  grave  thyself| 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear, 
That  thou  art  crownM,  not  that  I  am  dead. 

fiAfl*».  Henry  IV.    Pari  11. 

PrifiMr— I  never  thought  to  hear  yon  speak  again 
King, — Thy  wish  vras  &ther,  Harry,  to  that 

thought ; 
I  stay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Dost  thou  so  hunger  £ar  my  empty  chair, 
That  thou  wilt  needs  invest  thee  with  my  homoun 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  7    O  foolish  youth ! 
Thou  seek'st  the  greatness  that  will  overwhelm 

thee.  Shaks.  Henry  IV.    Part  II. 

Oh !  how  impatienoe  gains  upon  the  soul. 
When  tiie  long  pronised  hour  of  joy  draws  near! 
How  alow  the  tardy  moments  seem  to  roll ! 

Ifrs.  T^Ac 

IMPRISONMENT. 

Methinks,  nobody  should  be  sad  but  I : 
Yet,  I  remember  when  I  was  in  France, 
Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  sad  as  night, 
Only  fbr  wantonness.    By  my  Christendom, 
So  I  were  out  of  prison,  and  kept  sheep, 
I  should  be  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 

Skaki.  King  John 

Seldom  when 
The  steeled  gaoler  is  the  friend  of  men. 

Shaks.  Mta.fir  Mm 

What,  rale,  rebuke,  and  roughly  send  to  prison 
Th*  immediate  heir  of  England !  was  this  easy* 
May  this  be  wash'd  m  Lethe,  and  forgotten  7 

8hak$.  Htnrv  IV.    Part  IJ 
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IMPUDENCE. 


So  well  live. 
And  pray,  and  sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and  laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies ;  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court-news,  and  we  *11  talk  with  them  too ;. 
Who  loses,  and  who  wins ;  who  *s  in«  who  *s  oot ; 
And  take  upon  us  the  mystery  of  things. 
As  if  we  were  God^s  spies :  and  we  '11  wear  out, 
In  a  wall'd  prison,  packs  and  sets  of  great  ones. 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  th*  moon. 

Captivity, 
lliat  comes  with  honour,  is  true  liberty. 

MaB$inger  and  FiMs  Fatal  Damry. 

Your  narrow  souls, 
If  you  have  any,  cannot  comprehend 
How  insupportable  the  torments  are. 
Which  a  fi-ee  and  noble  soul  made  captive,  suffers. 

Jlfa«ftngar*s  Maid  tf  Hmoar. 

Why  should  we  murmur  to  be  circumscrib'd. 
As  if  it  were  a  new  thing  to  wear  fetters  7 
When  the  whole  world  was  meant  but  to  confine  us; 
Wherein,  who  walks  from  one  clime  to  another, 
Hath  but  a  greater  fVecdom  of  the  prison : 
Our  soul  was  the  first  captive,  bom  to  inherit 
Rut  her  own  chains ;  nor  can  it  be  discharged, 
1*111  nature  tire  with  its  own  weight,  and  then 
We  are  but  more  undone,  to  be  at  liberty. 

Shirley*§  Cmtri  StereL 

Let  them  fear  bondage  who  are  slaves  to  fbar ; 
The  sweetest  freedom  is  an  honest  heart 

John  fWd'f  Ladtf9  TriaL 

Death  is  the  pledge  of  rest,  and  with  one  bail. 
Two  prisons  quits ;  the  body  and  the  jail. 

Bishop  King. 

Nature,  in  spite  of  fortune,  gave  no  minds, 
That  cannot  like  our  bodies  be  enthrallM. 

Sir  JfUlph  Fntman^B  IwnferiaU, 

Dost  thou  use  me  as  fond  children  do 

Their  birds,  show  me  my  freedom  in  a  string, 

And  when  then  *st  playM  with  me  a  while,  then 

puQ 
Me  back  again,  to  languiah  in  my  cage  7 

Sir  W.  Davnanti  VnfortunaU  LmerM, 
Iter  sweetness  is  imprisoned  now, 
Like  weeping  roses  in  a  still,  and  is, 
like  them,  ordain*d  to  last  by  dissolutioQ. 

Sir  W.  Dar)€nanC$  Lose  and  ffonaar. 
Captivity 
Is  the  inheritance  of  all  things  finite ; 
Nor  can  we  boast  our  liberty,  though  we 
4re  not  restrained  by  strong-holds ;  when  as 
The  neighb*ruig  air  confines  us,  and  each  man 
Is  thraldom's  perfect  emblem :  fiur  in  all, 
Tiie  soul  is  captive,  and  th«  body's  thralL 

Marriage  Broker, 


A  single  jail  in  Alfred's  gotdea  rmgn, 
Could  half/tho  nation's  criminals  contain; 
Fair  justice  then,  without  constraint  ador'd. 
Held  high  the  steady  scale,  but  shcath'd  the  swocd; 
No  spies  were  paid,  no  special  juries  known ; 
Blest  age !  but  ah !  how  different  from  our  ownl 

Dr.  Johnson'e  London, 

I  only  heard  the  reckless  waters  roar, 

Those  waves  that  would  not  bear  me  fion  ths 

shore; 
I  only  mark'd  the  gloiiov  son  and  okj^ 
Too  bright — too  blue — fiv  my  captivity ; 
And  felt  that  aU  which  fireedon's  bosom  cheers 
Must  break  my  chain  belbre  it  dried  my  teats. 

Byrsn'f  Csrssir. 

Within  its  cage  the  tmprison'd  matin  bird 
Swells  the  full  chorus  with  a  genaroos  song; 

He  bathes  no  pinion  in  the  dewy  light. 
No  oonsort^s  bliss,  no  fiither's  joy  he  shares ; 

Yet  still  the  rising  radiance  glads  his  sight, 
His  fellows*  freedom  soothes  the  captive's  caic& 

Coloridgo'o  Sonnet  to  LaJoffOi, 

What  has  the  grey.hair'd  prisoner  done  7 
Has  murder  stain'd  his  hands  with  gore  7 

Not  so;  his  crime 's  a  fouler  one ; 
God  made  the  old  man  poon ! 

WkitUer'o 

Look  on  him !  —  through  his  dnngcoo  grate. 

Feebly  and  odd,  the  morning  light 

Comes  stealing  round  him,  dim  and  late, 

As  if  it  kAth'd  the  sight 

Wiiitior'o 


Down  vnth  tiie  Law  that  binds  him  thus ! 

Unworthy  firemen,  let  it  find 
No  refhge  ftom  the  withering  curse 

Of  God  and  human  kind ! 
Open  the  prison's  living  tomb, 
And  usher  from  its  brooding  ^loom 
The  victims  of  your  savage  oode. 
To  the  free  sun  and  air  of  God ; 
No  longer  dare  as  crime  to  brand 
The  chastening  of  the  Almighty^s  hand. 

Whiitier*8  Porno. 


IMPUDENCE. 

He  that  has  but  impudcnee. 
To  all  things  has  a  fair  pretence ; 
And  put  among  his  wants  but  shame. 
To  all  the  world  may  lay  his  daim. 

ButUr^o  thMrat 
Immodest  words  admit  of  no  defence. 
For  want  of  docency  is  wunt  of  sense. 
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TV)  glory  some  advance  a  lying  claim, 
Huctcs  of  renown,  and  pilferers  of  fitme : 
Hieir  fVont  mippllea  what  their  ambition  lacks ; 
They  know  a  thousand  lords,  behind  their  backs. 

Fottfig*s  Loct  €f  Fame. 

With  that  dun,  rooted,  caUous  impudence, 
Which,  dead  to  shame,  and  ev'ry  nicer  sense. 
Ne'er  bhish'd,  miless,  in  spreading  vice's  snares, ' 
He  bhmder'd  on  some  virtue  unawares. 

ChurchiW»  Rotciad. 

Hibemia,  iam'd,  'hove  ey*ry  other  grace, 

For  matchless  intrepidity  of  fiice. 

From  her  his  features  caught  the  gen'rous  flame. 

And  bade  defiance  to  all  sense  of  shame. 

CkurehiWt  Roteiad. 


INCONSTANCY. 

Trust  not  the  treason  of  those  smiling  looks. 
Until  ye  have  their  guileful  trains  well  tried ; 
For  they  are  like  but  unto  golden  hooks. 
That  from  the  feolish  fish  their  baits  do  hide : 
So  she  with  flattering  smiles  weak  hearts  doth 

guide 
Unto  her  love,  and  tempt  to  their  decay ; 
Whom,  being  caught,  she  kills  with  cruel  pride, 
And  fbeds  at  pleasure  on  the  wretched  prey. 

Speiuer* 
O  heaven !    Were  man 
But  constant,  he  were  perfect :  that  one  error 
Fills  him  with  faults ;  makes  him  run  through  all 

sins: 
InGanstancy  &Ihi  off  ere  it  begins. 

iSMs.  Two  OentUmen  of  Vermut. 

Ev*n  mo  one  heat  another  heat  expels. 
Or  as  one  nail  by  strength  drives  out  another ; 
So  the  rememibrance  of  my  former  love, 
Is  by  a  newer  object  quite  fbrgotfen. 

Shaio.  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona* 

ITiere  is  no  music  in  a  voice. 

Thai  is  but  one  and  still  the  same ; 

Inconstancy  is  but  a  name. 

To  fi-ight  poor  lovers  from'  a  better  choice. 

Jooepk  RuUer'o  ShepUrd'o  HoUday, 
Inconstancy  *s  the  plague  that  first  or  last 
Plaints  the  whole  sex,  the  catching  court  disease. 
Man  therefbre  was  a  lord*like  creature  made ; 
Roogfa  as  the  winds  and  as  inconstant  too : 
A  lofly  aspect  gitan  him  for  command  f 
Eaaily  soAenM  when  he  would  betray : 
like  conqoering  tyrants,  yon  our  breasts  invade* 
Wbero  yon  are  pleas*d  to  ravage  for  a  while : 
But  soon  yon  find  new  conquest  out,  and  leave 
The  ravag'd  pravince  ruinate  and  bare. 

Otwof, 


Oh  men !    Oh  manners !  what  a  medley  'b  this, 
When  each  man's  mind  more  than  &ce  diff 'rent 

is! 
For  by  forms  only  we  disttnguish'd  be 
One  fi'om  ancthor :  but  alas !  to  see 
We  vary  fiom  ourselves  each  day  in  mind. 
Nor  know  we  in  ourselves,  ourselves  to  find. 

Jfeath. 

How  long  must  women  vnsh  in  vain 

A  constant  love  to  find  7 
No  art  can  fickle  man  retain. 

Or  fix  a  roving  mind. 
Tct  fondly  we  ourselves  deceive. 

And  empty  hopes  pursue ; 
Though  fidse  to  others,  we  believe 

They  will  to  us  prove  true. 

Thomao  ShadwtH 

Three  things  a  wise  man  will  not  trust, 

Tho  wind,  the  sunshine  of  an  April  day. 

And  woman's  plighted  faith.    I  have  beheld 

The  weathercock  upon  the  steeple  point 

Steady  firom  mom  till  eve,  and  I  have  seen 

Tho  bees  go  forth  uppn  an  April  mom. 

Secure  tho  sunshine  will  not  end  in  shcwors : 

But  when  was  woman  trae  7 

Souihey^s  Madoe- 

The  dream  on  the  pillow. 

That  flits  with  the  day, 
The  leaf  of  the  wiUow 

A  breath  wears  away ; 
The  dust  on  the  blossom. 

The  spray  on  the  sea; 
Ay,—- ask  thine  own  bosom  — 

Are  emblems  of  thee. 

Mioo  Landom. 

Inoonstant!  are  the  waters  so, 

That  fall  in  showers  on  hill  and  plain. 
Then,  tir'd  of  what  they  find  below. 

Ride  on  the  sunbeams  back  again  7 
Pray,  are  there  changes  in  the  sky, 

The  winds,  or  in  our  summer  weather  7 
In  sudden  change,  beliew  mo,  I 

Will  beat  both  clouds  and  winds  together : 

Nothing  in  air  or  earth  may  be 

Fit  type  of  my  inconstancy. 

Anon, 

INDEPENDENCE. 

Hail!  independence,  hail !  heaven's  next  best  gill, 
To  that  of  lifo  and  an  immortal  soul ! 
The  lifo  of  lifo,  that  to  the  banquet  high 
And  sober  meal  gives  taste ;  to  tne  bow'd  roof 
Fair*dreanl'd  repose,  and  to  tlie  cottage  charms. 

22^ 
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INDUSTRY. 


Giro  me,  I  ery^d,  (enough  for  me) 
My  bread  and  independency ! 


Pope. 


Thy  spirit,  independence,  let  me  ihare ! 

liord  of  the  lion  heart  and  eagle  eye. 

Thy  steps  I  follow  with  my  boeom  bare, 

Nor  heed  the  storm  that  howls  along  the  skj* 

Deep  in  the  frozen  regions  of  the  north, 

A  goddess  violated  brought  thee  forth. 

Immortal  liberty,*  whose  look  sublime 

Hath  bleachM  the  tyrant*s  cheek  in  every  varying 

clime. 

SmoOetVs  Ode  to  Jndependenet, 

Hail,  independence  —  by  true  reason  taught, 
How  few  have  knovrn,  and  prix'd  thee  as  they 

onght ! 
Home  give  thee  up  ibr  riot;  some,  like  boys. 
Resign  thee,  in  their  childish  moods,  for  toys; 
Ambition  some,  some  avarice  misleads. 
And,  in  both  cases,  independence  bleeds. 

ChunhUL 

I  praise  yoQ  much,  ye  meek  and  patient  pair. 
For  ye  are  worthy ;  choosing  rather  far 
A  dry  but  independent  crust,  hard  eamM 
And  eaten  with  a  sigh,  than  to  ondure 
The  nigged  fh>wn8  and  inadcnt  rebuffs 
Of  knaves  in  office. 

Coiuyier's  Task. 

I  *ye  been  disgraced,  too— felt  a  monarch's  ftown. 
And  consequently  quitted  town :  — 
But  have  my  fields  refus'd  their  smiles  so  sweet  ? 
Say,  have  my  birds  grown  sulky  with  the  kmg  7 
My  thrashes,  linnetn,  larka,  refiis*d  to  sing  7 
My  winding  brooks  to  praltis  at  my  ftet? 

Dr.  WolcoCt  Peter  Pindar. 

If  I  *m  designM  yon  lordIing*s  slave— 

By  nature's  law  design'd. 
Why  was  an  independent  fdsh 

E'er  pkuited  in  my  mind  7 

Rvnis^s  PtmM. 

Here  the  free  spirit  of  mankind,  at  length. 
Throws  its  kst  fetters  ofF;  and  who  shall  place 
A  limit  to  the  giant's  unchain'd  strength, 
Or  curb  his  swiftness  in  the  fbrward  race  7 

Bryants  Poems. 
•T  is  a  rough  land  of  earth,  and  stone,  and  tree. 

Where  breathes  no  castled  lord  or  cabin'd  slave, 
Wticre  thoughts,  and  tongues,  and  hands  are  bold 

and  fi'ee. 
And  friends  wUl  find  a  welcome,  foes  a  grave ; 
And  where  none  kneel,  save  when  to  heaven  they 

pray. 

Nor  even  then,  unless  in  their  own  way. 

HaUeck's  Poems. 


Would  »hake  hands  with  a  king  upon  his  thrau^ 
Anc  think  it  kindness  to  his  majesty; 

A  stubborn  race,  fearing  and  flattering  none, 
Such  are  they  nurtur'd,  such  they  live  and  dio, 

JIaUeck'B  Poems. 

INDUSTRY. 

Shortly  his  fertune  shall  be  lifted  higher; 

True  industry  doth  kindle  honour's  fire. 

Shaks.  CroowdL 

Our  remedies  oil  in  ourselvos  do  lie. 

Which  we  ascribe  to  heav'n.    The  sacred  sky 

Gives  us  free  scope ;  only  doth  backward  poll 

Our  slow  deugns,  when  we  ourselves  are  duB. 

Shaks.  AWs  WeU  that  ends  WeO. 

Virtue,  though  ehain*d  to  earth,  will  stiU  live  free ; 

And  hell  itself  must  yield  to  iBdmrtry. 

Johsob's  Masqaet. 

lake  docks,  one  wheel  another  on  must  drive; 

Affidrs  by  diligent  kbour  only  tiirive. 

ChapmaiCs  Renengefor  Hosssr. 

Tlie  chiefbst  action  for  a  man  of  spirit. 

Is  never  to  be  out  of  action ;  we  should  think 

llie  soul  was  never  put  into  the  body. 

Which  has  so  many  rare  and  curious  pieces 

Of  mathematical  motion,  to  stand  stilL 

Virtue  is  over  sowing  of  her  seeds. 

Wd)ster's  DedTs  Law  Cast, 

If  little  labour,  little  aro  our  gains : 

Man*s  fiirtunes  are  according  to  his  pains. 

Herridt, 

To  be  rich,  be  diligent;  move  on  ' 

Like  heav'n's  great  moyers  that  enrich  the  earth; 
Whose  moment's  sloth  would  show  the  world  mu 

done; 
And  make  the  spring  straight  burj  all  her  birth. 
Rich  are  the  diligent  who  can  command 
Time  —  nature's  stock. 

Sir  W.  Zhnettaufs  Gondibert 
Industrious  wisdom  oflen  does  prevent 
What  huy  fbUy  thinks  inevitable. 

Abdicated  Prinu, 
Like  a  coy  maiden,  ease,  when  courted  most, 
Farthest  retires  —  an  idol,  at  whose  shrine 
Wiio  oflenest  sacrifioe  are  Ikvoured  least 


The  keenest  pangs  the  vTretcbed  find. 
Are  rapture  to  the  dreaiy  void— 

The  leaflejw  desert  of  the  nund-* 
The  wa^te  of  feelix^  uoeoiployed. 


Bymk 


Industry  -^ 
To  meditate,  to  plan,  resolve,  perform. 
Which  in  itself  is  good  —  as.  surely,  brings 
Reward  of  good,  no  matter  what  be  d^Mu 

PoUock'a  Ctmrse  rf  Tims, 
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Let  not  the  poor 
Be  fire'd  to  grind  the  bones  out  of  their  wrmm 
For  bread,  but  hare  eame  space  to  think  and  ftel 
Like  moral  and  immortal  creatoros. 

Protected  Indostrf ,  careerin|f  far, 
Detects  the  caxan  and  cures  the  rage  of  war,' 
And  sweeps,  with  fbrcefol  arm,  to  their  Hist  grares. 
Kings  fiom  the  earth  and  pirates  fiom  the  waves. 

Joel  BtsKoio. 

She  was  knowing  in  all  needlework, 
And  shone  in  dairy  and  in  kitchen  too^ 
As  in  the  parlor. 

Jame$  N.  Barker, 

Behold  r 
The  mddy  damsel  singeth  at  her  wheel. 
While-  by  her  side  the  mstio  knrer  sits. 
Perchanoe  his  shrewd  eye  secretly  doth  coimt 
The  mass  of  skeins,  which,  hanging  on  the  wall, 
Inereaseth  day  by  day.    PerchfLnce  his  thooghts, 
(For  men  have-deeper  minds  than  women— sure  I) 
Is  cahMzlating  what  a  thrifty  wift 

The  maid  wiD  mafce. 

Mr9.  Stgaumeif, 

There  was  no  need. 
In  those  good  times,  of  trim  callisthenics,  — 
And  there  was  less  of  gadding,  and  lEar  more 
Of  home-bornf  heartfelt  comfort,  rooted  strong 
In  industry,  and  bearing  each  rare  fitdt 
As  wealth  may  never  purchase. 

Mr$.  Sigownej^B  Poemi> 

Cbide  me  not,  laborious  band. 

For  the  idle  flowers  I  brought; 
Every  aster  in  my  hand 

Goes  home  loaded  with  a  thought  * 

Ralph  WaUo  Emertan. 

Work  fiir  some  good,  be  it  ever  so  slowly ; 
Cherish  some  flower,  be  it  ever  so  lowly ; 
Labour  •—  all  labour  is  noble  and  hdy. 

ilTrt.  Oi^goodL 

No€  enjoyment,  and  not  sorrow. 

Is  our  deetinM  end  or  way ; 
Bat  to  act,  that  each  to-morrow 

Find  OS  &rther  than  to-day. 

Zif/tigfuUnOi 

CfEBRIETT.  —  (See  also  Drunkennbss.) 

I  drank ;  I  lik'd  it  not;  *twas  rage,  H was  noise, 

An  airy  scene  of  transitory  joys* 

In  vain  I  trusted  that  the  flowing  bowl 

Wfxild  banish  sorrow,  and  enlarge  the  souL 

To  the  late  revel,  and  protracted  feast 

Wild  dreams  succeeded,  and  disorderM  zest 

Prior't  Solomam 


Unhappy  man !  whom  sorrow  thus  and  rage 
To  different  ills  alternately  engage ; 
Who  drinks,  Idas !  but  to  forget ;  nor  sees 
That  melancholy  sloth,  severe  disease, 
Memory  confusM,  and  interrupted  thought, 
Death's  harbinger,  fie  latent  in  the  draught ; 
And,  in  the  flowers  that  wreathe  the  sparkling 

bowi, 
Fell  adders  hiss,  and  poisonous  serpents  roll. 

Prior's  Sotrnnan, 
Give  him  strong  drink  until  he  wink. 

That's  sinking  in  despair; 
An'  liquor  guid  to  fire  his  bluid. 

That 's  prest  wi'  grief  an*  care. 
There  let  him  bouse  an'  deep  carouse, 

Wi'  bumpers  flowing  o'er, 
Tin  he  forgets  his  loves  or  debts. 

An'  minds  his  griefi  no  more. 

Burm^M  SeoUh  Drink. 

Hath  wine  an  oblivious  power  7 

Can  it  pluck  out  the  sting  from  the  brain  f 

The  draught  might  beguile  for  an  hour. 

But  still  leave  beliind  it  the  pain. 

Byron's  ^reweU  to  BnglaiuL 

Man,  being  reasonable,  must  get  drunk ; 

The  best  of  lifo  is  but  intoxicatiop : 

Glory,  the  grape,  love,  gold,  in  these  are  sunk 

Hie  hopes  of  all  men,  and  of  every  nation. 

Byron 
*Tis  pity  wine  should  be  so  deleterious. 

For  tea  and  coffee  leave  usmueh  more  serious. 

Byron. 

Fear  ye  the  fostal  hour ! 

Ay,  tremblo  when  the  cup  of  joy  o'erflows  I 

Tame  down  the  swelling  heart ! — ^the  bridal  rose, 

And  the  rich  myrtie's  flower. 

Have  veil'd  the  sword !  .Red  wines  have  sparkled 

fkst 

From  venom'd  goblets,  and  soft  breezes  past 

With  fatal  perfhme  through  the  revel's  bower. 

JIfrs.  HananM 
We  buy  ashes  for  bread; 

We  buy  diluted  wine; 

Give  me  of  the  true,~- 

Whose  ample  leaves  and  tendrfls  cuii'd 

Among  the  silver  hills  of  heaven. 

Draw  everlasting  dew; 

Wine  of  wine, 

Blood  of  the  World, 

Form  of  forms,  and  mould  of  statures, 

Tliat  I  intoxicated. 

And  by  the  draught  assimilated. 

May  float  at  pleasure  through  all  natures 

The  birdJangoage  rightljr  spell, 

And  that  wkieh  rases  say  so  well 

tU^  WMsSmmwm 
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INPAMY  -  INFIDEUT  Y. 


—  When  the  Ungh  is  Ughteit, 

When  wildest  goes  the  jeit, 
When  gleam*  the  goUet  brightoet, 

And  proodeet  heaves  thy  breasti 

And  thou  art  madly  pledging 

Each  gay  and  jovial  gvest  -* 
A  ghost  shall  glide  amid  the  flowers-* 

The  shade  of  Love's  departed  hoars. 

Jfn>Oi(gwdL 

Thoa  sparkling  bowl !  thoa  sparkling  bowl ! 

Though  lips  of  bards  thy  brim  may  press, 
And  eyes  of  beauty  o*er  thee  roD, 

And  song  and  dance  thy  power  cooiesa, 
I  will  not  touch  thee ;  fer  there  clings 
A  scorpion  to  thy  side,  that  stings. 


INFAMY. 

What  grief  can  be,  but  time  doth  make  it  less  7 

But  infiuny,  time  never  can  suppress. 

Drayton, 

When  the  glories  of  our  lives,  men^s  loves. 
Clear  consciences,  our  fames,  and  loyalties, 
Tliat  did  us  worthy  comfort,  are  eclips*d ; 
Grief  and  disgrace  invade  us :  and  for  all 
Our  night  of  life  besides,  our  mis*ry  craves 
Dark  earth  would  ope,  and  hide  us  in  our  graves. 
ChapnunCM  ByrmCn  Conspiracy.    Pari  I, 

Shame  ever  stioks  ckse  to  the  ribs  of  honour ; 
Great  men  are  never  sound  men  after  IL 
It  leaves  some  ache  or  other  in  their  names  still, 
Which  their  posterity  feels  at  ev*ry  weather. 

MiddUton^B  Mayor  €f  QuinbarougK 


INFIDEUTT. 

Had  it  pleasM  heaven 
To  try  me  with  affliction ;  had  he  rain*d 
All  kinds  of  sores  and  shames  oo  my  bare  head ; 
bteep*d  me  in  poverty  to  Hm  very  lips; 
Given  to  captivity  me  and  my  utmost  hopes ; 
I  should  have  ibrnid  in  some  part  of  my  soul 
A  drop  of  patience :  but  (alas !)  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure,  fbr  the  type  of  scorn 
To  point  his  slow  unmoving  finger  at,— 
O!  O! 

ShakM,OA€aa, 

Ijook  to  her,  Moor ;  have  a  quick  eye  to  see ; 
She  has  deceived  her  father,  and  may  thee. 

8kak$.Otkdla, 

Othoaweed, 
Who  art  so  kively  ftir,  and  smell'st  so  sweet, 
lliat  the  sense  aches  at  thee;  would  tfioQ  hadst 
M'er  baea  bom.  Shakt.  OMk, 


Yet  could  I  bear  that  too;  well,  very  well : 

But  there,  where  I  have  gamer*d  up  my  heart; 

Where  either  I  must  4^,  or  bear  no  life ; 

Hie  fountain  firom  the  which  my  current  nma, 

Or  else  dries  up;  to  be  discarded  thcnoe  I 

Or  keep  it  as  a  cistern,  for  fblil  toads 

To  knot  and  gender  in!    Turn  thy  compleiica 

therel 

Patience,  thou  yomg  and  rase-lipp*d  efaemlnm; 

Ay,  there,  look  grim  ae  hell ! 

8hak$.  OtheOa, 

She  *s  gone ;  I  am  abusM ;  and  my  relief 

Must  be  to  loathe  her. 

Shak».  OlJuih. 

O,  she  is  ftlkn 
Into  a  pit  of  ink !  that  the  wide  sea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  wash  her  clean  again ; 
And  salt  too  little,  which  may  season  give 
To  her  foul  tainted  flesh ! 

Skakt^MvehadaabmUNatkiii^. 

Qofth  an  act. 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty ; 

Calls  virtue,  hypocrite :  takes  off  the  rose 

From  the  &ir  fbrehead  of  an  innocent  love. 

And  sets  a  blister  there :  makes  marriage  vows 

As  folse  as  dicer*s  oaths;  O  such  a  deed, 

As  firom  th^body  of  contraction  plucks 

The  very  soul;  and  «weet  religion  makes 

A  rhapsody  of  words  I 

Shak$,  BamUL 

Within  a  month ; 
Ere  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 
Had  left  the  flushing  of  her  galled  eyes. 
She  marryM ;  O  most  wioked  speed. 

,  8kak$.Hmmkt 

Why,  she  would  hang  on  him 
Alb  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fi;d  on :  and  yet  within  a  month— 
Let  me  not  think  on  *t ;  — Frailty,  thy  name  is 

Shako.  HamUL 


woman! 

O,  Hamlet,  what  a  foiling  off  was  there ! 

From  me  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity. 

That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 

I  made  to  her  in  marriage ;  and  to  decline 

Upon  a  wretch,  whoie  natural  gifb  were  poor. 

To  those  of  mine ! 

Shako,  Hmmiat 

O  shame !  where  is  thy  blush  T    Rebellious  hell. 

If  thou  canst  mutine  in  a  matron's  bones. 

To  flaming  youth  lot  virtue  be  as  wax. 

And  meh  in  her  own  fire :  proclaim  no  shame. 

When  the  oompubive  ardour  gives  the  charge ; 

Since  fltwt  itself  as  actively  doth  bum. 

And  reason  panders  wilL 

Shako,  EbmUl 
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Thit  wit  your  hnibend— Look  yoa  now,  what 

MIowb: 
Here  is  your  hnalmnd ;  like  a  mildew'd  ear, 
BhaUsg;  hie  wholeeome  brother.  Have  you  eyee  ? 
Could  you  on  thia  ftir  raountain  leave  to  i^ed, 
And  batten  on  thie  moor?  ha !  have  yoa  eyee 7 
Yoa  cannot  eaS  it  love :  for,  at  year  age, 
The  hey-day  in  the  bhx>d  ia  tame,  it's  humble, 
And  waits  upon  the  judgment :  and  what  judgment 
Would  step  from  thia  to  this.  shaks.  HamU 

What  devil  was 't, 
Thai  thin  hath  cozcn*d  you  at  hoodman-blind  7 
Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  sight, 
Ef  IS  without  hand  or  eyes^  smelling  sans  all. 
Or  but  a  sickly  part  of  one  true  sense 
GHiId  not  w  mope.  ShaUHamUL 

f 

Bad  she  not  fklkn  thus,  oh !  ten  thousand  worlds 
Could  ne'er  have  balano'd  her ;  for  heaven  is  in 

her, 
^iiid  joys  which  I  muet  never  dream  of  more, 

Xree's  Cator  Borgia, 
I  can  ibrgive 
A  file,  but  not  &  mistress,  and  a  friend : 
IVesaoa  is  there  in  its  most  horrid  shape. 
Where  trust  is  greatest !  and  the  soul  resigned, 
Ib  BtabbM  by  her  own  guards. 

DTyden*M  AUfir  Looe, 
Fatafly  &ir  they  are,  and  in  their  smiles 
llie  graces,  Uttle  loves,  and  young  desires  inhabit ; 
^  all  that  gaze  upon  *em  are  undone ; 
For  they  «,&!«,.  Rou^^,  Fair  P*niUnL 

Who  robs  me  of  my  weaUh, 
Hay  one  da/  have  ability,  or  will 
To  yieU  the  flill  repayment —  but  the  villain 
That  doth  invade  a  husband's  right  in  bed. 
Is  mord'rer  of  his  peace,  and  makes  a  breach 
In  his  life's  after-quiet,  that  the  grief 
Of  penitence  itself  cannot  repair. 

Hatokint^B  CifmbeUne, 
In  want,  and  war,  and  peril, 
llungs  that  would  thrill  the  hearer's  blood  to 

tell  of; 
My  heart  grew  human  when  I  thought  of  thee— 
Imogine  would  have  shuddered  for  my  danger— 
Iniogine  would  have  bound  my  leechless  wounds— 

Imogine  would  have  sought  my  nameless  corse 

And  known  it  well — and  she  was  wedded — 

W^ded  — 
Was  there  no  name,  in  hell's  dark  catalogue 
To  brand  thee  with,  but  mine  immortal  foe's  7 
And  did  I  'scape  from  war,  and  want,  and  femine, 
To  perish  by  the  fidschood  of  a  woman. 

Maturin*g  Bertram* 


Thou  tremblest  lest  I  curse  thee,  tremble  not 
Though  thou  hast  made  me,  woman,  veiy  wretched, 
Thou,  thou  hast  made  me — but  I  will  not  curea 

thee  — 
Hear  the  last^ayer  of  Bertram's  broken  hearty 
TksX  heart  which  thou  hast  broken,  not  his  foes !— > 
Of  thy  rank  wishes  the  fhll  scope  be  on  thee  — 
May  pomp  and  pride  shout  in  thine  adder'd  path. 
Till  thou  shalt  feel  and  sicken  at  their  hollowness — 
May  he  thou'st  wed,  be  kind  and  generous  to  thee 
Till  thy  wrung  heart,  stabb'd  by  his  noble  fondness, 
Writhe  in  detesting  consciousness  of  falsehood— ■ 
May  thy  babe^  smile  speak  daggers  to  tha 

mother 
Who  cannot  love  the  father  of  her  child,  . 
And  in  the  bright  blaze  of  the  festal  hall, 
When  vassals  kneel,  and  kindred  smile  around 

thee. 
May  ruin'd  Bertram's  pledge  hiss  in  thine  ear- 
Joy  to  the  proud  dame  of  St  Aldobrand — 
While  his  cold  corse  doth  bleach  beneath  her 

towers.  Maturin'a  Bertram, 

A  despot's  vengeance,  a  false  country's  curses. 
The  spurn  of  menials  whom  this  man  hath  fed— < 
In  my  heart's  steeled  pride  I  shook  them  ofi^ 
As  the  bay'd  lion  from  his  hurtless  hide 
Shakes  his  pursuers'  darts — across  their  path- 
One  dart  alone  took  aim — ^thy  hand  did  barb  it 

Maiurin'8  Bertram, 
O  wretched  is  the  dame,  to  whom  the  sound 
**  Your  lord  will  soon  return"  no  pleasure  brings. 

MaturnCs  Bertram, 

Another  daughter  dries  a  fkther's  tears ; 
Another  sister  claims  a  brother's  love ; 
An  injured  husband  hath  no  other  wife. 
Save  her  who  wrought  him  shame. 

Maturin't  Bertram, 
Thou  must  live  amid  a  hissing  world, 
A  thing  that  mothers  warn  their  daughters  from, 
A  thing  the  menials  that  do  tend  thee  scorn, 
Whom,  when  the  good  do  name,  they  tell  their 

beads. 
And  when  the  wicked  think  of  they  do  triumph : 
Canst  thou  encounter  this  7 

JtffffttHn's  Bertram, 
Yet  do  not  my  fbOy  reprove : 
She  was  &ir — and  my  passion  begun ; 
She  smil'd  —  and  I  could  not  bat  love ; 
She  is  fiiithless  —  and  I  am  undone. 

Shen9tcne*8  Dieappotnanetu 
Can  I  again  that  fbnn  caress, 
Or  on  that  Up  in  rapture  twine  7 
No,  no !  the  lip  that  all  may  press 

ShaU  nsrvsr  more  be  press'd  by  mine 

Ifsersu 
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O  gUdtd  cone ! 
More  fair  than  roay  mora  when  firrt  flbe  aulet 
0*cr  the  dew-brightenM  ▼erdiue  of  the  •prinf ! 
Bat  more  deceitful,  tyrannoiu,  and  ibO* 
Than  syrena,  tempeeta»  and  devoQriAg  fimma»  I 


But  they  who  have  lov*d  the  fondest,  the  pnretft, 

Too  often  have  wept  o*er  the  dream  they  heliev'd ; 

And  the  heart  that  haa  domherM  in  friendahip 

securest. 

Is  happy  indeed,  if  *twas  never  deceived. 

Aoore. 

Oh !  colder  than  tie  wind  that  freezes 
Foants  that  but  now  in  sunshine  play*d, 
Is  that  congrealin^  ?^^g  which  seizes  / 

The  trusting  bosom  when  betray*d. 

JIfoore's  LaUa  RoM. 

But  nO|  no,  no — &rewel]  — we  part. 
Sever  to  meet,  no,  never,  never— 
Oh  w<»man !  what  a  mind  and  heart 
Thy  coldness  has  undone  for  ever 


Xoon, 


Friend  of  my  soul  this  goblet  dp, 

"Twin  chase  that  pensive  tear; 

'T  is  not  BO  sweet  as  woman*s  lip, 

But  oh !  *tis  more  sincere. 

Like  her  delusive  beam, 

*TwiIl  steal  away  the  mind : 

But,  like  afiection's  dream. 

It  leaves  no  sting  behind! 

Come  twine  the  wreath,  thy  brows  to  riiadei 

Hiese  flowers  were  cullM  at  noon ; 

Like  woman's  love,  the  rose  will  fade. 

But,  ah !  not  half  so  soon ! 

For  though  the  flow*r's  decayed, 

Iti  fragrance  is  not  o*er; 

But  once  when  love*s  betrayed. 

The  heart  can  bloom  no  more! 


jMorCi 


Take  back  the  sigh  thy  lips  of  ait 
In  passion's  moment  breath'd  to  me  | 
Yet,  no — it  must  not,  will  not  part, 
^is  now  the  life-breath  of  my  heart, 
And  has  become  too  pure  for  thee ! 
Take  back  the  kiss,  that  faithless  sigh 
With  all  the  warmth  of  troth  imprest; 
Yet,  no— ? the  falsi  kiss  may  lie. 
Upon  thy  lips  its  sweets  would  die, 
Or  bloom  to  make  a  rival  blest ! 
Take  bac>  the  vows  that,  night  and  day. 
My  heart  receivM,  I  thought,  firom  thine; 
Yel,  ro — allow  them  still  to  stay, 
They  might  some  other  heart  betmy, 
^  sweetly  as  ikey  've  ruinM  mine  I 


^a,  false  to  hcKfvn  and  me ! 

Your  very  tears  aie  treachery. 

J 

Who  that  foeb  what  love  is  ber«. 

All  ite  falsehoods— aU  ite  pun. 

Would,  for  ef  n  E^ysiuffl's  sphere, 

Risk  the  fiit&l  dream againT 

Who,  that  'midst  a  deseH^  he«t 

Sees  the  waters  &de  away. 

Would  not  rather  die  than  meet 

Streams  again  as  folse  as  they  T 

Irsorv's  LaUm  Roakk 

Though  my  many  feulti  dcfkc'd  me, 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found. 

Than  the  one  which  once  embrac'd  me. 

To  inflict  a  cureless  woond. 

Byron'M  Etre  Hue  iseflL 

Thsna  art  fickle  as  the  sea,  thoa  art  wandering  as 

the  wind. 
And  the  restless,  ever-moimting  flame  is  not  more 

hard  to  bind. 
If  the  tears  I  shed  were  tongues,  yet  all  too  few 

would  be 
To  tell  of  all  the  treacfa«ry  that  tbo«  ha«t  shown 

Jo  me. 
Bnt  it  wearies  me,  mine  enemy,  that  i  mnst  wvep, 

and  bear 
What  fills  thy  hMft  with  triumph,  and  fills  my  own 

with  care. 
T  was  the  doubt  that  thou  wert  folse,  that  wrong 

mj  heart  with  pain ; 
But  now  I  know  thy  perfidy,  I  shall  be  well  again : 
I  would  procfadm  thee  as  thou  art,  but  every  maiden 

knows 
That  she  who  chides  her  lover,  forgives  him  ere 

he  goes.  Bfyami'e  Peemt. 

For  could  I  win  a  seraph's  smile, 
To  light  me  through  this  weary  earth, 

*T  would  tire  me  in  the  briefest  v^ile ; 
For,  lady,  (is  it  very  wrong  ?) 
We  iaie  you  uhen  you  hoe  teo  long, 

wm$. 

My  love  was  centred  all  in  thee; 

With  thought  of  thee  my  every  hope  was  blended ; 
But,  as  the  shadows  ilit  along  the  sea. 

My  dreams  have  vanish'd,  and  my  vision  ended : 
And  when  thy  lover  leads  thee  to  flie  akar. 
My  oheek  shall  never  blaaoh,  nor  my  voioe  falter. 


INGRATITUDE. 

Ingratitude !  thoo  marble-hearted  fiend. 

More  hideous,  when  thoo  show*st  thee  In  a  dold. 

Than  the  sea-monster ! 


I  hate  ingratitude  more  m  a  man 
Fhnn  lying,  vainness,  babblin|^  drnnkennefls, 
Or  any  taint  of  vice,  whose  strongf  comiptioii 
Inhabits  oar  fimU  blood. 

Filial  ingratitude ! 

If  it  not  as  this  month  should  tear  this  hand 

For  Ming  (bod  to  *t 

Skakt,  Lear. 

We  *11  no  more  meet,  no  more  see  one  another : — 
Alt  yet  thou  art  my  flesh,  my  blood,  my  daughter. 
Or  rather,  a  disease  that  *s  in  my  fle^h, 
Which  I  must  needs  eall  mine ;  thou  art  a  boil, 
A  plaguc-sore,  or  imbossed  carbuncle, 
In  my  corrupted  blood :  but  I  *I1  not  chide  thee. 

SnaKM,  LtOT* 

This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all : 

For  when  the  noble  Oesar  saw  him  stab. 

Ingratitude,  more  strong  than  traitor's  arms, 

Qnifce  vanquish'd  him:   then   burst  his  mighty 

heart; 

And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  fhce, 

Even  at  the  base  of  Pompey*s  statue. 

Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Cesar  ifelL 

Shaks.  JuUuB  Camr, 

Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wind^ 

Tboo  art  not  so  unkind 

As  man*s  ingratitude ; 

Thj  tooth  is  not  so  keen. 

Because  thou  art  not  seen, 

Atehottgh  thy  breath  be  rude. 

Shakg.  AsymUkaU, 

Why  this 
Is  the  world'b  soul ;  and  just  of  the  same  piece 
Is  every  flatterer's  spirit    Who  can  call  him 
His  6iend,  that  dips  in  the  same  jdiah  7  for,  in 
My  knowing,  Timon  hath  been  this  lord's  fiither, 
And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purse ; 
Sopported  his  estate ;  nay,  Timon's  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages ;  he  ne'er  drinks, 
But  Timon's  silver  treads  upon  his  lip ; 
And  yet  (O  see  the  monstrousness  of  roan 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  shape) 

He  does  deny  him. 

8hak§.  Thnon  of  Athen$. 

I  am  rapt,  and  cannot 

Cover  the  monstrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 

With  any  «ize  of  words ! 

ShakM,  Tmon  (fAthent. 

1  have  kept  back  their  ibes. 

While  they  have  told  their  money,  and  let  out 

llieir  coin  upon  large  interest ;  I  mysel( 

Biehoaly  in  large  hurts: — AUthoM,  for  tU<T 

Is  this  the  balsam,  that  the  usuring  senate 

Pour  into  captains*  wounds. 

Skak9.  nnanefAiUm, 


She  hatii  tied 
Sbarp-tooth'd  unkindnesa,  like  a  vulture,  here. 

Shak$.  King  Lear, 

If  she  must  teem. 

Create  her  child  of  spleen,  that  it  may  live, 

And  be  a  thvrart  disnatur'd  torment  to  her ! 

Iiot  it  stamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth ; 

With  cadent  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks  * 

Turn  all  her  mother's  pains,  and  benefits. 

To  laughter  and  contempt ;  that  she  may  feel 

How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is, 

To  have  a  thankless  child. 

Shaks.  King  Lear 

Not  a  man  would  speak  •^-> 
Nor  I  (ungracious)  speak  unto  myself 
For  him,  poor  souL-^The  proudest  of  you  all 
Have  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  life : 
Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  ibr  his  life. 

Shakt.  Richard  III, 

0  villains,  vipers,  damn'd  without  redemption ; 
Dogs,  edsily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man ; 
Snakes  in  ray  heart-Uood  warm'd  that  sting  my 

heart ; 
Three  Judases,  each  one  thrice  worse  than  Judas  \ 

Shaks,  King  Richard  IL 

Pr'jrthee,  lead  me  in : 
There  take  an  inventory  of  all  1  have. 
To  the  last  penny ;  *t  is  the  king's ;  my  robe. 
And  my  integrity  to  heaven,  is  all 

1  dare  now  call  my  own.    O  Cromwell,  Cromwell, 
Had  I  but  serv'd  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 

I  serv'd  my  king,  he  would  not  in  mine  ago 
Have  left  me  naked  to  niine  enemies ! 

Shaka.  Henry  VIIL 

For  vicious  natures,  when  they  once  begin 
To  take  distaste,  and  purpose  no  requital ; 
The  greater  debt  they  owe,  the  more  they  hate. 

May*9  Agrippina 
Ingratitude  is  a  monster  — 
To  be  strangled  in  the  birth;  not  to  be  cherish'd. 

Maseinger 

He  that  doth  public  good  fer  moltitades, 
Finds  few  are  truly  gratefuL 

Jtfiarstoii's  Sophomeba 

I  could  stand  upright 

Against  the  tyranny  of  age  and  fortune ; 

But  the  sad  weight  of  sudi  ingratitude 

Will  crush  me  into  earth. 

Denham  s  Sopk^ 

All  should  miite  to  poniah  the  ungrateful : 
Ingratitude  is  treasoa  to  mankiod. 

Thomeon^e  Cortalawaa 

He  that  *s  ungrttefbl,  ha*  no  guilt  but  one ; 
All  other  crimes  may  pass  for  virtues  m  nim. 

YmgoffaBuaina 


264 


INJURY- INN. 


1  aerved  thee  fifteen  hard  campaigm, 
Aiid  pitchM  thy  standards  in  these  fbrei^  fields ; 
By  lae  thy  grcatncsa  grew ;  thy  yean  i^rc  w  with  it ; 
But  thy  ingratitude  out-grew  them  both. 

DrydeiCs  Den  Seboitiim, 

The  wretch  whom  gratitude  ooca  iaila  to  bind. 
To  truth  or  honour  let  him  lay  no  claim ; 
But  stand  confessed  the  brute  disguised  in  man. 

FrowiW^  PhUata$. 
If  there  be  a  crime 
Of  deeper  dye  than  all  the  guilty  train 
Of  human  vices,  H  is  ingratitude. 

Brooke'^  Earl  tf  Wartokk, 

Will  ye  not  take  the  blessings  given, 

Tlic  priceless  boon  of  ruddy  health. 
The  sleep  unbroken,  peace  unriven. 

The  cup  of  joy,  the  mine  of  wealth—- 
Will  yc  not  take  them  all,  and  yet 

Walk  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave, 
Enjoying,  boasting,  and  fi>rget 

To  thank  the  gracious  God  who  gave  ? 

EUza  Cooft  Poenu. 


INJURIES. 

If  light  wrongs  touch  me  not, 
No  more  shall  great ;  if  not  a  few,  not  many : 
Tlierc  's  nought  so  sacred  with  us,  but  may  find 
A  sacrilegious  person ;  yet  the  thing  is 
No  less  divine,  'cause  the  profane  can  reach  it 

JomoiCb  New  IfUL 
Not  fortune's  self^ 
When  she  encounters  virtue,  but  comes  off 
Ik)th  lame  and  less.    Why  should  a  wise  man  then 
Confess  himself  the  weaker  by  the  feeling 
Of  a  fool's  wrong?    There  may  an  injory 
Be  meant  me  ;  I  may  choose,  if  I  will  take  it : 
But  we  are  now  come  to  that  delicacy 
And  tendert.'^iis  of  sense,  we  think  an  insolence 
Worse  than  injury ;  base  words  worse  than  deeds: 
We  are  not  so  much  troubled  with  the  wrong, 
As  with  tlie  opinion  of  the  wrong :  like  children, 
We  are  made  afraid  with  vizards.    Such  poor 

sonnds 
As  is  the  lie,  or  common  words  of  spite, 
Wise  laws  thought  never  worthy  of  revenge ; 
And  'tis  the  narrowness  of  human  nature, 
Our  poverty  and  beggary  of  spirit. 
To  take  exception  at  these  things.    He  laugh'd 

at  me! 
ITe  broke  a  jest  I  a  third  took  place  of  me ! 
ITow  most  ridiculous  quarrels  are  aU  these  7 
Noted  of  a  queasy,  and  sick  stomach,  labouring 
Witli  want  of  a  true  injury !  the  main  part 
t  )f  the  wrong,  is  our  vice  of  taking  it ! 

JoRson's  New  ifui.  | 


They  that  do  pull  down  churches,  and  de&oe 

The  holiest  altars,  cannot  hurt  the  Godhead. 

A  calm  wise  man  may  show  as  much  true  valout. 

Amidst  these  popular  provocations, 

As  can  an  able  captain  show  security, 

By  his  brave  conduct  through  an  enemy's  country. 

A  wise  man  never  goes  the  people's  way ; 

But  as  the  planets  still  move  contrary 

To  the  world's  motion ;  so  doth  he  to  opinion : 

He  will  examine  if  those  accidents 

Which  oommon  fame  calls  injuries,  happen  to  him 

Deservedly  or  no  7    Come  they  deservedly  7 

They  are  no  wrongs  then;  but  punishments: 

If  undeservedly,  and  be  not  guilty  7 

The  doer  of  them  first  should  blush — not  he. 

Jonson's  New  Itm» 

The  ptuposo  of  an  injury  ;-^ 'tis  to  vex 
And  trouble  me :  now  nothing  can  do  that 
To  him  that's  truly  valiant     He  that  is  affected 
Witb  the  least  injury,  is  less  than  it 

JontotCt  New  Inn, 

For  evils  which  are  'gainst  another  done. 
Repentance  makes  no  satisfiiction 
To  Itim  that  feebi  the  smart 

Wilkitu's  Miseriee  of  Enforced  Marriage 

I  have  learn'd  to  endure,  I  have,  hugg'd  my  des- 
pair, 
I  scourge  back  the  madness  that  else  would 
invade ; 
On  my  brain  falls  the  drop  after  drop,  yet  I  bear 
Lest  thou  should'st  discover  the  wreck  tboa 
hast  made.  Mrs.  K  Oaka  Smith, 


INN. 


Whoe'er  has  travcll'd  life's  dull  round. 

Where'er  his  stages  may  have  been. 

May  sigh  to  think  he  still  has  fbimd 

The  warmest  welcome  at  an  inn. 

ShetulffM, 

The  white- wash'd  wall,  the  nicely  sanded  floor, 
The  vamish'd  clock  that  click'd  behind  the  door; 
The  chest  contriv'd  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
A  bed  by  night,  and  chest  of  drawers  by  day ; 
The  pictures  plac'd  &r  ornament  and  use. 
The  twelve  good  rules,  th» royal  game  of  goose, 
The  hearth,  except  when  winter  chill'd  the  day, 
With  aspen  boughs,  and  flowers,  and  fennel  gay; 
With  broken  teacups,  wisely  kejA  £>r  show, 
Rang'd  o'er  the  chimney,  glisten'd  in  a  row. 

GotdtmUK'a  DeaerUd  Fi%«L 

Where  viUage  ttatemen  talk'd  with  looks  pnv 

found. 
And  news  much  older  than  their  ale  went  round. 

GMimUh*9  Deterted  VUhge 


INNOCENCE. 
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Book  of  poets  dead  and  gone. 
What  eljaium  Jiave  je  known, 
Happy  field  or  mossy  cavern. 
Choicer  than  the  Mermaid  Tavern  7 


JSTeotf. 


INNOCENCE. 

What  I  did  I  did  in  honoar, 
Led  hy  the  impartial  conduct  of  my  soul ; 
And  never  shaU  yoa  see  that  I  will  beg. 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  &il  me. 

ShakM,  King  Hemy  IV. 
li  touches  us  not:  let  the  ^all'd  jade 
Winoe,  our  withers  are  unwrung. 

Shaks,  OtmUt. 
My  lords,  I  care  not,  (so  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number,)  if  my  actions 
Were  tried  by  every  tongfue,  every  eye  saw  them. 
Envy  and  base  opinion  set  against  them. 
To  know  my  liie  so  even. 

Shakt.  Henry  VII J. 
I  humbly  thank  your  highness : 
And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occasion 
Most  thoroughly  to  be  winnowM  where  my  chaff 
And  com  shall  fly  asunder :  for  I  know. 
There's  none    stands    under  more  calumnious 

tongues^ 
Than  I  myself  poor  man. 

Shak$,  Henry  VIIL 
I  have  mark*d 
A  thousand  blushing  apparitions  start 
Into  her  &ce ;  a  thousand  innoeent  shames 
In  angel  whiteness  bear  away  those  blushes ; 
I     And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appear*d  a  fire. 
To  bum  the  errors  that  these  princes  hold 
Against  her  maiden  truth. 

Shaki,  Much  ado  about  Nothing, 
We  were  as  twin'd  Iambs,  that  did  frisk  i'  the  sun. 
And  bleat  the  one  at  the  other :  what  we  chang'd 
Was  innocence  for  innocence ;  we  knew  not 
The  doctrine  of  ill^oing,  no,  nor  dream*d 
That  any  did. 

Skako.  WinUi^9  Tale, 
Innocence  shall  make 
False  accQsation  bhnh,  and  tyraony 
IVemUe  at  patienee. 

Skak$.  WmUr'a  Tale. 
A  jart  man  cannot  foar ; 
Not,  thoogfa  the  malice  of  traducing  tongues, 
The  open  vastness  of  a  tyrant's  ear. 
The  senseless  rigour  of  the  wrested  laws. 
Or  the  red  eyes  of  strain'd  authority, 
ShoiUd  in  a  point  meet  all,  to  take  his  lifo; 
innocency  is  aruKxir  'gainst  all  these. 

Jofison't  Pocfosfer. 


0  innocence,  the  sacred  amulet 
'Gamst  all  the  poisons  of  infirmity. 
Of  all  misfortunes,  injury  and  death ! 
lliat  makes  a  man  in  tune  still  in  himself; 
Free  firom  the  hell  to  be  his  own  accuser. 
Ever  in  quiet,  endless  joys  enjoying ; 

No  strife,  nor  no  sedition  in  his  powers ; 
No  motion  in  his  will  against  his  reason ; 
No  thought  'gainst  thought — 
But  all  parts  in  him  friendly  and  secure. 
Fruitfiil  of  all  best  things  in  all  worst  seasons, 
He  can  with  ev'ry  wish  be  in  their  plenty ; 
When  the  infoctious  guilt  of  one  foul  crime 
Destroys  the  free  content  of  all  our  time. 

Chapman^M  Byron'e  Conspiracy.    Part  I 

1  hope  no  other  hope ;  who  bears  a  spotless  breast. 
Doth  want  no  comfort  else,  howe'er  distrest 

Daubome*e  Poor  Man'e  Comfort 

How  the  innocent, ' 
As  in  a  gentle  slumber,  pass  away ! 
But  to  cut  off  the  knotty  thread  of  lifo 
In  guilty  men,  must  force  stern  Atrbpoe 
To  use  her  sharp  knifo  often. 

Maeeimger* 

All  your  attempts 
Shan  fan  en  me,  like  brittle  shafts  on  armour, 
lliat  break  themselves ;  or  like  waves  against  a 

rock,  ' 
That  leave  no  sign  of  their  ridiculous  fury 
But  foam  and  splinters :  my  innocence  like  these 
ShaU  stand  triumphant,  and  your  malice  serve 
But  for  a  trumpet  to  proclaim  my  conquest ; 
Nor  shaU  you,  though  you  do  the  worst  fate  can, 
Howe'er  condemn,  affright  an  honest  man. 

Maeemger  and  Fiddle  Fatal  Dowry. 

Innocence  unmov'd 
At  a  folse  accusation,  doth  the  more 
Confirm  itnlf ;  and  guilt  is  best  disoover'd 
hj  its  own  foars. 

NaWe  Bride 

Misfortune  may  benight  the  wicked ;  she 
Who  knows  no  guilt,  can  sink  beneath  no  fear. 

HahbingimCe  Quten  of  Arragm, 
*Tis  modesty  in  sin  to  practise  ev'ry 
Disguise  to  hide  it  firom  the  world : 
But  creatures  free  from  guilt  affect  the  sun, 
And  hate  the  dark,  because  it  hides  their  inno 
cence. 

Sir  W.  DaoenanCe  Cruel  Brotkm 

Since  stiU  my  duty  did  my  actions  steer, 
I  'U  not  diagoise  my  innocence  by  foar ; 
Lest  I  the  saving  at  my  life  repent : 
I  'U  rather  bear,  than  merit  punishment 

£arl  f^  Orrery's  Mvttapna 
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I  *]]  rather  to  a  punishment  rabmit, 
Than  to  the  guilt  of  what  may  merit  it 

Barl  of  Orrery' »  Tr^phmu 

Heaven  may  awhile  correct  the  virtuous. 
Yet  it  will  wipe  their  ejea  a^in,  and  make 
Their  faces  whiter  with  their  tears.    Innocence 
ConcealM  is  the  stoPn  pleasure  of  the  gods, 
Which  never  ends  in  shame,  as  that  of  men 
Doth  oftentimes  do ;  but  like  the  sun  breaks  forth. 
When  it  hath  gratified  another  world ; 
And  to  our  unexpccting  eyes  appears 
More  glorious  through  its  late  obscurity. 

John  FouTttain's  Reunude  of  Yittuie, 

So  pray'd  they  innocent,  and  to  their  thoughts 
Firm  peace  recovered  soon  and  wonted  culm. 

Jlfifton*s  Faradiio  LotL 
Only  add 
Deeds  to  thy  knowledge  answerable,  add  fiith. 
Add  virtue,  patience,  temperance,  add  love, 
By  name  to  come  callM  charity,  the  soul 
Of  an  the  rest ;  then  wilt  thou  not  be  loath 
To  leave  tliid  paradise,  but  shalt  possess 
A  paradise  witlun  thee,  happier  fiur. 

M*itoni*o  Paradioe  Lmi. 

There  is  no  courage  but  m  innocence ; 
No  constancy,  but  in  an  honest  cause. 

Sofglhem*9  FaU  ofdipua, 
I  am  armM  with  innocence. 
Less  penetrable  than  the  sted-ribb^d  coats 
That  harness  round  tiiy  warriors. 

Madden^  T^hemiotoclet. 
Affainnt  the  head  which  innocence  secures, 
Insidious  malice  aims  her  darts ^n  vain; 
Turn'd  backwards  by  the  powVful  breath  of  faeav*n. 

Dr.  JioAnson's  Irene. 

Her  manners  by  the  world  refined. 

Left  all  the  taint  of  modish  vice  behind. 

And  made  each  charm  of  poIishM  courts  agree 

With  candid  truth*s  simplicity, 

And  uncorrupted  innocence. 

Lytiletom. 
The  bloom  of  opening  flowers*  unsuIlLcd  beauty, 
Soflncss,  and  sweetest  innocence  she  wears. 
And  looks  like  nature  in  the  world's  first  spring. 

Rofoe, 
I  *ve  sometimes  griev'd, 
Tliat  one  so  form'd  in  mind  and  charms  to  grace 
The  brightest  scenes  of  life,  shodd  have  her  seat 
In  the  shadow  of  a  cloud ;  and  yet  *tis  weakness. 
Tlie  angels  watch  the  good  and  innocent, 
Kud  where  they  gaie  it  must  be  iHoifousi, 

ilfrt.  JHIM$  Ormond  Of^onenor. 
Hope  mav  sustain,  and  innocence  impart 
Her  swee^  specific  to  the  fbariess  heart 

Spttgue*$  Poemt, 


Innocent  maid,  and  snow«white  flower, 

Well  are  ye  pairMin  your  opening  hoar; 

Thus  should  the  pure  and  lovely  meet, 

Stainless  with  stainless,  and  sweet  with  sweet 

Throw  it  aside  in  thy  weary  hour ; 

Throw  to  the  ground  the  fair  white  flower ; 

Yet  as  thy  smiling  years  depart. 

Keep  that  white  and  innocent  heart 

BrynL 

INSTINCT. 

Let  the  Voices 

Plough  Rome  and  harrow  Italy ;  I  'H  never 

Be  such  a  gostUng  to  obey  instinct :  but  stand, 

As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himself 

And  knew  no  other  kin. 

ShakM.€t 


Ten  me  why  the  ant, 
*Midst  summer's  plenty,  thinks  of  winter's  want, 
By  constent  journeys  carefbl  to  prepare 
Her  stores ;  and  bring  home  the  corny  ear; 
By  what  instruotion  does  site  bite  the  grain, 
Lest  hid  in  earth,  and  taking  root  agun, 
It  might  elude  the  fi)resight  cf  her  caret 
Distinct  in  either  insecte'  deed  appear 
The  marks  of  thought,  contrivance,  hope,  and  fear. 

Prim'i  Solomi^ 

Evil  like  ha  they  shun,  and  covet  good ; 
Abhor  the  poison,  and  receive  the  food. 
Like  us  they  love  or  hate ;  like  us  they  know 
To  joy  the  friend,  or  grapple  with  the  foe. 
With  seeming  thought  their  action  they  intend  t 
And  use  the  means  proportionM  to  the  end; 
Then  vainly  the  philosopher  avers 
Tliat  reason  guides  our  deeds,  and  instinct  thdra 
How  can  we  justly  diffi*rent  causes  frame. 
When  the  effccto  entirely  are  the  same? 
Instinct  and  reason  how  can  we  divide  7 
"T  is  the  fbol's  ignorance,  and  the  pedant's  pride. 

Priar'»  Sabei^ 

Say,  where'  full  instinct  is  the  unerring  gmds, 

What  hope  or  council  can  they  need  beside  7 

Reason,  however  able,  cool  at  baeti 

Carei  not  for  service,  or  btf  serves  when  pndt 

Stays  till  we  call,  and  then  not  often  near; 

But  fanrast  instmet  oomes  a  volunteer; 

Sun  never  to  o'enhoot,  bat  jtist  to  hit; 

While  still  too  wide  er  short  Is  humia  wit 

Piff' 

Hie  meaner  creatures  never  fbel  control, 
By  glowing  instinct  guided  to  the  goal ; 
Each  sense  is  fbd,  each  faculty  cmploy'd,— 
And  all  their  record  itf — a  life  enjoy'd. 
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Rfeawm  raise  o*er  inttinct  as  yoa  oan« 
[b  this  *tiB  God  directf,  in  that  *tia  man. 

Tiie  meaner  tribe  the  cominff  ftorm  ibreeeee, 
k  the  still  calm  the  bird  divines  the  breeze ; 
The  ox  that  grazes,  shun«  the  poiscu  weed ; 
The  onseen  ti^r  fVighta  afiir  the  steed ; 
To  man  alone  no  kind  fbteho^sag  shows 
The  latent  horror  or  tho  ambvnhM  files ; 
0*er  each  blind  moment  hangs  the  funeral  pall, — 
Heaven  shines,  earth  8mUesT--and  night  dcBcends 
on  all  The  New  Timon. 


INSTRUCTION. 

He  is  a  good  divine,  that  follows  his 

Own  instructions ;  I  can  easier 

Teach  twenty  what  were  good  to  be  done,  than 

To  be  one  of  the  twenty  td  follow 

My  own  teaching :  The  brain  may  devise  lawi 

For  the  blood,  bat  a  hot  temper  leaps  o*er 

A  cdd  decree. 

5Adbt.  Mtrehard  nf  VemcM* 

Your  voice,  oor  mnsio  when  you  speak,  we  give 
To  those  who  teach  the  mjrsteries  above, 
lliat  their  persuaaion  we  may  soon  believe ; 
For  doctrine*  thrive,  when  we  our  teachers  tove. 

Sit  W,  DavaianL 

Laborious  ^iGU^  he  taught  the  early  mind. 
And  tirg'd  to  manners  meek  and  thoogbls  refinM ; 
Truth  he  impre8s*d,  and  every  virtue  praised ; 
While  infimt  eyes  in  wondering  circlea  ga2*d ; 
Hie  worth  of  time  would  day  by  day  uniold. 
And  tell  them  every  hour  was  made  of  gold. 

Ttmoihy  Dwghi, 

It  b  weD  to  take  hold  on  ocraaionsi  and  render  in- 
direct instruction; 

It  is  better  to  teach  i^Kin  a  system,  and  reap  the 
wisdom  of  booka, 

Tufper^B  Proeerbidl  PhUoiopki/, 

The  seeds  of  first  inetructioas  ore  dropp*d  into  the 
deepest  furrows. 

7VyyBr*s  Pravmrlrial  PUkt^. 


INTELLECT.— (See  Rkason.) 


INVENTION. 

Til'  invention  all  admir'd,  and  each,  iiow  he 

To  be  th'  iiiTentor  min^d;  so  easy  it  seem*d, 

Qnee  fbimd,  whicb  yet  wilband  most  would  have 

tfaoac^ht 

Impowible. 

iraton'a  ParadUB  LoiL 


All  the  inventions  that  the  world  contains, 

Were  not  by  reason  first  fiHmd  out,  nor  brains ; 

But  pass  fer  theirs  who  had  the  hick  to  light 

Upon  them  by  mistake  or  oversight. 

Buder. 

Invention  Ss  activity  of  mind,  as  ^e  is  air  in 

motion; 
A  sharpening  of  the  spiritnal  sight,  to  discern 

hidden  aptitudes. 

•    Tupper^t  PneerbittI  Philotophf 

The  eye  cannot  make  light,  nor  the  mind  spirit ; 

Hierefiire  it  is  wise  in  man  to  name  all  novelty 

invention. 

Tiigper*$  PnveHrial  PhUo9ophy, 


IRRESOLUTION. 

Oor  doubts  are  traitors. 

And  make  us  kse  the  good  we  uft  might  win, 

By  ftaring  to  attempL 

ShakB,  Mea»for  Mea, 

That  we  would  do^  > 

We  should  do  whfen  we  would;  Sx  this  wndd 

changes. 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many 
As  there  are  .tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents; 
And  then  this  should  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh, 
ThrtlnirUbyeuuv.  Sliak^  Hamlet 

Now  whether  it  be 
Beastial  oblivion,  or  some  craven  scruple 
Of  thinking  too  preoisely  on  the  event— 
A  thoQght,  which,  quaiter'd,  hath  but  one  part 

wisdom. 
And,  ever,  three  party  coward— I  do  not  know 
Why  yet  I  live  to  say— 'this  thing's  te  da 

Shake.  HamkL 

like  a  man  to  double  business  boond, 
I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin. 

And  both  neglect 

Shakt.  HmnUt 
I  am  a  heavy  stone* 

RollM  up  a  hill  by  a  weak  child :  I  move 
A  little  up,  and  tumUe  back  again. 

W.  Rider^e 


ITALY. 

How  has  kind  heaven  adomM  the  happy  land, 
And  scattsrM  blessings  inth  a  wastefiU  hand  I 
Bi|t  wliat  avail  her  insihsusted  stores^ 
Her  bloomy  mountains*  and  her  sunny  shores, 
With  an  the  gifts  that  heaven  and  earth  impart, 
The  smiles  of  nature^  and  the  charms  of  art, 
While  proud  oppression  in  her  vaDeys  reigns, 
And  ^anny  osorps  her  happy  plains  7 

Adduoni  Ital;^. 
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JAIL-JEALOUSY. 


Far  to  the  nghty  where  Apennine  ascendii 
Bright  as  the  sammer,  Italy  extends ; 
Its  uplands  sloping  deck  the  mountain's  sidei 
Woods  over  woods  in  gay  theatric  pride ; 
While  oft  some  temple's  moold'rtng  tops  between, 
With  venerable  grandeur  mark  the  scene. 
Could  nature's  bounty  satisfy  the  breast^ 
The  sons  of  Italy  were  surdy  blest 
Whatever  fruits  in  different  climes  were  found ; 
That  proudly  rise,  or  humbly  court  the  ground ; 
Whatever  blooms  in  torrid  tracts  appear, 
Whose  bright  succession  decks  the  varied  year; 
%yhatcvcr  sweets  salute  the  northern  sky 
With  vernal  lives,  that  blossom  but  to  die ; 
These  here  disporting  own  the  kindred  soil. 
Nor  ask  luxuriance  from  the  planter's  toil ; 
With  sea-born  gales  their  gelid  wings  expand 
To  winnow  fragrance  round  the  smiling  land. 

Goldnnitk's  TnveUer, 

The  promis'd  land 

Lies  at  my  feet  in  aU  its  loveliness !    . 

To  him  who  starts  up  from  a  troubled  dream. 

And  lo,  tlie  sim  is  shining,  and  the  lark 

Singing  aloud  for  joy,  to  him  is  not 

Such  sudden  ravishment  as  now  I  feel 

At  the  first  glimpses  of  fku  Italy. 

Rogen^$  lialy, 

Italia !  O  Italia !  thou  who  hast 

The  fiital  gift  of  beauty,  which  became 

A  funeral  dower  of  present  woes  and  past. 

On  thy  sweet  brow  is  sorrow  plough'd  by  shame, 

And  annals  graved  in  characters  of  flame. 

Bynrn'M  ChUtU  Hanid. 

Fair  Italy! 
Thou  art  the  garden  of  the  worid,  the  home 
Of  all  Art  yields,  and  Nature  can  decree, 
Even  in  thy  desert,  what  is  like  to  thee  7 
Thy  very  weeds  are  beautiful,  thy  waste 
More  rich  than  other  climes*  fertility ; 
Thy  wreck  a  glory,  and  thy  ruin  graced 
With  an  immaculate  charm  which  cannot  be 
defaced.  ByrotCM  ChUde  Harold, 

Oh,  flome !  my  country !  city  of  the  soul  I 
7*he  orphans  of  the  heart  must  turn  to  thee, 
Lone  mother  of  dead  empires !  and  control 
In  their  shut  breasts  their  petty  misery. 
Wliat  are  our  woes  and  sufferance  7  Come  and  see 
The  cypress,  liear  the  owl,  and  plod  your^way 
0*er  steps  of  broken  thrones  amf.  temples,  ye ! 
Whose  agonies'are  evils  of  a  day— 
A  world  is  at  onr  feet  as  fhigile  as  our  clay. 

Byron't  CkOde  HarwUL 

Italy! — tiie  grave 

And  resurrection  of  the  slave. 

BaOey's 


Soft  slues  of  Italy!  how  richly  drcst 
Smile  the  wild  scenes  in  your  purpurea!  glowf 
What  glorious  hues  reflected  from  the  west 
Float  o'er  the  mountains  of  eternal  snow ! 

Mn.JImam. 

Thespiritof  my  land! 
It  visits  me  once  more !— though  I  must  die 
Far  from  the  myrtles  which  thy  breeie  has  fenn'd, 

My  own  bright  Italy ! 

Oh !  that  loves  quenchless  power 

Might  wafl  my  vvuce  to  AD  thy  summer  sky. 

And  through  thy  graves  its  dying  music  shower, 

Italy!  Italy! 

Jf ft.  Hemam», 

The  skies  of  radiant  Italy ! 

Oh !  they  are  deeply  blue ; 
And  nothing  save  their  kindred  waves. 

Can  match  their  sapphire  hue. 

Lady  Flora  Hatta^ 

The  songs  of  tuneful  Italy ! 

They  wake  within  the  heart, 
Those  visions  of  the  olden  time 

Which  wiU  not  thence  depart 

Lady  Flora  ffa$ting$. 

The  tombs  of  holy  Italy  * 

The  earth  where  heroes  trod ; 

Where  sainted  martyrs  glorified 

In  death  th'  Incarnate  God ! 

Where  sJI  is  bright,  and  pure,  and  calm. 

On  earth,  in  air  and  sea : 

Oh  Italy !  amongst  thy  tombs, 

Hast  thou  no  place  for  me  7 

Lady  Flora  HaaHngi, 

We  came  to  Italy.    I  feh 

A  yearning  for  its  sunny  sky; 
My  very  spirit  seem'd  to  melt 

As  swept  its  first  warm  breezes  by. 
fVom  lip  and  cheek  a  chilling  mist. 

From  life  and  soul  a  frozen  rime. 
By  every  breath  seem'd  sofUy  kiss'd — 

God's  Messing  on  its  radiant  dime  ! 

Wmo*9  Pi 
A  cahn  and  lovely  paradise 

Is  Italy,  for  minds  at  ease ; 
The  sadness  of  its  sunny  skies 

Weighs  not  upon  the  lives  of  these. 

WOKs's 


JAflL — (See .  Prison.) 


JEALOUSY. 

The  venom  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman 
P(Usoo  more  deadly  than  a  mad  dog's  tooCh. 

AMf.  Comedy  9f  Errmi 


JEALOUSY. 
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fool  jealousy !  that  tumest  loye  divine 
To  jo/Icss  dread,  and  mak'rt  tho  loTinfr  heart 
With  hatefhl  thoufrhte  to  kng^h  and  to  pine. 
And  feed  itself  with  set^consomini^  smart : 
Of  an  the  passions  in  the  mind  thou  vilest  art 

Spena^r^t  Fairy  Qumii. 

Yet  is  tliere  one  more  cursed  than  they  all* 
That  canker-worm,  tliat  monster,  jealousy, 
Winch  eats  the  hoart  and  ieeds  upon  the  gall, 
Turning  all  love's  delight  to  misery, 
Tliroagh  fear  of  losing  his  felicity. 
Ah,  Gods !  that  ever  je  that  monster  placed 
In  gentle  love,  that  all  his  joys  defaced ! 

SpeMtrU  Hymn  m  Honour  tf  Looe, 

He  hath  a  person,  and  a  smooth  dispose, 

To  be  sospected ;  fiamM  to  make  women  fUse. 

Shak$.  Othello. 
O,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealocBsy ; 
It  is  the  green-ey*d  monster  which  doth  mock 
Hie  meat  it  feeds  on ;  that  cuckold  lives  in  bliss. 
Who,  certain  of  hb  iate,  loves  not  his  wronger ; 
But,  0,  what  damned  minntes  tells  he  o*er, 
IVho  dotes,  yet  doubts ;  suspects,  yet  strongly  loves ! 

Shak$.  Oth^lo. 
Good  heaven,  die  souls  of  all  my  tribe  de&nd 
From  jealousy ! 

Shako,  Othdfo, 

T  is  not  to  make  me  jealous. 
To  lay — my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company. 
It  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays,  and' dances  well ; 
Wliere  virtoe  is,  these  are  more  virtuous : 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
llie  smallest  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt ; 
for  she  had  eyes,  and  chose  me :  no,  lago ; 
I  *n  see,  before  I  doubt ;  when  I  doubt,  prove ; 
And,  on  the  prooC  there  is  no  more  but  thi^« 
Away  at  once  with  love,  or  jealousy. 

Shako.  OiheOo, 

I^nk  to  your  wife ;  observe  her  well  with  Cassio ; 
Wear  your  eye  —  thus,  not  jealous  nor  secure : 
I  would  not  have  your  fVee  and  noble  nature, 
Odt  of  seli^bounty,  be  abusM ;  look  to  *L 

Shak$.  OtheOo, 

lluAk'st  tboo  I M  make  a  life  of  jealousy. 

To  foOow  sUll  the  changes  of  the  moon 

With  fresh  suspicions  7    No :  to  be  once  in  doubt, 

I> — once  to  )^  resolved. 

Shak$.OtheBo, 

What  sense  bad  I  of  her  stolen  hours  of  lust? 
I  law  it  not,  thoaght  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me : 
I  slept  the  next  night  well,  was  free  and  meny; 
I  finmd  not  Caaaio**  kiseos  on  her  lips: 
He  that  is  iobb*d,  not  wanting  what  is  stolen, 
Let  him  not  know  it,  and  he*s  not  rdbb*d  at  all 


Trifles,  light  as  air. 

Are,  to  the  jealous,  oonfirmatians  strong 

As  prooft  of  holy  writ 

Sltaht.  OtheHo 

Look  where  he  comes !  not  poppyt  nor  mandragorai 
Nor  all  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  world, 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  tiiat  sweet  sleep 

Which  thoa  ow*dat  yesterday. 

Shako.  Othetto. 

O  now,  for  ever 
Farewell  tlie  tranquil  mind!  farewell  content! 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars, 
That  make  ambition  virtue !  O,  farewell  f 
Farewell  the  neighing  steed,  and  the  shrill  trumps 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife. 
The  royal  banner ;  and  all  quality,  • 
Pride,  pomp,  and  circumstance  of  glorious  war ! 
And  O,  you  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats 
The  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counterfeit. 
Farewell !  Othello's  occupation's  gone ! 

Shako.  Oikenc 

If  thoa  dost  slander  her,  and  torture  me. 

Never  pray  more :  abandon  all  remorse ; 

On  horror's  head,  horrors  accumulate :  • 

Do  deeds  to  make  heaven  weep,  all  earth  amaz'd. 

For  nothing  canst  thou  to  damnation  add. 

Greater  than  that 

Shakt.  OihiiUo, 

I  think  my  wifb  be  honest,  and  think  she  is  not : 

I  think  thoa  art  just,  and  think  thou  art  not : 

1 11  have-  some  proof:  her  name,  that  was  as  fVesh 

As  Dian's  visage,  is  now  begrim'd  and  black 

As  mine  own  &ce. — ^If  there  be  cords,  or  knlvesi 

Poison,  or  fire,  or  suffocating  streams, 

I  'U  not  endure  it — ^Would  I  were  satisfied ! 

Shak$,  OiheUa, 

An  my  fond  love  thus  do  I  blow  to  heaven : 

'Tisgone.-^ 

Arise,  Uack  vengeance,  fhim  thy  hollow  cell ! 

Yield  up^  O  love,  thy  crown,  and  hearted  throne. 

To  tyrannous  hate !  swell  bosom,  with  thy  fraught. 

For  H  is  of  aspick's  tongw . 

Shako.  Othelh. 

I  pray  you,  in  your  lotten^ 

When  you  shall  these  ui^ucky  deeds  relate, 

Speak  of  me  as  I  am ;  nothing  extenuate, 

Nor  set  down  aught  in  malice :  then  must  yoa 

speak 

Of  one  that  kiv'd  not  wisely,  but  too  well ; 

Of  one,  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought 

Perplez'd  in  the  extreme ;  of  one,  whose  hand, 

like  the  base  Judean,  threw  a  uearl  away 

Richer  than  all  his  tribe 

8hak$,  OthtUm 
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JEALOUSY. 


AvatDf..  09  gtme  I  Ihoa  hast  set  me  cm  the  nek; 

I  swear  't  is  better  to  be  moeh  abused. 

Than  but  to  know  *t  a  little. 

8hak$.  OthdUk 

Bat  to  be  paddling  palme,  and  pinching  fingersi 
As  now  they  are ;  and  making  ]N«ctisM  smiles. 
As  in  a  kx>king.glass ;— and  then  to  sigh,  as  H  were 
The  mort  o'  the  deer.    O,  that  is  entertainment 
My  bosom  likes  not,  nor  my  brows ! 

ShaJU,  Winter'B  Tale. 

Is  whispering  nothing  T 
Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek? — ^is  meeting  noses? 
Kissing  with  inside  lip  ?— stopimig  the  career 
Of  laughter  with  a  sigh  ? — (a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  honesty :)  horsing  foot  to  fix>t  ?— 
Skulking  in  "corners?  —  wishing   clocks   more 

swift?— 
Hours,  minutes  ? — ^noon,  midnight  ?  and  all  eyes 
Bhnd  with  the  pin  and  web,  but  theirs, — theirs 

only, 
Hat  would  unseen  be  wicked?— is  this  nothing? 


O  jealousy, 

Love^saoUpee!  tbou  art  in  thy  disease; 

A  wild  mad  patient;  wond^roos  hard  to  please. 

D0venpmr»  City  Nigki^Csp. 

AH  jealousy 
Must  still  be  strangled  m  ite  birth;  or  time 
Will  soon  conspire  to  make  it  strong  enough 
To  overcome  the  truth. 

Sir  W.  Dtmenantt  Crud  Brtdher. 

When  this  disease  of  jealousy  can  find 
A  way  to  seize  upon  a  crazy  mind ; 
Most  things,  instead  of  help,  or  giving  ease. 
The  humour  fbed,  and  turn  to  the  disease. 

Sir  Robert  Howarffi  VetUd  Virgin. 

Shan  jeakiusy  a  pow*r  o'w  judgment  gain. 
Though  it  does  only  in  the  iancy  reign  7 
With  knowledge  thou,  art  inconsistent  still : 
The  mind*s  fi>ul  monster,  whom  frir  truth  doea 

kill 
Thy  tyranny  subverte  ev'n  nature*s  laws ; 
For  oft  thou  hast  effects,  without  a  cause : 


Why,then  the  world,  and  all  that'sin  it,  is  nothing.   And,  which  thy  strength,  or  weakness  docs  detect, 

8iak$,  Witam*9  Tak,  |  jf^^  ^f^^  l,„t  ^  cam^  without  effect; 


O  jealousy !  daughter  of  envy  and  of  love. 
Most  vrayward  issue  of  a  gentle  sire ; 
Foster'd  with  fears,  thy  father's  joy*s  t*  Improve : 
Mirth-marring  monster,  bom  a  subtle  liar ; 
Hatefhl  unto  thyself^  flying  thine  own  desire; 
Feeding  upon  suspect,  that  doth  renew  thee ; 
Happy  vTore  lovers,  if  tiiey  never  knew  thee. 

Dani^$  Rifmrntmi, 


Pale  hag,  infernal  fury,  pleasure's  smart; 
Envious  observer,  prying  in  ev'ry  pdrt : 
Suspicious,  fearful,  gazing  still  about  thee, 
O  would  to  God  that  love  could  be  without  thee. 

DaniePB  Rommumd 

1 11  strive. 
With  the  assurance  of  my  worth,  and  merits, 
To  kill  this  monster,  jealousy. 

Mauingef$  Bondman, 

Of  aU 
Our  passions,  I  wonder  nature  made 
Tho  worst,  feul  jealousy,  her  fkvourite  ;•— 
And  if  it  be  so,  why  took  she  care 
That  ev'ry  thing  should  give  the  monster  nourish- 
ment. 
And  left  qi  nothing  to  destroy  it  with. 

Sueklinff*$  Breanoruk, 

Hiou  wond'rous  yellow  fiend ! 

Temper  an  antidote  Willi  antimony. 

And  't  ib  infectious :  t/ixt  jealousy  with  manriage. 

It  pMions  virtue. 

IktvenporVo  City  Night^Cap.\ 


In  all  thou  dost,  thou  ever  dost  amiss ; 
Seest  what  is  not,  or  soest  not  that  which  is. 

Eari  of  Orrery' t  Henry  F. 

What  a  bridge 
Of  glass  I  walk  upon,  over  a  river 
Of  oertain  ruin,  mine  own  weighty  fbars 
Cracking  what  would  support  me !  and  those  helps, 
Which  confidenoe  lends  to  others,  are  firom  me 
Ravish'd  by  doubts,  and  wiliVil  jealousy. 

JlfMStn^er. 

Doubt  is  the  effect  of  fear  or  jealousy. 
Two  passions  which  to  reason  give  the  lie ; 
For  fear  torments,  and  never  doth  assist; 
And  jealousy  is  love  lost  in  a  mis(: 
Both  hoodwink  truth,  and  go  to  blind-man's-buff. 
Cry  here,  then  there,  seem  to  direct  enough. 
But  all  the  while  shift  place ;  making  the  mind^ 
As  it  goes  out  of  breath,  despair  to  find ; 
And  if  at  last  something  it  stumbles  on. 
Perhaps  it  calls  it  fklse,  and  then  'tis  gone. 
If  true,  what 's  gain'd  7  only  just  time  to  see 
A  breathless  play,  a  game  at  liberty ; 
That  has  no  other  end  than  this,  thift  men 
Run  to  be  tir'd,  just  to  sit  down  again. 

Fatal  Jealousy  —  Author  Anam» 


Thmk  shall  I  be  Do  mora; 

And  Adam  wedded  to  another  B^ 

8hall.liv»  with  her  enjoying,  I  eztinet; 

A  dMth  to  thmk. 

Ift2^'s  Para(2i«s 


»m 


JEALOUSY. 
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In  thorns  hearta» 
l^m  tmlibidinoos  reign'd,  nor  jeftlons^ 
Was  onderfltood,  the  ixijiirM  lover's  heU. 

MiUcn^s  Paradise  Lo9t, 

Sofpieioos,  and  fantastical  funniae, 
And  jealoQsj  auffua'd,  with  jaundioo  in  her  eyoii 
D'lsookmiag  all  she  new'd^  in  tawny  dreaa'd, 
DownJookf  and  with  a  cuckoo  in  her  fiat 

Dryden^a  Palanum  and  Areite, 

Oh  jealooBj !  thou  bane  of  pleasing  friendship^ 
Hioo  went  invader  of  «cir  tender  boaoms ; 
Jliow  does  thy  rancour  poison  all  our  aoftneaa, 
And  turn  our  gentle  natures  into  bitterness ! 

Rmoe't  Jane  Shore, 
PasrioDs,  if  great,  Aough  tnmM  to  their  reverse, 
Keep  their  degree,  and  are  great  passions  stilL 
And  she  who,  idien  she  thinks  her  lover  ftlse, 
Retains  her  temper,  never  lost  her  heart 

Yoang*e  Brotken. 

Oh !  the  pain  of  pains, 
Ii  ?dien  the  fair  one,  whom  our  soul  is  fond  o^ 
Gi?es  transport,  and  receivea  it  from  another. 

Ifoung^a  Busirif. 

0  jealowy,  each  odier  passion  *s  calm 

To  thee,  thou  conflagration  of  the  soul ! 

Thoa  king  of  torments !  thou  grand  counterpoise 

For  an  thp  transports  beauty  can  insjdre. 

Young's  Revenge, 

It  is  jealousy's  peculiar  nature 
To  iwell  small  things  to  great ;  nay,  out  of  naqght 
To  conjure  mnch ;  and  then  to  k)se  its  reason 
Amid  the  hideous  phantoms  it  haa  fbrm'd. 

Young^o  Revenge, 

Jealnisy,  saidst  thou 7  I  disdain  it :  — .no— - 
Distnist  is  poor,  and  a  mispl&c'd  su^cion 
Invites,  and  justifies  the  falsehood  fear'd. 

HiWo  Zara, 

Ten  diousand  fiiries  lash  my  soul  with  whips. 
At  ev'ry  look  sharp  stings  transfix  my  heart, 
And  my  chill  blood  thrills  cdd  through  ev*iy  vein ! 

Darey'e  Lone  and  AwinSian, 

0  jealousy !  thou  mercilees  destroyer. 
More  cruel  than  the  grave !  what  ravages 
Does  thy  wild  war  make  in  the  noblest  bosoms ! 

MaUeCe  Euridiee. 

Bnec,  jealousy ;  thou  fiitai  lying  fiend. 
Then  false  seducer  of  our  hearts^  be  gone ! 

C  Joknoon'e  SuUantt$, 

To  doubt's  an  injury ;  to  suspect  a  friend 

la  breach  of  friendship;  jealoqi^'s  a  seed 

Sown  but  m  vicious  minds;  praw  to  distrust 

Beenise  apt  to  deceive. 

Lofiffdoiefi's  Herme  Jam, 


But  thioDgh  the  heart 
Should  jealousy  its  venom  once  diffuse, 
T  is  then  delightful  misery  no  more. 
But  agony  unmiz'd,  incessant  gall. 
Corroding  every  thought,  and  hlasthig  all 
Love's  paradise.    Ye  fkuT*  prospects,  then, 
Te  beds  of  roses,  and  ye  bowers  of  joy, 
Farewell !  ye  gleamings  of  departed  peace. 
Shine  out  your  last!  the  yeUow-tinging  plague 
Intenud  vision  taints;  and  in  a  night 
Of  livid  gloom  imaginatioB  wraps. 

TAsmspu's  Smeem, 

Ten  thousand  fears 
Invented  wild,  ten  thousand  frantic  views 
Of  horrid  rivals,  hanging  on  the  charms 
For  which  he  melts  in  fondness,  eat  him  up 
With  fervent  anguish,  and  consuming  rage. 

Thcmeon^e  Seamms 

I  Ve  seen  and  heard 
Enough,  beyond  suspicion's  pale  distrusts. 
To  datpn  me  with  the  knowledge  of  my  fate. 

BeckinghanCe  Henry  /r.  of  FrancoK 

O  jealousy !  thou  most  unnatural  ofiiipring 
Of  a  too  tender  parent !  that  in  eomess 
Of  fondness  feeds  thee,  like  the  pelican. 
But  with  her  purest  bkiods  and  in  return 
Hiou  tear'st  the  bosom  whence  thy  nurture  flowa 

JPVioiode*s  PhOktaa 

Thy  numbers,  jealsusy,  to  naught  were  fiz'd. 
Sad  pruof  of  thy  distressfid  state : 
Of  dififermg  themes  the  veering  song  was  miz'd. 
And  now  it  courted  love,  now  paving  callM  on  hate 

CottJnt's  PaseUma 

Among  iht  sons  of  men  how  few  are  known 

Who  dare  be  just  to  merit  not  their  own ! 

Superior  virtue  and  superior  sense. 

To  knaves  and  feols  will  always  give  offence. 

Nay,  men  of  real  worth  can  scarcely  bear. 

So  nice  is  jealousy,  a  rival  there. 

Ckurchm 

In  gentle  love  the  sweetest  joys  wu  fiud  — 
Yet  even  those  joys,  dire  jealousy  molests. 
And  blackens  each  fUr  image  in  our  breasts. 

LytUetan, 

An  other  passions  have  their  hour  of  thinking. 
And  hear  the  voice  of  reason.    This  alone 
Breaks  at  the  first  suspiciGn  into  phrenzy. 
And  sweeps  the  soul  in  tempests. 

Fnifias'f  Constanwue 

See,  his  audacious  fece  he  turns  to  hers; 
Glitt'ring  with  confidence  some  nauseous  jest; 
And  she  endures  it  too— oh  I  this  kwks  vilely : 

BstZIte'sZ>eJlfomfeia 


m 


JEST -JOY. 


When  gods  had  fram*d  the  iweets  of  woman*! 

face, 

And  lockt  n]en*s  looki  within  her  golden  hair, 

That  PhoBbuB  bhishM  to  mo  her  matcUeaa  gnoe^ 

And  heavenly  gods  on  earth  did  make  repair. 

To  *quip  fair  Venus*  overweening  pride, 

Lovers  happy  thoughts  to  jeaJoosy  were  tied. 

Then  grew  a  wrinkle  on  fair  Venus*  brow. 

The  amber  sweet  of  love  is  tarn*d  to  gall ; 

Gloomy  was  heaven ;  bright  Phcsbus  did  avow 

He  would  be  coy,  and  would  not  love  at  all ; 

Swearing  no  greater  mischief  could  be  wrought. 

Than  love  imited  to  a  jealous  thought. 

Oreene. 

O  jealousy. 
Thou  ugliest  fiend  of  hell !  thy  healthfiil  venom 
Pk«ys  on  my  vitals,  turns  the  deadly  hue 
Of  my  fresh  cheek  to  haggard  sallowness. 
And  drinks  my  spirits  up ! 

Hannah  Mon*9  David  and  Ooliah, 

That  anxious  torture  may  I  never  feel. 

Which,  doubtful,  watches  o*er  a  wandering  heart 

0  who  that  bitter  torment  can  reveal. 

Or  tell  the  pining  anguish  of  that  smart! 
In  those  affections  may  I  ne*er  have  part, 
Which  easily  transierr*d  can  learn  to  rove : 
No,  dearest  Cupid !  when  I  fbel  thy  dart, 
For  thy  sweet  Psyche*s  sake  may  no  false  love, 
The  tondemess  I  prise  lightly  from  me  rove ! 

Afr*.  Tighe'9  PtyeJU. 

Vet  he  was  jealous,  though  he  did  not  show  it, 

I'ur  jealousy  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it 

Bynm. 

Her  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a  new  one. 
You  might  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  fnght: 
8hc  did  this  during  even  her  husband*8  lifb  — 

1  recommend  as  much  to  every  wife. 

Jvyrofi. 

Alas !  for  he  Who  loves  too  ofl  may  be 

Like  one  who  hath  a  precious  treasure  Bca}*d, 
Whereto  another  hath  obtain*d  the  key : 

And  he,  poor  soul !  who  there  his  ail  €anceal*d. 
Lives  blindly  on,  nor  knows  that  mito  by  mile 

It  dwindleth  from  his  grasp;  or  if  a  thought 
Tliat  something  hath  been  lost  his  mind  afiright, 

He  puts  it  by  as  evil  fancy  wrought 
Yet  will  tlicre  sometimes  come  a  ghostly  dread. 

From  which  the  soul  recoils;  but  he  taill  sleop — 
Ay,  sleep  —  and  when  he  wakes,  all,  all  is  fled. 

JIfrs.  £.  Oake$  Smith. 

Ah  no !  my  love  knows  no  vain  jealousy ; 

The  rose  that  blooms  and  lives  but  in  tiie  sun, 

AsEs  not  what  otlier  flowers  he  shines  upon, 

If  he  but  shine  on  her. 

MUm  Millie  0.  Lynch, 


Jealousy,  that  doats  hot  dooms,  and  murden,  yei 
adores!  Spragm^t  Skaktpmn  Odf. 

To  toll  the  truth,— (you  '11  not  betray  ?) 

I  hate  to  see  a  jealous  woman; 
As  if  e*en  Beauty*s  faintest  ray 

Should  &11  upon  a  heart  that 's  human. 

Without  awaking  grateful  love         j 

To  Beautv's  Author  thron*d  above ! 

Mn.  Osgood, 


JEST. 


A  jest*8  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear 

Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 

Of  him  that  makes  it 

Shako,  Looe'o  Labour  LooL 

Laugh  not  too  much ;  the  witty  man  laughs  Jeaat : 

For  wit  is  news  only  to  ignoranoe : 

Less  at  thine  own  things  laugh;  lest  in  the  jest 

Thy  person  share,  and  the  conceit  advance. 

Make  not  thy  sport  abuses :  fer  the  fly 

That  feeds  on  dung,  is  coloured  thereby. 

Pick  from  thy  mirth,  like  stones  out  of  the  grounds 

Profaneness,  filthiness,  abusiveness : 

These  are  the  scum  with  which  coarse  ^ts 

abound: 
The  fine  may  spare  this  well,  yet  not  go  less. 
All  things  are  big  with  jest :  nothing  tfaaf  *s  plain. 
But  may  be  witty,  if  thou  hast  the  vein. 

IfOlwtit, 

Rare  compound  of  oddity,  fi-oHc  and  fun. 

To  relish  a  joke,  and  rejoice  in  a  pun ! 

OMomiik 

He  cannot  try  to  speak  with  gravity. 

But  one  perceives  he  wags  an  idle  tongue ; 

He  cannot  try  to  look  demure,  but  spite 

Of  all  he  does,  he  shows  a  laughter*s  cheek ; 

He  cannot  e*en  essay  to  vralk  sedate. 

But  in  his  very  gait  one  sees  a  jest, 

That  *s  ready  to  break  out  in  spite  of  all 

His  seeming. 

KnoioUo'  WiUiam  TdL 


JOY. 


Joy  never  feasts  so  high. 
As  when  the  first  course  is  of  misery. 

Sachtii^M  A^mum, 

O  there  was  a  time 

I  could  h^ve  heard  such  sounds  with  raging  joys ; 

But  now  it  eomes  too  late : 

Give  blind  men  beauty;  nmaic  to  the  doaf; 

Give  praep'rou  vriads  to  ships  that  hRva  bd  ouik; 

Their  joys  will  be  like  mm, 

^  F««f*«  Sacrifico. 


JOY. 
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Jofi  ire  not  J07B,  that  always  stay ; 

And  eoofltant  pleasures  don*t  delight,  Irat  cloy. 

Alex*  Bfotni* 

Indeed  trae  gladness  doth  Dot  always  speak : 
}oy,  hred  and  born  but  in  the  tongne,  is  weak. 

Jtnuon  on  tAs  Coronation, 

Swell,  swell,  my  joys  ;  and  faint  not  to  declare 
Yoonelvee  as  ample,  as  your  causes  are. 

JoMotCi  Sefamt$» 

Ttuo  joy  is  only  hope  pat  oat  of  tear ; 
And  hoQiOur  hideth  error  ev*ry' where. 

Lord  Brooke^o  Alaham. 

M7  joys,  like  men  in  crowds,  press  ont  so  fast ; 
Tlicy  stop  by  their  own  numbers,  and  their  haste. 
Sir  Robert  Hoaard't  Vestal  Vtrgin. 

Wonder  and  joy  so  fast  together  flow. 
Their  baste  to  pass,  has  made  their  passage  slow ; 
like  struggling  waters  in  a  vessel  pent, 
Whose  crowding  drops  choke  u{>  the  narrow  vent 
Sir  Robert  HowartTo  Jiidian  Qmen, 

Wise  heaven  doth  see  it  as  fit 

In  aH  our  joys  to  give  us  some  alloys, 

As  in  our  sorrows  comforts :  when  our  sails 

Are  fiDM  with  happiest  winds,  then  we  most  need 

SoiDe  heaviness  to  ballast  us. 

Fountairi'i  Rettardo  of  Virtue* 

l^re  is  no  state,  in  which  the  bounteous  Gods 
Have  not  |dac*d  joy,  if  men  would  seek  it  out 

CrowfCe  Darhti. 

O  fleeting  joys 
Of  Paradise,  dear  bought  with  lasting  woes ! 

MiUotCo  Paradise  LosL 

^Vre  's  not  a  slave,  a  shackled  slave  of  mine, 
^  should  have  smil*d  that  hour  thro*  all  his  care. 
And  sbook  his  chains  in  transport  and  rude  har- 
mony. Congreoe's  Mourning  Bride, 

I  eannot  speak,  tears  so  obstruct  my  words 
And  choke  me  with  unutterable  joy. 

OttDOffs  Cams  Marius. 
Were  my  whole  life  to  come  one  heap  of  troubles, 
"M5  pleasure  of  this  moment  would  suffice. 
And  sweeten  all  my  griefs  with  its  remembrance. 

Lee's  Miihridates, 

A  springing  joy, 
A  pHSMrc,  which  no  language  can  express, 
An  ecstasy,  that  mothers  only  feel, 
n*yi  roond  my  heart,  and  brightens  up  my  sorrow, 
Like  gleams  of  sunshme  m  a  lowVing  sky. 

A.  PhiUps's  Distrest  Mother. 

WiB,  there  ie  jet  one  day  of  life  before  me. 
And,  whataoe'er  betide,  I  will  enjoy  it 

Joenna.  BaiOis^s  BmsiL 
8 


From  the  sad  years  of  life 

We  sometimes  do  short  hours,  yea,  minutes  strikei 

Keen,  blissful,  bright,  never  to  be  forgotten : 

Which,  thro'  the  dreary  gloom  of  time  o*crpast, 

Shine  like  fair  sunny  spots  on  a  wild  waste. 

Joanna  BaiUie^s  De  Montford, 

Joys  are  for  the  gods ; 

Man's  Common  course  of  nature  is  distress : 

His  joys  are  prodigies ;  and,  like  them  too, 

Portend  approaching  in.    The  wise  man  starts 

And  trembles  at  the  perils  of  a  bliss. 

yottiig's  BroAers. 

A  thing  of  beauty  is  a  joy  fbr  ever. 

SkeUey, 

Joy? — a  moon  by  fits  reflected 
In  a  swamp  or  watery  bog. 


Wordsworth. 


It  is  a  joy 


To  think  the  beet  we  can  of  human  kind. 

WiordfioorlA. 
Hie  paths  of  bliss  are  joyous,  and  the  breast 
Of  thoughtless  youth  is  easy  to  be  blest 

WiUiam  Herbert 

Hiere  faOs  to  manhood's  lot 
A  joy  which  youth  has  not :  — 
A  dream  more  beautiful  than  truth, 
Returning  Spring,  renewing  youth. 

James  Montgomenf. 

Let  &te  do  her  worst,  there  are  relics  of  joy. 
Bright  dreams  of  the  past,  which  she  cannot 

destroy; 
Which  come  in  the  nighttime  of  sorrow  and  care. 
And  bring  back  the  features  that  joy  used  to  wear. 

Moors. 
I  have  known  many  that  did  act  a  joy 
In  which  they  had  no  part 

jSf iff  London. 
Thy  joys 
Are  plac'd  ui  trifles,  ftshions,  fbUics,  toys. 

CraUe. 
There  is  strength. 
And  a  fieree  instinet,  even  in  common  souls, 
To  bear  up  manhood  with  a  stormy  joy. 
When  red  swords  meet  in  lightning, 

Jfft.  Memant^s  Siege  of  Valencia, 
But  what  are  past  or  ffature  joys? 

The  present  u  our  own ! 
And  he  is  wise  who  best  employs 
The  passuag  liotdr  afene. 

MMei*s  Trmslations  ^  Pindm. 
Joy  kneeb,  at  morning's  rosy  prime, 
In  worship  to  the  rising  sun. 

Jamss  O.  Brooh0 

Joy  bves  to  cull  the  summer  flower, 
And  wreathe  U  lemd  his  happy  brow, 

Jmms^Q,  Brosu 


Joy  for  the  present  moment !    Joy  to-day ! 

Why  look  we  to  the  morrow  7 

Mingle  me  bitten  to  drive  caret  away ; 

Nothing  on  earth  can  be  ftr  ever  gay, 

And  iree  from  eorrow. 

Eft9  SargetiL 
Her  world  waa  ever  joyooa— - 

She  thooght  of  grief  and  pain 
As  giants  in  the  olden  time 
That  nc*er  would  come  again. 

Afrf.  HaU^t  AUee  Ray. 

I  was  bom  ibr  rejoicing ;  a  **  summer  child'*  truly : 
And  kindred  I  claim  with  each  wiU  joyous  thing ; 

The  light  frolic  breeze-— or  the  streamlet  unruly — 
Or  a  cloud  at  iti  play— or  a  bird  on  the  wing. 

Mn.  ElUt*9  Pmiu. 


JUDGE. 

And  then  the  justice ; 

In  fair  round  beUy,  with  good  capon  linM, 

With  eyes  severe,  and  beard  of  formal  cut, 

Full  of  wise  saws  and  modem  instances, 

And  so  he  plays  his  part. 

ShakB,  Ab  you  Wk  it, 

1  do  believe, 
InducM  by  potent  circumstances,  that 
You  are  mine  enemy ;  and  make  my  challenge. 
You  shall  not  be  my  judge :  for  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lord  and  mc. 

ShakB.  Henry  VJIL 

He  who  the  sword  of  heayen  will  bear 
Should  be  as  holy  as  severe ; 
Pattern  in  himself  to  know, 
Grace  to  stand  and  virtue  go ; 
More  or  less  to  others  paying. 
Than  by  sel^offenees  weighing. 

ShakB,  Meature  for  Meaamt, 

A  judge  —  a  man  so  learned,  . 
So  full  of  equity,  so  noble,  so  notable ; 
In  the  process  of  hu  lift,  so  innocent ; 
In  the  manage  of  his  office  so  inoorrupt; 
In  the  passages  of  state  so  wise;  in 
Affection  of  his  country  so  religious ; 
In  all  his  services  to  the  king  ao 
Tirtunato  and  exploring,  as  envy 
itself  cannot  accuse,  or  malice  vitiate. 

Chapman  and  ShirlafB  Admiral  of  Franct. 

Hold  that  judge 
Unworthy  of  his  place,  that  lets  his  censure 
1 4oat  in  the  waves  of  an  imagtnM  &vottr : 
'i'hi*i  shipwrecks  in  the  haven ;  and  but  wounds 
'Vij'jir  conscience,  that  smooth  the  soon  ebbM  hu- 
mours 
i>rtiicjr  mcexisod  king. 

Ckaj^man  and  Shklr/B  Admiral  of  France. 


Fly,  judges,  fly ;  corrij^on  *s  in  yottr  court ; 
The  judge  of  truth  hath  made  your  judgment  short: 
Look  so  to  judge,  that  at  the  latter  day 
Ye  be  not  judg*d  with  those  that  wend  affray ; 
Who  passeth  judgment  fbr  his  private  gain. 
He  well  may  judge,  he  is  adjudged  to  piin. 

T,  Lodge  and  R.  Oreen^B  LoMng-Glaoi, 

It  well  becomes  that  judge  to  nod  at  crimes, 
That  docs  commit  greater  himselfj  and  lives. 

Toumeur'B  Revenger*B  Tragedy, 

What  can  innocence  hope  fcr. 

When  such  as  sit  her  judges  are  corrupted  T 

Jlfa«ttf^fr*s  Maid  ef  Hoaauir* 

With  an  equal  scale 
He  weighs  th*  offences  betwixt  man  and  man ; 
He  is  not  soothM  with  adulation. 
Nor  mov*d  with  tears,  to  wrest  the  course  of  justice 
Into  an  unjust  current,  t*  oppress  the  innoeeat ; 
Nor  does  he  make  the  laws 
Punish  the  man,  \>ut  in  the  man  the  cause. 

SwHnam  —  Ike  Woman  HaUr* 

*T  is  a  maxim  in  our  politics, 

A  judge  destroys  a  mighty  practiser : 

When  they  grow  rich  and  lasy,  they  are  ripe 

For  honour. 

SkirUy*B  Honoria  and  Mammae 

Nor  envies,  when  a  gipsy  yon  commit, 
And  shake  tlie  clumsy  bench  with  country  wit ; 
When  you  the  dullest  of  dull  things  have  said. 
And  then  ask  pardon  lor  the  jest  you  made. 

Yotmg'B  Lace  of  Famo. 

When  judges  a  campaigning  go, 
And  on  their  benches  look  so  big. 
What  gives  them  consequence,  I  trow. 
Is  nothing  but  a  bushel  wig. 

Dr.  WoUmCb  Peter  Pimdar. 

A  wise  judge  by  the  craft  of  the  law  was  never 
seduced  fitMU  its  purpose.  Soalkey, 


JUDGMEliT. 

I  see,  men*s  judgments  are 

A  parcel  of  their  fortunes ;  and  things  outward 

Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them. 

To  suffer  all  alike. 

Shako,  Aniony  and  Cleopatra, 

O  judgment,  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts. 

And  men  have  lost  their  reason. 

ShakB.  Julius  Cfftor* 

I  charge  you  oy  the  law, 

\^licrcof  you  are  a  well-deserving  pillar, 

Proceed  to  judgment 

ShakB.  Merchant  ef  Veniea. 

Men*s  judgments  sway  on  that  side  fotunc  leaiia. 

Chapman'9  Widaw*a  Toon. 
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If  jndgrnent  coold  in  Roleihn  doUness  lie, 

Which  weaker  rulors  wear  for  gravity, 

Then  those  maaC  needs  transecndent  jnd^menli 

hate, 
Hut  woald  instrnct  wise  nature  to  be  grave. 

Sir  W,  Davenant* 

His  be  the  praiae,  who,  looking  down  in  eoorn 
On  the  £ilae  judgment  of  tlie  partial  herd, 
ConsnltB  his  own  clear  heart,  and  noUy  dares 
To  ie,  not  to  be  thought^  an  honest  man« 

CttmberlaiuT*  PhiUmim. 

Let  none  direct  thee  what  to  do  or  say, 
Till  thee  thy  judgment  of  the  matter  sway ; 
Let  not  the  pleasing  many  thee  delight. 
First  judge,  if  those  whom  thou  dost  please,  judge 
right  DeiAam, 

Jadgnent  is  but  a  curious  paiif  of  seales. 

That  turns  with  tb*  hundredth  put  of  true  or  false, 

And  still  the  more  *t  is  usM  is  wont  *t  abate 

The  subtleness  and  niceness  of  its  weight, 

Until  *tis  false,  and  will  not  rise  nor  fhil 

like  those  that  are  less  artificial ; 

And  thcrefi)re  students,  in  their  wajrs  of  judging 

Arc  fdin  to  swallow  many  a  senseless  gudgeon. 

And  by  their  understanding  lose 

Its  active  &culty  with  too  much  use ; 

For  reason,  when  too  curiously  *t  is  spun, 

£i  but  the  next  of  all  remov*d  from  none. 

BuOer, 

Man*8  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true ; 
Nature  is  frugal,  and  her  wants  are  few ; 
Those  few  wants,  answer*d,  bring  sincere  delights; 
But  fools  create  themselves  new  appetites : 
Fancy,  mnd  pride,  seek  things  at  vast  expense, 
^^eh  relish  not  to  reason,  nor  to  sense, 
^en  surfbit,  or  unthankfblness,  destroys, 
In  nature's  narrow  sphere,  our  solid  joys. 
In  fancy*8  airy  land  of  noise  and  show, 
Where  nought  but  dreams,  no  real  pleasures  grow ; 
Like  cats  in  air<4»unips,  to  subsist  we  striTO 
Oa  joys  too  thin  to  keep  the  aoul  a&ve. 

Young. 

Tts  with  our  judgments  as  our  watches, — none 
Go  just  alike,  yet  eaeh  believes  his  own. 

P(^*t  E$9ay  d/  CrMoism. 
The  outworn  rite,  the  old  abuse. 

The  pious  fraud  transparent  ^wn. 
The  good  held  captive  in  the  use 

Of  wrong  alone-*- 
Tbe»c  wait  their  doom,  from  that  great  law 

Which  makes  the  past  time  serve  to-day ; 

And  fresher  life  the  world  shall  d^aw 

From  their  decay. 

Wkittier*8  Poems. 


How  nuch  we  give  to  other  hearts  our  tone, 
And  judge  of  others'  feelings  by  onr  own. 

Mits  London, 

Name  her  not,  the  guilty  one,    . 

Virtue  tains  aside  for  shane 

At  the  mention  of  her  name ; 
Very  evilly  hath  she  done^^ 
Pity  IB  on  faer  misspent: 

She  was  bom  of  guilty  kin, 

Ilcr  life  *s  course  has  guilty  been ; 
Never  unto  school  she  went, 

And  whatever  she  leam'd  was  sin : 

Let  her  die ! 

Mary  HomtL 

JUSTICE. 

Nought  is  on  earth  more  sacred  or  divine. 
That  goda  and  men  do  eqfOftlly  adore 
Than  this  same  virtue,  that  dotth  right  define; 
For  th'  heavens  themselves,  whence  mortal  men 

implore 
Right  in  their  wrongs,  are  rulM  by  righteous  lors 
Of  highest  Jove,  who  doth  true  justice  deal 
To  his  inferior  gods ;  and  evermore 
Therewith  contains  his  heaven^  commonweal : 
The  skill  whereof  to  princes'  hearts  he  doth  reveal. 

Spenser' $  Fairy  Queen, 

In  the  oofTopted  eorrents  of  this  world. 

Offence's  gilded  hand  may  above  by  justice : 

And  ofl  *t  is  seen,  the  wicked  prize  itself 

Buys  out  the  law :  but 't  is  not  so  above : 

There  is  no  shuffling,  there  the  aetion  lies 

In  its  true  nature ;  and  we  ourselves  compell'd. 

Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  o«r  fkults, 

To  give  in  evidence* 

Shake,  HumiA, 

Plate  sin  vrith  gold. 
And  the  strong  laaee  of  justice  hnrtieas  bNaks : 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  straw  doth  piesce  it 

Shake,  King  Leer, 


To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof; 
Vt^ithout  more  certain  and  more  overt  test. 
Than  these  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modem  seeming,  do  prefer  against  him. 

Shake,  OiMU 

If  you  deny  me,  Ho  upon  your  law, 
There  is  no  force  in  the  decrees  of  Venice : 
I  stand  fbr  judgment :  answer,  shall  I  have  it  / 

Shake,  Merchant  of  Veideo 

What  stronger  brea8t.plate  than  a  heart  untainted 
Tbriee  Is  he  armM  who  hath  his  <ittarrel  just. 
And  he  but  naked,  though  tA^k'd  up  in  steel, 
VIThose  coBsoienos  with  mjostice  Is  ourruptod. 

Shako.  Henrv  Yi 
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As  thoa  urgeti  justice,  be  amu'd, 
ITiou  shalt  hate  jnstice,  more  than  thoa  desir*0t 

8hak$,  Merchamt  of  Veniee, 

*Tisnot  ever 
The  justice  and  the  troth  o'  th*  question  canies 
The  due  o*  th*  Tordiet  with  it :  at  what  ease 
Mi^^ht  corrupt  minds  proeure  knaves  as  cotiupt 
To  swear  against  you !  such  things  have  been  done. 

Sktktpnrtm 

I  beseech  yon. 
Wrest  once  the  law  to  your  authority : 
To  do  a  great  right,  do  a  little  wrong. 

Shak9.  MtftkaM  ^  Fmtee. 

Impartial  are  our  eyes  and  ears ; 
Were  he  my  brdther,  nay,  my  kingdom's  heir, 
Now  by  my  sceptre's  awe  I  make  a  vow, 
Such  neighbour  nearness  to  oar  saered  blood 
Should  nothing  privilege  him,  nor  partialiae 
llie  onstooping  firmness  of  my  upright  sooL 

SkakB.  Richard  JI. 

Yet  show  some  pity. 

Afigdo. — I  show  it  most  of  all,  when  I  show 

justice ; 

For  then  I  [»ty  those  I  do  not  know, 

^Vhich  a  dismissed  ofibnce  would  after  gall ; 

And  do  him  right,  that,  answering  one  fi»ul  wrong, 

lives  not  to  act  another. 

8kak$,  Mmufar  Mea, 

If  I  shall  be  condemnM  . 

Upon  surmises ;  all  proofs  sleeping  else, 

])ut  what  your  jealousies  await ;  I  tell  yoo, 

'T  is  rigour  and  not  law. 

5Adb.  Wimfsr'f  TaU. 

0  I  were  damn'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell. 
But  that  I  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
To  this  extremity  I 

Skak9,0tiMf. 
Sb,  I  desire  yon,  do  me  right  and  jnstioe ; 
And  to  bestow  your  pity  on  me :  ftr 

1  am  a  most  poor  woman,  and  a  stranger, 
Boru  not  of  your  dominions ;  having  here 
No  judge  indififcrcnt,  nor  no  more  assurance 
Of  equal  friendship  and  proceeding. 

Shak$.  Henry  VI  JL 
The  gods 
Grow  angiy  with  your  patience :  "Tis  their  care. 
And  must  be  yours,  that  guilty  men  escape  not : 
As  crimes  do  grow,  jusiice  should  rouse  itsclil 

J(Nison*t  CatiUne. 

J<«l  iien  are  only  firee,  the  rest  are  alavea. 

Ch^mmn'9  Cmar  and  Pmnpey, 

*iMtioe,  like  lightning,  ever  should  appear 
Tii  ^m  menV  ruin,  bot  to  aO  men*s  fear. 

Sw&iman — tk§  Wmnnn  ffaUr, 


If  but  one  virtue  did  adom  a  king. 

It  would  be  justice ;  many  great  defeats 

Are  veil*d  thereby-^^wheroas  each  virtuous  thing 

In  one  who  is  not  just,  the  worid  suspects. 

JBerZ  ofSUrUne't  Zhriua 

Justice,  when  equal  scales  she  holds,  is  blind 

Nor  croelty,  nor  meroy,  change  her  mind : 

When  some  escape  lor  that  which  others  die, 

Mercy  to  thoee,  to  these  is  cruelty : 

A  fine  and  slender  net  the  spider  weaves 

Which  little  and  slight  animals  receives; 

And  if  she  catch  a  summer  bee  or  fly, 

Tliey  with  a  piteous  groan  and  murmur  die ; 

But  if  a  wasp  or  hornet  she  entrap, 

They  tear  her  cords,  like  Sampeon,  and  escape : 

So  like  a  fly,  the  poor  offender  dies ; 

But  like  the  wasp  the  rich  escapes,  and  flu 


Justice  must  be  from  violence  exempt ; 
But  fraud  *B  her  only  object  of  contempt : 
Fraud  in  the  fox,  force  in  the  lion  dwells ; 
But  justice  botli  from  human  hearts  expels ; 
But  he  *s  the  greatest  monster,  without  doubt, 
Who  is  a  wolf  within,  a  sheep  without 

Denham. 
Who  painted  justice  blind,  did  not  declare 
What  magistrates  should  be,  but  what  they  are : 
Not  so  mudi  *cause  they  rich  and  poor  should 

weigh 
In  their  just  scales  alike ;  but  because  they. 
Now  blind  with  bribes  are  grown  so  weak  of  sight, 
They  *11  sooner  feel  a  cause,  than  see  it  right. 

Hdotk^M  ClmnutelU, 

Justice,  while  she  winks  at  crimes, 
Stumbles  on  innocence  sometimes. 

BuOer'M  HndSbnt, 

Justice  gives  sentence  many  times. 
On  one  man  for  another's  crimes. 

Butiet'aHuiibrm, 

An  are  not  just  because  they  do  no  wrong ; 

But  he  who  will  not  wrong  me  when  he  may, 

He  is  the  truly  jost 

Cwtdmind. 

He  who  is  only  just  is  erael : — who 
Upon  the  earth  would  live,  were  all  judg*d  justly  f 

Bfrm*9  Marina  FalUr*» 

A  happy  lot'  be  thine,  and  larger  light 

Await  thee  there ;  ibr  thou  hast  bound  thy  wH 
In  cheerful  homage  to  the  rule  of  right, 
.  And  kivest  all,  and  doost  good  for  ill. 

Bryanta  Poem, 

Man  is  imjust,  bat  CSod  is  just;  and  finally  jostioe 
Triumphs. 

Lmigfdlom'9  BmagJIum^ 


KINDNESS 
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A/,  jwtiee,  who  e?Edes  her  7 

Her  sealei  reach  every  heart ; 
The  action  and  the  motiye, 

She  weigheth  each  apart ; 

Mad  nene  who  swerve  from  right  or  truth 

Can  'ae^ie  her  penalty  !— 

JKnf.  HM$  Pmim. 

Good  my  liege,  fbr  justice 
All  place  a  temple,  and  all  season,  summer ! 
Do  yoQ  deny  me  justice  7 

Semember,  One,  a  judge  of  righteous  men, 
Swore  to  spare  Sodom  if  she  held  but  ten  ! 

O.  W.  H6kn€$, 


KINDNESS. 

Kindness  in  woman,  not  their  beauteous  looks, 

Sball  win  my  love. 

Shakt,  Tinning  thi  Shrew, 

What  would  you  have  7  your  gentieness  shall  force 
More  than  your  finrce  move  us  to  gentieness. 

ShakM,  Am  you  like  it 

Whnt  thou  wilt, 
TboD  rather  shalt  enforce  it  with  thy  smile, 
Than  hew  to  H  with  thy  sword. 

Shaka,  Timon  qf  Athens, 

Commend  me  to  them ; 
And  ten  them  that,  to  ease  me  of  their  griefs. 
That  &m  of  hostile  strokes,  their  aches,  losses. 
Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throes 
Hist  nature's  fragile  vessel  doth  sustain 
In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  some  kindness 
do  them.  Shake,  Timon  of  Athene, 

Toa  may  ride  us 
With  one  soft  kiss  a  thousand  furlongs,  ere 
WHh  spur  we  heat  an  acre. 

Shake,  Winier^e  Tak, 

Those  that  do  teach  young  babes, 
Bo  It  with  gentie  means,  and  easy  tasks : 
He  might  have  chid  me  so;  fbr,  in  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

Shake,  Othdla, 

Blunt  not  his  love ; 
Nor  lose  the  good  advantage  of  his  graoe. 
By  seemifig  cold,  or  careless  of  his  will, 
For  he  is  gracious  if  he  be  observM. 

ShaU  Henry  IV.    Part  11, 
His  temper,  therelbre,  must  be  well  observ'd : 
Chi^  him  Ibr  faults,  and  do  it  reverentiy. 
When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclin'd  to  mirth  \ 
Bat  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  scope, 
TiQ  that  his  passions,  like  a  whale  on  ground, 
PMifciind  themselves  with  working. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Pari  IL 


When  your  head  did  but  ache, 
I  knit  nfy  handkerchief  about  your  brows, 
(The  best  I  had,  a  princess  wrought  it  me,) 
And  I  did  never  adi  it  yoo  again : 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head ; 
And,  like  the  watchfbJ  minutes  to  the  hour, 
Still  and  anon  cheer'd  up  the  heavy  time ; 
Saying,  what  lack  yoa  7  and,  where  lies  yom*  grief? 

Shake,  King  John, 

So  cheer'd  he  his  fair  spouse,  amd  she  was  cheer'd. 
But  silentiy  a  gentie  tear  let  fall 
From  either  eye,  and  wip'd  them  with  her  hair ; 
Two  other  precious  drops  that  ready  stood, 
Each  in  their  crystal  sluice,  he,  ere  they  fell, 
Kiss'd  as  the  gracious  signs  of  sweet  remorse 
And  pious  awe,  that  fear'd  to  have  offended. 

MiUon'e  Paradiee  LoeL 

Kindness  by  secret  sympathy  is  tied ; 

For  noble  souls  in  nature  are  allied. 

Dryden, 

Sjndness  has  resisticss  charms, 

All  things,  else  but  weakly  move ; 

Fiercest  anger  it  disarms. 

And  clips  the  wings  of  flying  love. 

Roeheeter, 

I  would  bring  balm,  and  pour  it  in  your  wound. 
Cure  your  distempcr'd  mind,  and  heal  your  for* 
tunes.  .  Dryden* $  All  for  Looe, 

Thy  words  have  darted  hope  into  my  soul. 
And  eomfort  dawns  «pon  me. 

SouthenCe  DieaftpouUment 

A  willing  heart  adds  feather  to  the  heel. 
And  makes  the  clown  a  winged  Mercury. 

Joanna  BaUUe'e  Do  Moniford, 

Generous  as  brave, 

Afiecticn,  kindness,  the  sweot  offices 

Of  love  and  duty,  were  to  him  as  needful 

As  his  daily  bread. 

Rogere*e  Italy. 

I  may  be  kind. 
And  meet  with  kindness,  yet  be  lonely  stilL 

Miee  London, 

Both  men  and  women  belie  their  nature 

When  they  are  not  kind. 

Bailey^e  F^ttth, 

Think  me  not  unkind  and  rude 
That  I  walk  alone  in  grove  and  i^Ien ; 

I  go  to  the  god  df  the  wood 
To  fbtch  his  word  to  men. 

Ralph  Waldo  Emereen, 

Speak  gendy !   Love  dotii  whisper  low 

The  vows  that  true  hearts  bind ; 

And  gentiy  friendship's  accents  flow ; 

Affection's  voice  is  kind. 

D.  Baue'e  Pi 
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-  If  a  sool  thou  wauldrt  redeem. 
And  lead  a  lost  one  back  to  God  ;— 
Wouldst  thou  a  gnardian-an^el  soem 

To  one  who  km^  in  gmlt  hath  trod,— 
Go  kindly  to  him  —  take  hit  hand 

With  gentlest  words  within  thine  own. 
And  by  his  side  a  brother  stand, 
'nil  all  the  donons  thoa  dethrone. 

Afrt*  C»  M*  Sowytr, 

KINGS. 

The  love  of  kings  is  like  the  blowing  of 
Winds,  which  whistle  sometimes  gently  among 
7%e  leaves,  and  straightway  tarn  the  trees  up  by 
The  roots ;  or  iire,  which  warmeth  afkr  ofl^ 
And  bumeth  near  hand ;  or  the  sea,  which  makes 
Men  hoist  their  sails  in  a  flattering  calm, 
And  to  cut  their  masts  in  a  rough  storm. 

XtOy's  AUxawkr. 

Kings  are  earth's  gods :  in  vice  their  law 's  their 

will; 
And  if  JoTO  stray,  who  dares  say,  Jove  doth  ill. 

ShdkB.  PtriclM. 

It  is  the  curse  of  kings,  to  be  attended 

By  slaves  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant, 

To  break  into  the  Moody  house  of  life ; 

And,  on  the  winking  of  authority, 

To  understand  a  law,  to  know  the  meaning 

Of  dang*rous  majesty;  when  perchance  it  frowas 

More  iqwn  humour,  than  advis*d  respect 

Slmk9.  KUigJthn. 

Shan  the  figure  of  God's  majesty. 
His  captain,  steward,  deputy  elect. 
Anointed,  crownM  and  planted  many  years. 
Be  judg*d  by  subject  and  inferior  breath  7 

ShakM.  Richard  IL 

The  oease  of  majesty 
Bios  not  alone ;  but,  like  a  gulph,  doth  draw 
What  *8  near  it,  with  it :  is  a  massy  wheel, 
FizM  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  mount. 
To  whose  huge  spokes  ten  thousand  lesser  things 
Are  mortis'd  and  adjoin*d ;  which,  when  it  fells. 
Each  small  annezment,  petty  consequence. 
Attends  the  boist*rous  ruin.    Never  alone 
Did  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 

Shaks,  HandeL 

He  may  not,  as  unvalued  persons  do, 

Carve  fer  himself;  for  on  his  choice  depends 

The  safety  and  the  health  of  the  whole  stats. 

And  therefore  must  his  choice  be  circumscribM 

I'nto  tlie  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body, 

^hereof  he  is  the  head. 

SlhahB,  HmnUL 


Withip  the  faoUow  esown. 
That  *s  round  the  mortal  temples  of  a  king. 
Keeps  Death  his  court,  and  tliere  the  Aniick  sUs^ 
Scoffing  his  state,  and  grinmng  at  his  pomp ; 
Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  scene 
To  monarchize,  be  fear'd,  and  kiU  with  looks; 
Inffasiag  him  with  self  and  vain  conceit. 
As  if  this  flesh,  which  walls  about  our  life. 
Were  brass  impregnable  :  and  humour*d  thus, 
Comes  at  the  last,  and,  with  a  little  ptn. 
Bores  through  his  castle  walls,  and— farewell  king 

Shakt.  Richard  IL 

Awake,  thou  coward  majesty  !  Uiou  slccpest : 
Is  not  the  king's  name  ferty  thousand  names  7 

8hak9,  Richard  IL 

Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flesh  and  blood 
With  solemn  rev'rencc ;  throw  away  respect. 
Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty. 
For  you  have  but  mistodc  me  all  this  while : 
I  live  on  bread  like  you,  feel  want  like  you« 
Taste  grie(  need  friends,  like  you :  subjected  thus, 
How  can  you  say  to  me  —  I  am  a  king  7 

8hak$,  RUhard  II 

Let  us  sit  upon  the  ground, 

And  tell  sad  stories  of  the  death  of  kings : 

How  some  have  been  depos'd,  some  slain  in  war; 

Some  haunted  by  the  ghosts  they  dispossess'd : 

Som€  poison'd  by  their  wives,  some  sleeping  kill'd : 

All  murder'd. 

Shak$,  Ridkurd  IL 

Or,  1 11  be  buried  in  the  king's  highway ; 
Some  way  of  common  tread,  where  subjects'  feet 
May  hourly  trample  on  tlieir  sovereign's  head ; 
For  on  my  heart  they  tread,  now  whilst  I  live ; 
And  buried  onoe,  why  not  upon  my  bead  ? 

Shakt.  Richard  IL 

Sh<Hrten  my  days  thou  canst  with  sullen  sorrow, 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow. 
Thou  canst  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age. 
But  stop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage :     ' 
Thy  word  is  current  with  him  for  my  death. 
But,  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath.. 

Shak9.  Richard  J  J 

O  majesty! 
When  thou  dost  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  dost  sit 
Like  a  rich  armour  worn  in  heat  of  day. 
That  scalds  with  safety. 

Shak$.  Henry  IV.    Part  II 

When  we  are  wrong'd,  and  would  unfeld  our  griefs. 
We  are  denied  access  unto  his  person, 
ESven  by  those  men  that  most  have  done  us  wrong. 

Shako.  Hetiry  IV.    Part  IL 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

Shako.  Hanry  IV. 
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Foa  are  much  mlataken  in  this  kinjjr ; 
QuectioB  jour  grace  the  late  embassadors, — 
f^ifh  what  great  state  he  beard  their  embassy, 
How  weQ  supplied  with  noble  counseUors, 
How  modest  in  exception,  and,  withal. 
How  teirible  in  donatant  resolution. 

ShakB.  Hemy  F. 

What  have  kings 
That  privates  have  not  too,  save  ceremony? 

Shaks,  Henry  V, 

And,  bat  for  ceremony,  such  a  wretch, 

Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  sleep, 

Hath  the  forehand  and  vantage  of  a  king. 

ShakM,  Henry  F. 

Princes  have  bat  their  titles  for  their  glories, 
An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil ; 
And,  for  unfblt  imaginations, 
Iliey  often  feel  a  worid  of  restless  cares ; 
So  that,  between  their  titles,  and  low  name, 
Ihere  's  nothing  difiers  but  the  outward  fame. 

Shakg,  Richard  HI 

Why  oar  battalia  trebles  that  account : 
Besides,  the  king*s  name  is  a  tower  of  strength. 
Which  they  upon  the  adverse  faction  want 

Shake.  Henry  V 

Gome  hither,  England's  hope :  if  secret  powers 
Suggest  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts, 
This  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country's  bliss. 
Qis  looks  are  fbll  of  peaceful  majesty } 
His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  crown. 
Hit  hand  to  wield  a  sceptre :  and  himsclfi 
Likely  in  time  to  bless  a  regal  throne. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Pari  III. 

The  king-becoming  graces, 
Am  justice,  verity,  temperance,  stableness. 
Bounty,  pcrwverance,  mercy,  lowliness. 
Devotion,  patience,  courage,  fortitude, 
I  have  no  relish  of  them ;  but  abound 
In  the  division  of  each  several  crime, 
Aetinr  in  muiy  wty».  g^^  ^^^^ 

The  hearts  of  princes  kiss  obedience. 

So  much  they  love  it ;  but  to  stubborn  spirits 

Hiey  swell,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  storms. 

Shak9,  Henry  VJIL 

Bo  ezoeUent  a  king,  that  was,  to  this, 

Hyperion  to  a  satyr.  gj^j^  ^^^ 

The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amongst  his  subjects,  and  his  royal  friends. 

Shak$.  Henry  IV.    Part  L 

Tlxsrs  *B  muh  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king. 

That  treason  can  bat  peep,  to  what  it  would, 

Aets  titUe  of  his  will. 

8hak9,HmnUt 


Kings,  by  their  example,  more  do  sway, 
Than  by  their  powV ;  and  men  do  more  obey, 
When  they  are  led,  thi^n  when  they  are  compoU'd. 

Jofison  on  King  James. 

Princes  that  would  their  people  should  do  well, 
Must  at  themselves  begin,  as  at  the  head ; 
For  men,  by  tlieir  example,  pattern  out  • 

Their  imitations,  and  regard  of  laws : 
A  virtuous  dourt  a  world  to  virtue  draws. 

Jonaon'e  Cynthia'e  ReteU, 

We  see,  although  the  king  be  head. 
The  state  will  be  the  heart :  this  sovereignty 
Is  but  in  place,  not  power ;  and  governed 
By  the  equal  sceptre  of  necessity. 

Danid'e  Civil  War. 
And  while  they  Uve,  we  see  their  glorious  actions 
Oft  wrested  to  the  worst;  and  all  their  life 
Is  but  a  ^tage  of  endless  toil  and  strife. 
Of  torments,  uproars,  mutinies,  and  factions ; 
They  rise  with  fear,  and  lie  with  danger  down : 
Huge  are  the  cares,  that  wait  upon  the  crown. 

Eari  of  SUrline'e  Dariue, 

He  *a  a  king, 
A  true,  right  king,  that  dares  do  aught,  save 

wrong : 
Fears  nothing  mortal,  but  to  bo  unjust ; 
Who  is  not  blown  up  with  the  flattering  puffs 
Of  spungy  sycophants ;  who  stands  unmov'd. 
Despite  the  justling  of  opinion. 

Mareton*e  Antonio  and  MeUida.    Part  I 

Wretched  state  of  kings !  that  standing  high ; 
Their  fiiults  are  marks,  shot  at  by  every  eye. 

Decker's  Match  me  in  London. 

Alas !  what  are  we  kings  7 
Why  do  you  gods  place  us  above  the  rest, 
To  be  serv'd,  flatter'd,  and  ador'd ;  till  wo 
Believe  we  hold  within  our  hands  your  thunder . 
But  when  we  come  to  try  the  power  we  have, 
There  *s  not  a  leaf  shakes  at  our  threat'nings  ? 
Beattmont  and  Fletcher's  PhUaster 

That  king  stands  surest,  who  by  *s  virtue  rises 
More  than  by  birth  or  blood.  That  prince  is  rare 
Who  strives  in  youth,  to  save  his  age  from  care. 

Middletm's  Phanix 
Kings  do  often  grant 

That  happiness  to  others,  which  themselves  do 
want         Daubome*s  Poor  Man's  Comfort 

When  kings  leave 
Tlieir  justice,  and  throw  shame  upon  deservers; 
Patience,  so  wounded,  turns  a  fiiry 

Skirley'i  Young  Admiral 

Oh  happy  kings. 
Whose  thrones  are  raised  in  their  subjects*  hearts . 

Joktt  Fm^s  Perkin  Warbeck 
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O  the  itats  of  princes  I 

How  fki  are  we  from  that  security. 

We  dreajnt  o£,  in  th*  expectance  of  our  crown  7 

Were  foreign  dangers  nothing,  yet  we  nourish 

Oar  ruin  in  our  bosom. 

Anon,  SicUy  and  NafUs, 

O  *t  is  our  folly,  folly,  my  dear  friend. 

Because  we  see  th*  activity  of  states, 

To  flatter  them  with  fulse  eternity ! 

Why  longer  than  the  dweller  lasts  the  house  7 

Why  should  the  world  be  always,  and  not  man  7 

Sure  kingdoms  are  as  mortal  as  their  kings, 

And  stay  but  longer  for  tlicir  period. 

GomerBoWs  Lodooick  Sforxa, 

Revenge  torments,  and 
Executions  are  not  expressions  of  a  king; 
Rut  a  destruction :  he  rivals  not 
Til*  immortal  powers  in  temples,  statues, 
Adoration,  but  transcendent  virtues, 
Divine  performances :  these  are  th*  additions 
By  which  he  climbs  to  heaven,  and  appears 
A  god  on  earth. 

KUlegrew't  Conspiracy. 

The  faults  kings  do, 
Shine  like  the  fiery  beacon  on  a  hill. 
For  all  to  soe,  and  seeing,  tremble  at 

Uemmng9*8  Fatal  ConiracL 

From  the  monarcVs  virtue,  subjects  take 
Th'  ingredient  which  does  public  virtue  make : 
At  his  bright  beam  tliey  all  their  tapeis  light, 
And  by  his  dial  set  their  motion  right 

Sir  W.  Davenant  to  the  King, 

What  poor  things  are  kings ! 

What  poorer  things  are  nations  to  obey 

liim,  whom  a  petty  passion  does  command  7 

Fate,  why  was  man  made  so  ridiculous  7 

Oh  I  am  mortal.     Men  but  flatter  me. 

Oh  fate !  wliy  were  not  kings  made  more  than 

.men? 
Or  why  will  people  have  us  to  be  more  7 
Alas  !  we  govern  others,  but  ourselves 
We  cannot  nilo ;  as  our  eyes  that  do  see 
AH  other  things,  but  cannot  see  themselves. 

Fountain'M  Rewards  of  Virtue, 
Kings,  by  grasping  more  than  they  could  hold. 
First  made  their  subjects  by  oppression  bold ; 
And  popular  sway,  by  forcing  kings  to  give 
Mure  than  was  fit  for  subjects  to  receive, 
Run  to  the  same  extremes ;  and  one  excess 
Made  both,  by  striving  to  be  greater,  less. 

Denhofn, 
^o  law  betwixt  two  8ov*rcigns  can  decide, 
But  that  of  arms,  where  fortune  is  the  judge, 
S>ldiers  the  lawyers,  and  the  bar  the  field. 

DrydaCn  Lose  TriumpkanL 


Kings'  titles  oommonly  begin  by  force. 
Which  time  wears  off,  and  mdkws  into  rigfati 
And  power,  which  in  one  age  is  tyranny. 
Is  ripen*d  in  the  next  to  true  succession. 

Dryden'8  Spanish  Friat, 

There  like  a  statue  thou  hast  stood  besieg*d 
By  sycophants  and  fools,  the  growth  of  courts  * 
Where  thy  guUM  eyes,  in  all  the  gaudy  round 
Met  nothing  but  a  lie  in  every  face ; 
And  the  gross  flattery  of  a  gaping  crowd. 
Envious  who  first  shall  catch  and  first  applaud 
Hie  stufi^  or  royal  nonsense. 

DtydefCe  Don  SthastioM 

What  is  a  king  7  —  a  man  condemned  to  bear 
The  public  burthen  of  the  nation*s  carer; 
Now  crownM  some  angry  faction  to  appease; 
Now  fiUls  a  victim  to  the  people's  ease ; 
From  the  first  blooming  of  his  ill«taught  youth. 
Nourished  in  flattery,  and  estranged  from  truth. 
At  home  surrounded  by  a  ser%*ilc  crowd, 
Prompt  to  abuse,  and  in  detraction  loud ; 
Abroad  begirt  with  men,  and  swords,  and  spears, 
His  very  state  acknowledging  his  foars ; 
Mardiing  amidst  a  thousand  guards,  he  shows 
His  secret  terror  of  a  thousand  foes : 
In  war,  however  prudent,  great,  or  brave. 
To  blind  events  and  fickle  chance  a  slave  ; 
Seeking  to  settle  what  for  ever  flics, 
Sure  of  the  toil,  uncertain  of  the  prize. 

jPrtor*s  ^oIooMii. 

Tlie  vulgar  caU  us  gods,  and  fondly  think. 
That  kings  arc  cast  in  more  than  mortal  moulds : 
Alas  I  they  little  know  that  when  the  mind 
Is  cloy*d  with  pomp,  our  taste  is  pall'd  to  joy ; 
But  grows  more  sensible  to  grief  and  pain. 
Tlie  stupid  peasant  with  as  quick  a  sense 
Enjoys  the  fragrance  of  the  rose  as  I ; 
And  his  rough  hard  hand  is  proof  against  the  thorn. 
Which,  rankling  in  my  tender  skin,  would  seem 
A  viper*s  tootli. 

FentmCe  Marianims, 

Seek  not  Ui  govern  by  tlie  lust  c^  power ; 
Make  not  thy  will  thy  law ;  believe  thy  people' 
Thy  children  all ;  so  shalt  thou  kindly  mix 
Their  interests  with  thy  own,  and  fix  the  basis 
Of  future  happiness  in  godlike  justice. 

C,  Johnson^ 8  Medea, 

The  man  whom  heaven  appoints 
To  govern  others,  should  himself  first  leam 
To  bend  his  passions  to  the  sway  of  reason. 
^  Thomson'e  Tancred  and  Sigismunda, 

A  sovereigB*s  great  example  forms  a  peopfe  t 

I  The  public  breast  is  noble  or  is  vile, 

'  As  he  inspires  it 

MaUett  and  Thomson's  AJfroi 
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Are  crowni  and  empire, 
TIm  gweinmcnt  and  safety  of  mankind, 
Triflei  of  each  light  moment,  to  be  left 
like  some  rich  toy,  a  ring,  or  fancied  gem, 
like  pledge  of  parting  friends  ?  can  kings  do  this, 
And  giTB  away  a  people  for  a  legacy  ? 

J?ot0e*t  Lady  Jane  Grey, 

Unboondcd  power  and  height  of  greatness  give 
To  kings  that  lustre  which  we  think  divine ; 
Hie  wise  who  know  them,  know  they  are  but  men, 
Nay  sometimes  weak  once  too. 

RoweU  AmJbUious  Stepmother. 

Let  him  maintain  his  pow*r,  but  not  increase  it 
The  string — prerogative — when  strainM  too  high 
Cracks  like  the  tortur*d  chord  of  harmony, 
And  spoils  the  concert  between  king  and  subject 

Havard'B  King  Charle$  L 

The  king,  who  delegates 

Hii  pow'r  to  others*  hands,  but  ill  deserves 

The  crown  he  wears. 

Brooke's  Earl  of  Warwick, 

The  king  that  yields  to  popular  commotions, 
Is  more  the  slave,  than  sovereign  of  his  people. 
PhUipB^o  Humphrey,,  Duke  if  GUfueeoter. 

A  prince,  the  moment  he  is  crowned. 
Inherits  every  virtue  round. 
As  emblems  of  the  sovereign  power 
tike  other  baubles  in  the  Tower ; 
Is  generous,  valiant,  just,  and  wise. 
And  so  continues  till  he  dies ; 
His  humble  senate  this  professes. 
In  all  their  speeches,  votes,  addresses. 
But  once  you  fix  him  in  a  tomb. 
His  virtues  fade,  his  vices  bloom ; 
And  each  perfection  wrong  imputed, 
Is  fully  at  his  death  confuted. 


Tlien,  poet,  if  you  mean  to  thrive, 
Empkyy  your  muse  on  kings  alive : 
With  prudence  gathering  up  a  cluster 
Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  muster. 
Which,  ferm*d  into  a  garland  sweet, 
I^y  humbly  at  your  monarch's  feet; 
Who,  as  the  odours  leaeh  his  throne. 
Win  smile,  and  think  them  all  his  own ! 
For  law  and  gospel  both  determine 
An  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine. 


Swift 
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We  too  are  friends  to  loyalty.    We  love 

The  king  who  loves  the  law,  respects  his  bounds, 

And  reigns  content  within  them.    Him  we  senre 

Freely  and  with  delight,  who  leaves  us  free. 

Bat  recollecting  still  that  he  is  man, 

We  trust  him  not  too  fiir.  • 

Couper*9  TuL 


Some  seek  diversion  in  the  tented  field. 

And  make  the  sorrows  of  mankind  their  sport 

But  war 's  a  game,  which,  were  their  subjects  wise^ 

Kings  should  not  play  at 

Cowper'e  Took. 

King  though  he  be. 
And  king  in  England  too,  he  may  be  weak 
And  vain  enough  to  be  ambitious  still, 
May  exercise  amiss  his  proper  pow'rs, 
Or  covet  more  than  freemen  choose  to  grant : 

Beyond  that  mark  is  treason. 

Cowper'o  Taek 
He  is  ours, 
T*  administer,  to  guard,  t*  adorn  the  state. 
But  not  to  waip  or  change  it    We  are  bis, 
To  serve  him  nobly  in  the  common  cause. 
True  to  the  death,  but  not  to  bo  his  slaves. 

Cowper'o  Took 

We  view  the  outward  glories  of  a  crown ; 
But  dazzled  with  the  lustre,  cannot  see 
The  thorns  that  line  it,  and  whose  painful  prick- 
lings 
Embitter  all  the  pompous  sweets  of  empire. 
Happier  the  wretch,  who,  at  his  daily  toils, 
Sweats  fer  his  homely  dinner,  than  a  king 
In  all  the  dangerous  pomp  of  royalty ! 
He  knows  no  fears  of  state  to  damp  his  joys ; 
No  treason  shakes  the  humble  bed  he  lies  on  I 
Nor  dreads  the  poison  in  his  peaceful  bowls ! 

Hilte  Fair  JnnoeenL 

A  prince  is  but  a  man,  and  man  may  err ; 
But  when,  fergetting  his  ennobled  rank, 
He  makes  due  reparation  for  his  ikults, 
From  heaven  he  pardon  hopes,  from  man  de- 
mands it  Murphffe  2ebeide, 

O  royalty !  what  joys  hast  thou  to  boast, 
To  recompense  thy  cares  7    Ambition  seems 
The  passion  of  a  god.    Yet  fh)m  my  throne 
Have  I  with  envy  seen  the  naked  slave 
Rejoicing  in  the  music  of  his  chains, 
And  singing  toil  away ;  and  then  at  eve, 
Returning  peaceful  to  his  couch  of  rest : 
Whilst  I  sat  anxious  and  perplex*d  with  cares ; 
Projecting,  plotting,  fearful  of  events : 
Or,  like  a  wounded  snake,  lay  down  and  writhe. 
The  sleepless  night,  upon  a  bed  of  state. 

Dowe^e  Sethenm 
Oh!  imhappy  state  of  kings ! 
*T  is  weH  the  robe  of  majesty  is  gay. 
Or  who  would  put  it  on  7 

Hannah  Moreno  Daniel 

Thus  en  a  stall,  amidst  a  country  feir. 

Old  women  «how  of  gingerbread  their  ware ! 

King  David  and  queen  Bathshcba  behold, 

Strut  ttom  their  dough  majestic,  grao*d  with  guld. 

Dr.  WdeoCe  PeUr  Pindar 
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At  princes  let  but  satire  lift  his  gran. 

The  more  their  ieatliers  fly,  the  more  the  fan. 

E^cn  the  whole  world,  blockheads  and  men  of 

letters, 
Enjoj  a  cannonade  upon  their  betters. 

Dr,  WdeaCt  PeUr  Pindar, 

Home  hath  he  none  who  once  becomes  a  kin^  I 

Behind  the  pillarM  masses  of  his  halls 

The  dagqrerM  traitor  lurks ;  his  vaulted  rooft 

Do  nightly  echo  to  the  whisper'd  vows 

Of  those  who  curse  him. 

Joanna  BaiUWa  Elhtoald, 

A  crown !  what  is  it  7 
Is  it  to  bear  the  miseries  of  a  people ! 
To  hear  t^icir  murmurs,  feel  their  discontentfli 
And  sink  beneath  a  load  of  splendid  care  \ 
To  have  your  best  success  ascribed  to  fortune. 
And  fbrtune*8  failures  all  ascribed  to  you ! 
It  is  to  sit  upon  a  joyless  height. 
To  ev'ry  blast  of  changing  fate  exposM ! 
Too  high  for  hope !  too  great  for  happiness ! 

Hannah  More'$  DavieL 

It  being  now  settled  that  emp'rors  and  kings, 
Like  kites  made  of  foolscap  are  high  flying  things. 
To  whose  tails  a  few  millions  of  subjects,  or  so, 
Have  been  tied  in  a  string  to  be  whisk*d  to  and  fro. 
Just  wherever  it  suits  the  said  foolscap  to  go. 

Moore*8  Crib''^  Memorial  to  Cimgrt$$, 

This  was  a  truth  to  us  extremely  trite. 
Not  so  to  her,  who  ne*er  had  heard  such  things ; 
She  deem*d  her  least  command  must  yield  delight. 
Earth  being  only  made  for  queens  and  kings. 

Byron, 

Meanwhile  the  education  they  went  through 
Was  princely,  as  the  proo&  have  always  shown : 
So  that  the  heir  apparent  still  was  found 
No  less  deserving  to  be  hangM  than  crown*d. 

Syron, 
Shut  up— no,  not  the  king,  but  the  pavilion. 
Or  else  *  twill  cost  us  all  another  million. 

Byron, 

Let  kings  remember  they  are  set  on  thrones 

As  representatives,  not  substitutes 

Of  nations,  to  implead  with  God  and  man. 

Bailey'9  FettUB, 
Oh,  covet  not  the  thnme  and  crown« 

Sigh  not  for  rule  and  state : 
Tlie  wise  would  fling  th^  sceptre  dows^ 

And  shun  the  palace  gate. 
Vn  lowly  born,  oh,  ooret  not 

Unrest  tlie  sceptre  brings ; 

Hie  Qonest  name  and  peacdul  lot 

Outweigh  the  pomp  of  kings. 

EUmCoA. 


lU  do  yo^  know  the  spectral  forms  that  wait 
Upon  a  king ;  care  with  his  furrow'd  brow. 
Unsleeping  watchfulness,  kme  secresy. 
Attend  his  throne  bj  day,  his  oonch  by  night. 

Lord  Jakn  RtuBeWo  Dan  Carim. 
Hie  people  cry,  **  there  is  the  prince  shall  reign 
When  Philip  is  no  more :"  old  nurses  bless 
His  beardless  face,  and  siUy  children  toss 
Their  tiny  caps  into  the  air ;  while  I 
Am  met  by  frigid  reverence,  passive  awe. 
That  fears,  yet  dares  not  own  itself  for  fear; 
As  though  the  public  hangman  irtalkM  behind  nw: 
And  thus  it  is  to  reign  —  to  gain  mcn*s  hat& 
Thus  for  the  future  monarch,  fancy  weaves 
A  spotless  robe,  entwines  his  sceptre  rotmd 
With  flowery  garlands,  places  on  his  head 
A  crown  of  laurels,  while  the  weary  present. 
Like  a  stale  riddle,  or  a  last  year's  fashion, 
Carries  no  grace  with  it     Base  vulgar  world ! 
*T  is  thus  that  men  for  ever  live  in  hope. 
And  he  that  has  done  nothing  is  held  forth 
As  capable  of  all  things. 

Lord  John  jRusmU**  Don  Cadm. 


KISS. 

O,  a  kiss 

Long  as  my  exile,  sweet  as  my  revenge ! 

Now,  by  the  jealous  queen  of  heaven,  that 

I  carried  fiom  thee,  dear ;  and  my  true  lip 

Hath  virgin*d  it  e*er  since. 

Shako, 

Teach  not  thy  lip  such  scorn ;  fi>r  it  was  made 
For  kissing,  lady,  not  for  such  contempt 

Shak$,  Richard  lit 

If  I  profkne  with  my  unworthy  hand 
This  holy  shrine,  the  gentle  fine  is  this ; 
My  lips,  two  blushing  pilgrims,  ready  stand. 
To  smooth  the  rough  touch  with  a  tender  kiss. 

Shako,  Romeo  and  JmUoL 

Then  kissM  mo  hard, 

As  if  he  pluck*d  up  kisses  by  the  roots,    • 

That  grew  upon  my  lips. 

Shako,  OthdU 

Kisrt  the  tear  from  her  lip,  you  '11  find  the  rose 

The  sweeter  for  the  dew. 

WAotm 

O  kiss !  which  dost  those  ruddy  gems  impart. 
Or  gems,  or  fruits,  of  new-fiiund  paradise : 
Breathing  all  bliss  and  sweet'ning  to  the  hesit; 
Teaching  dumb  lips  a  nobler  ejDsrcise. 
O  kiss !  which  80uk^  e'en  souls,  together  ties 
By  links  of  love,  and  only  nature's  art: 
How  fiiin  would  I  paint  thee  to  all  men's  ojm^ 
Or  of  diy  gi^  at  least,  shade  out  boom  potU 

0  Sir  PkU^  SUbuf. 


KNAVES-KNIGHTHOOD. 
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Kisi  foo  at  first,  my  lord !  *t  is  no  f«ir  (hshioa; 
Our  lips  upe  like  rose-bads,  blown  with  iiieQ*s 

brefttbs, 
Thej  lose  both  sap  and  savour. 

Beaumomt  and  FUtehar*9  Mad  Lover. 

May  I  taste 
Hie  nectar  of  her  lip  7    I  do  not  ^fe  it 
The  praise  it  merits :  Antiquity  is  too  poor 
To  help  mc  with  a  simile  t*  express  her : 
Let  me  drink  often  fiom  this  hvmg  spnng. 
To  noarish  new. invention. 

Maaamgmr'a  Bmpgnr  of  ika  JBffSf. 

Never  man  befbre 
More  blest ;  nor  like  this  kiss  hath  been  another, 
Nor  ever  beauties  like,  met  at  such  ckiscs, 
Bat  in  the  kisses  of  two  damask  roses. 

BrouM'*i  PoMtardU, 

Thas  while  she  sleeps,  gods  do  descend,  and  kiss ; 
They  lend  all  others  breath,  but  borrow  this. 

Cartteright^a  8i^g9. 

Her  kisses  faster,  though  unknown  before, 

Than  Uossoms  fall  on  parting  spring,  she  strew'd ; 

Tlian  blossoms  sweeter,  and  in  number  more. 

Sir  W,  Davenanrg  GandiberL 

These  poor  half  kisses  kill  me  quite : 
Was  ever  man  thus  served  7 
Amidst  an  ocean  of  delight, 
For  pleasure  to  be  starred. 

DraifUm, 

Sweet  were  bis  kisses  on  my  balmy  lips, 

As  are  the  breeoes  bfeath*d  amidst  the  groves 

Of  ripening  spices  on  the  height  of  day. 

Behn**  Ahddaswr. 
Oh!  oovOdlgiwtheworld; 
One  kiss  of  thine,  but  thus  to  touch  thy  Iips» 
I  were  a  gainer  by  the  vast  exchange. 
Hie  fragrant  infimcy  of  opening  flowers 
FkwM  to  my  senses  in  that  melting  kiss. 

SottthenCt  DUappomtmenl, 

Tht  kias  yon  take  is  paid  by  that  you  give ; 
"Hie  joy  is  mutna],  and  I  *m  stall  in  debt 

Itord  Lan$dowC9  Htrcie  Xeof. 

I  felt  the  while  a  pleasing  kind  of  smart. 

The  kiss  went  tingling  to  my  very  heart 

When  it  was  gooe,  the  tionaa  of  it  did  ptay, 

The  sweetnepe  oling*d  npqn  my  Upe  all  day, 

Like  drops  of  honey  loth  to  fiUl  away. 

Drydifn, 

She  brooghi  her  oheek  up  etoie,  »nd  leanM  on  his ; 
At  which  he  whisper'd  kisses  baok  on  hers. 

DrydaC%  AJXfm  hoot, 

^!  let  me  live  ibr  ever  on  those  lips  1 
11m  nectar  of  the  gods  to  these  is  tastelen. 

DrydaCM  AmpkUryou, 


He  scarce  afibrded  one  kind  parting  word. 
But  went  away  so  cold,  the  kiss  he  gave  me 
Seem*d  the  fi>rc*d  compliment  of  sated  love. 

Otway's  Orphan. 

Oh!  Isidore, where  — 
Where  are  you  loitering  now  when  6uido*s  here? 
By  the  bright  God  of  love,  I  ^11  punish  you. 
Idler,  and  press  your  rich  red  lips  until 
The  colour  flies. 

Proetor^B  Mirandola, 

Soft  child  of  love— thou  balmy  bliss, 
Infi>rm  me,  O  delicious  kiss ! 
Why  thou  BO  suddenly  art  gcme. 
Lost  in  the  moment  thou  art  won  7 

Dr,  WdcoL 
A  k>ng,  long  kiss,  a  kiss  of  youth  and  love. 

SyraUm 
My  heart  can  kiss  no  heart  but  thine, 
And  if  these  lips  but  rarely  pine 
In  the  pale  abstinence  of  sorrow. 
It  is  that  nightly  I  divine. 
As  I  this  world-sick  soul  recline, 
I  shall  be  with  thee  ere  the  morrow. 

BaUeffo  Fesha 
And  with  a  velvet  lip  print  on  his  brow. 
Such  language  as  the  tongue  hath  never  spoken. 

JIfrs.  Sigcumey*9  Poem$* 


KNAVES. 

As  thistles  wear  the  softest  down; 
To  hide  their  prickles  till  they  're  grovm. 
And  then  declare  themselves,  and  tear 
Whatever  ventures  to  come  near ; 
So  a  smooth  knave  does  greater  feats 
Than  one  that  idly  rails  and  threats. 
And  all  the  mischief  that  he  meant 
Does,  like  the  rattle-snake,  prevent 

BtOa. 

When  men  of  inftmy  to  grandeur  soar, 
They  light  a  torch  to  show  their  shame  the  more 
Hiose  governments,  which  curb  not  evils,  cause 
And  a  rich  knave  *s  a  hbel  on  our  laws. 

Ymmg. 


KNIGHTHOOD. 

Nought  is  more  honourable  to  a  knight 
Nor  better  doth  beseem  brave  chivalry. 
Than  to  defend  the  feeble  in  their  right 
And  wrong  redrev  in  such  as  wend  awry. 

Sjpenf  epf  Fairy  Qvssa 

Was  Ilbr  this  entitled -« sir. 

And  girt  with  trosty  sword  and  spur? 

BvOef'M  AdOrsf 
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A  true  knight; 
Not  yet  matore,  yet  matchleM ;  finD  of  word« 
Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedlen  in  his  tongue ; 
Not  soon  protok'd,  nor,  being  proTok*d,  soon  calmM : 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  firee ; 
For  what  ho  has,  he  gives ;  what  thinks,  he  shows ; 
Vet  gives  he  not  till  judgment  guide  his  bounty. 
Nor  dignifies  an  impure  thought  in  breath; 
Manly  as  Hector,  but  more  dangerous ; 
For  Hector,  in  his  blaze  of  wrath,  subscribes 
To  tender  objects,  but  ho,  in  heat  of  action. 
Is  more  vindictive  tlian  jealous  love. 

ShakB.  TroUtu  end  Cru$ida, 

A  lac*d  hat,  worsted  stockings,  and  —  noble  old 

soul! 
A  fine  ribbon  and  cross  in  his  breast  button-hole ; 
Just  such  as  our  prince,  who  nor  reason  nor  fun 

dreads. 
Inflicts,  without  e*cn  a  court-martial,  on  hundreds. 

Moore*8  Fudge  Family. 

My  good  blade  carves  the  casques  of  men, 

My  tough  lance  thrusteth  sure, 
My  strength  is  as  the  strength  of  ten. 

Because  my  heart  is  pure. 
The  shattering  trumpet  shriHcth  high. 

The  hard  brands  sliiver  on  the  steel. 
The  splintered  spear-shails  crack  and  fly. 

The  horse  and  rider  reel : 
They  reel,  they  roll  in  clanging  lists, 

And  when  the  tide  of  combat  stands, 
Ferfiime  and  flowers  faU  in  showers, 

That  lightly  rain  ttom  ladies'  bands. 

Tenmf99iC9  Sir  OaiaMtuL 

A  king  can  make  a  belted  knight, 
A  marquis,  duke,  and  a*  that,^ 
Bat  an  honest  man*a  aboon  his  might 

Burnt!**  Potrnt. 

Tliese  are  not  the  romantic  times 
So  beautifiil  in  Spenser's  rhjrmes. 

So  dazzling  to  the  dreaming  boy, 
Ours  are  the  days  of  fact,  not  fable, 
Of  knights,  but  not  of  the  round  tabid, 

Of  Bailie  Jarvie,  not  Rob  Roy. 

HaUetk't  Pom*. 


KNOWLEDGE. 

Tlirough  knowledge  we  behold  the  world's  ereatSon, 
How  in  his  cradle  first  he  fostered  was ; 
And  judjre  of  nature's  cunning  operation. 
How  things  she  formed  of  a  formless  mass : 
Br  knowledge  we  do  learn  ourselves  to  know; 
And  what  to  mar.  Ui4  what  to  God  we  owe. 


Base  minded  they  that  want  intelligenoe. 
For  God  himself  fiv  wisdom  most  is  prais'd. 
And  men  to  God  thereby  are  nighest  rais'd. 

fi^wnscr's  TVsrs  of  (is  Mntm^ 

A  elimbing  height  it  is,  without  a  head, 

Depth  without  bottom,  way  without  on  end ; 

A  circle  with  no  line  environed. 

Not  comprehended,  all  it  oomprehends. 

Worth  infinite,  yet  satisfies  no  mind 

Till  it  that  Infinite  of  the  godhead  find. 

L9rdBr9ok%. 

The  mind  of  man  is  this  world's  true  dimension ; 
And  knowledge  is  the  measure  of  the  mind : 
And  as  the  mind,  in  her  vast  comprehension. 
Contains  more  worlds  than  alt  tho  world  can  find ; 
So  knowledge  doth  itself  fiu>  more  extend. 
Than  all  the  minds  of  man  can  comprehend, 

LatdBrooU, 

Learning  is  an  addition  beyond 

Nobility  or  birth :  honour  of  blood, 

Without  the  ornament  of  knowledge,  is 

A  glorious  ignorance^ 

Jame$  ShirUj/ 

Another's  knowledge 
Applied  to  my  instruction,  cannot  equal 
My  own  sooTs  knowledge. 

Chapmmn  and  ShirUj 9  Admiral  nf  Franc*. 

The  Almighty  wisdom,  having  given 

Eaeh  man  within  himself  an  apter  light 

To  guide  his  acts,  than  any  light  without  him , 

Creating  nothing,  not  in  all  things  ^ual: 

It  seems  a  fault  in  any  that  depend 

On  others*  knowledge,  and  exile  their  own. 

Chmfman  and  ShirUy'a  Admiral  of  Franet. 

Hiose  only  may  be  truly  said  to  know. 
Whose  knowledge  pays  their  country  what  they 
owe.  'Lady  AUmany, 

Knowledge  is  as  food,  and  needs  no  less 

Her  temp'rance  over  appetite,  to  know 

In  measure  what  the  mind  may  well  contain ; 

Oppresses  else  with  surfbit,  and  soon  tume 

Wisdom  to  fblly. 

Urtfton't  Paradiae  LfM 

Not  to  know  at  large  of  things  remote 

Fnm  use,  obscure  and  subtle,  but  to  know 

That  whioh  before  us  Ues  in  daily  life. 

Is  the  prime  wisdom ;  what  is  more,  is  finne. 

Or  emptiness,  or  fond  impertinence, 

And  renders  us  in  things  that  most  conobm 

Unpraetis'd,  unprepared,  still  to  seelu 

'  MQUnCa  Paraaite  LmL 

He  knew  what's  what,  and  that's  as  high 

As  metaphyaio  wil  can  fly. 

Builer'i  Hndihraa 
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Remember  that  the  cura'd  desire  to  know, 
Ofl&pring  of  Adam !  was  thy  source  of  woe. 
Why  wilt  thou  then  renew  the  vain  pursuit, 
And  rashly  catch  at  the  forbidden  fruit ; 
With  empty  labour  and  ehided  strife 
Seeking,  by  knowledge,  to  attain  to  lifb; 
For  ever  from  that  fiital  tree  debarr*d, 
Which  flaming  swords  and  angry  cheniba  guard  7 

Pri€r*$  SoUmian. 

Voracious  learning,  oflcn  over-fed. 
Digests  not  into  sense  her  moUey  meal, 
This  bookcase,  with  dark  booty  ahnost  burst, 
This  forager  on  others*  wisdom,  loaves 
Her  native  &rm,  her  reason,  quite  untill*d. 

Young't  Night  TTumghU. 

Tour  learning,  like  &e  lunar  beam,  sffiirds 
Light,  but  not  heat ;  it  leaves  you  undevout, 
Frozen  at  heart,  while  speculation  shines. 

Ymmg'B  Nif^  Thmgh: 

The  clouds  may  drop  down  titles  and  estates ; 
Wealth  may  seek  us,  but  wisdom  must  be  sought ; 
Sought  beftre  all,  but  (how  unlike  all  else 
We  seek  on  earth  \)  'tis  never  sought  in  vain* 

Yoign^B  Night  ThoughU. 

One  seienoe  only  wiO  one  genius  f%, 
So  vast  is  art,  40  narrow  human  wit. 

Pep^t  EtBoy  on  Critteitm* 

Man  loves  knowledge,  and  tlie  beams  of  truth 

More  welcome  touch  his  undeflrtanding's  eye, 

Thui  all  the  blandi.«hment8  of  sound  his  ear, 

Ulan  all  of  tasto  his  tongue. 

Akentide. 

Yet  ah !  why  should  they  know  their  &te7 

Since  sorrow  never  comes  too  late, 

And  happiness  too  swifUy  flies. 

Thought  would  destroy  their  paradise. 

No  more ;  where  ignorance  is  bliss, 

Tb  My  to  be  wise. 

OrayU  Eton  CoUego, 

Knowiedge  and  wisdom,  far  fit>m  being  one. 
Have  ofHumes  no  connexion.    Knowledge  dwells 
In  heads  replete  with  thoughts  of  other  men ; 
Wiadam  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own. 

Coupn'9  Took 

Deep  subtle  wits. 
In  tmth  are  master  spirits  in  the  world. 
The  brave  man^s  courage,  and  the  student's  lore, 
Are  but  as  took  his  secret  ends  to  work. 
Who  hatii  the  skill  to  use  them. 

Joanna  BatH^o  BadL 

Knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  science 
Bat  an  ezefaange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 

ByronCo  Mawfrod, 


The  wish  to  know— *  that  endless  thirst. 
Which  ev*n  by  quenching  is  awak'd, 
And  which  becomes  or  blest  or  curiTt, 
As  is  the  fount  whereat  'tis  slak'd  — 
fitin  urg'd  me  onward,  with  desire 
Insatiate,  to  ezpbre,  inquire. 

Moor€*9  Lateo  nf  the  Angeh 

O  wad  some  power  the  giflic  gie  us 
To  see  oursels  as  others  see  us ! 
It  wad  firae  mony  a  blunder  free  us. 

An  foolish  notion : 

Burnt 
J  know  is  all  the  mourner  saith  — 

Knowledge  by  sufibring  entereth, — 

As  life  is  perfected  by  death*  m*-     iiarrttu. 

Knowledge  comes,  but  wisdom  lingers. 

And  I  linger  more  and  more. 
And  the  individual  withers. 

And  the  world  is  more  end  more. 

«  Tenny$on*i  Poemo, 

All  this  boasted  knowledge  of  the  World 

To  me  seems  but  to  mean  acquaintance  with 
Low  things,  or  evil,  or  indifierent 

Baileif*i  Fettuo 

Much  more  is  said  of  knowledge  than  it 's  worth 

Bailey's  Feottto 

Oh !  tiiere  is  nought  on  earth  worth  being  known. 

But  God  and  our  own  souls. 

BttiUy'o  Festuo. 

Knowledge  hath  a  'wildering  tongue. 
And  she  will  stoop  and  lead  you  to  the  stars. 
And  witch  you  with  her  mysteries  —  till  gdd 
Is  a  forgotten  dross,  and  power  and  fame 
Toys  of  an  hour,  and  woman's  careless  love 
Light  as  the  breath  that  breaks  it 

WiUio'o  PoaoM. 
He  who  binds 
His  soul  to  knowledge,  steals  the  key  of  heaven  •— 
But  'tis  a  bitter  mockeiy  that  the  fruit 
May  hang  vrithin  his  reach,  and  when,  with  thirst 
Wrought  to  a  maddening  phrenzy,  be  would  tast^— 

It  bums  his  lips  to  ashes. 

Wmio'o  Porno 
O  fear  not  in  a  world  like  this. 

And  thou  shalt  know  ere  long. 
Know  how  sublime  a  thing  it  is 

lo  sufibr  and  be  strong. 

Longfdhw^o  Poenu 

LABOUR. 

This  my  mean  task 

Would  be  as  heavy  lo  me  as  odious;  but 

The  mistress,  which  I  serve,  quickens  what^s  deac 

And  makes  my  labours  pleasures. 

Shako.  Tempeoi 
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ChccrM  with  the  ^ew,  man  went  to  tiD  the  groond 

From  whenee  he  rose ;  eentcncM  indeed  to  toilf 

As  to  a  punishment,  yet  (c*en  in  wrath 

So  merciful  is  heaven)  this  toil  boeame 

llie  solace  of  his  woes,  the  sweet  empkif 

Of  many  a  livelong  hoar,  and  surest  guard 

Against  disease  and  death* 

Porieu9*$  Dealk 

Oft  did  the  harvest  to  the  sickle  yield. 
Their  harrow  oft  the  stobborn  glebe  hath  broke ; 
How  jocund  did  they  drive  their  teams  afield, 
How  bow*d  the  woods  beneath  their  sturdy  stroke ! 

Gray*i  BAegy. 

From   labour  health,  from  health  contentment 
springs.  Beattie'a  Minatrd. 

What  happiness  the  rural  maid  attends, 
In  chceribl  labour  while  each  day  she  spends ! 
She  gratefully  receives  what  Heaven  has  sent. 
And,  rich  in  porerty,  enjoys  content 
She  never  feels  the  spleen's  imagin*d  pains. 
Nor  melancholy  stagnates  in  her  veins ; 
She  never  loses  lift  in  thoughtless  ease. 
Nor  on  the  velvet  couch  invites  disease ; 
Her  homespun  dress  in  simple  neatness  lies. 
And  for  no  glaring  equipage  she  sighs : 
No  midnight  masquerade  her  beauty  wears. 
And  health,  not  paint,  the  &ding  bkwm  repairs. 

Oaf. 

Here  sun-brown'd  Labour  swings  his  Cyclop  arms. 
Long  are  the  ftirrows  he  must  trace  between 
The  ocean's  azure  and  the  prairie's  green ; 
Full  many  a  blank  his  destin'd  realm  displays, 
Yet  see  the  promise  of  his  riper  days ; 
Far  through  yon  depths  the  panting  engine  moves, 
His  chariot  *s  ringing  in  their  etcel^hod  grooves ; 
And  Erie's  naiad  flings  her  diamond  wave 
O'er  the  wild  sea-nymph  in  her  distant  cave. 

How  blest  the  farmer's  simple  Ufb ! 

How  pure  the  joy  it  yields ! 

Far  from  the  world's  tempestuous  strif^ 

Free  'mid  the  scented  fields ! 

O*  IT*  JSvereff* 

**  Go  till  tlie  ground" — said  God  to  man,— - 
*«  Subdue  the  earth,  it  shall  be  tfauM ;" 

How  grand,  how  glorious  was  the  plan  1 
How  wise  the  Law  divine . 

And  none  of  Adam's  race  can  draw 

A  title,  save  beneath  this  Law, 
To  hold  the  world  in  trust; 

^<a!'tlt  18  the  Lord's,  and  He  hath  sworn 

Ilia?  ere  old  Time  has  reach'd  his  boume, 

It  »LalI  reward  the  Just! 

jtfrs.  HaW9  Poemt, 


What  living  man  win  bring  a  gift 

Of  his  own  heart,  and  help  to  lift 

Hie  tune?— «*T1ie  race  is  to  the  swift  T* 

Jfiss  BarretC9  Peenu, 

What  are  we  sent  on  earth  lor  7    Say,  to  toil ! 
Nor  seek  to  leave  the  tending  of  thy  vines 
For  all  Uie  heat  o'  the  sun,  till  it  declines, 
And  death's  mild  curfew  shall  from  work  assoil 

Mis$  BarreWt  Poeau, 

Let  us,  then,  be  up  and  doing. 

With  a  heart  fer  any  fate ; 

Still  achieving,  still  pursuing. 

Learn  to  labour  and  to  wait 

LottgfdUm^B  Poema 

High  dxrl'd  the  smoke  ftam  the  humble  roof  with 

dawning's  earliest  bird. 
And  the  tinkle  of  the  anvil^  first  ef  the  village 

sounds  was  heard ; 
Hm  beDows-puff,  the  bammer-beat,  the  whistle 

and  the  song. 
Told,  steadfastly  and  merrily,  toil  roQ'd  the  houn 

along.  Sirmt^a  Poem$ 

— Give  me  the  hir  one,  in  countvy  or  city. 
Whose  home  and  its  duties  are  dear  to  her  heart. 
Who  cheerfully  warbles  some  rustical  ditty. 
While  plying  the  needle  with  exquisite  art 

Samud  Woodioorth 

** Labour  is  wership"-— the  robin  is  singing: 
«« Labour  is  worship"— -the  wild  bee  is  ringing. 
Listen !  that  eloquent  whisper  upspringing, 
Speaks  to  thy  soul  out  of  nature's  great  heart 

Mr$,  Otgood'i  Poems. 

Labour  is  life !  —  Tis  the  still  water  fiiileth; 
Idleness  ever  despaircsthf  bewaileth ; 
Keep  the  watch  wound,  or  the  dark  rust  assaileth 

Jtfrs.  Oagood'9  Poenm 

Labour  is  reqt— -fiom  the  sorrows  that  greet  us 
Rest  fi'om  all  petty  vexations  that  meet  na. 
Rest  fixMU  sin-«promptings  that  ever  entreat  us. 
Rest  firom  world^rens  that  lure  us  to  iJL 

JUtv.  Oi|gcNMr«  Poenm, 

Labour  is  health-*Lo !  the  husbandman  reaping, 
How  through  his  veins  goes  the  life-curf  cut  leap 

ing! 
How  his  strong  arm  in  iti  stalwart  pride  sweeping, 
True  as  a  sunbeam  the  swift  sickle  guides. 

JIfrs.  OogooiPM  Poem$, 

Here,  brothers,  secure  from  all  turmoil  and  danger. 
We  reap  what  we  sow,  fer  the  soil  n  our  own ; 

We  ^iread  hospitality's  board  for  the  stranger. 
And  care  not  a  fig  fer  the  king  on  his  throne ; 

We  never  know  want,  fer  we  live  by  our  labour^ 
And  in  it  contentment  and  hsjipiness  find. 

George  P.  Morm, 
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It  often  fkOs,  in  coarse  of  common  life, 
That  right  long  time  is  OTerbome  of  wrong. 
Through  avarice  or  power,  or  goilc  or  strii^, 
Hiat  weakens  her,  and  makes  her  party  strong : 
But  justice,  though  her  doom  she  do  prokng, 
Yet  at  the  last  she  will  her  own  cause  right 

Spen$er'9  Fairy  Quee^ 
We  must  not  make  a  soarecrow  of  the  law, 
Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  birds  of  prey. 
And  let  it  keep  one  shape,  tiU  custom  make  it 
llieir  perch,  and  not  their  terror. 

Shak$.  Mea.for  Mm. 
We  have  strict  statutes,  and  most  biting  laws, 
(The  neediut  bits  and  curbs  to  headstrong  steeds) 
Which  lor  these  feorteen  years  we  have  let  sleep ; 
Even  like  an  overgrown  lien  in  a  cave, 
That  goes  not  out  to  prey. 

Shaks,  Mea,fir  Mea, 

Our  decrees. 
Dead  to  infliction,  to  themselves  are  dead ; 
And  liberty  plucks  justice  by  the  nose. 

Shake,  Mea.for  Mea, 

There  is  no  power  in.  Venice 
Can  alter  a  decree  established : 
Twill  be  recorded  lor  a  precedent; 
And  many  an  error,  by  the  same  example, 
Will  rash  into  the  state :  it  cannot  be. 

$hak9.  Merchant  of  Vemes. 
'mi  tboa  canst  rail  the  seal  from  off  my  bond, 
Tbaa  but  ofiend*st  thy  lungs  to  speak  so  loud. 

Shaks,  Merchant  of  Venice, 
It  pleases  time  and  fortune  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood. 
Hath  stept  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 
To  those  that  without  l^ed  do  plunge  into  it 

Shaks,  Timon  of  Aihim. 
MoUitudc  of  laws  are  signs  either  of 
Much  tyranny  in  the  prince,  or  much  ^ 

KebeHious  disobedience  in  the  subject 

MartiotCs  Fawn, 
TbM  wretch,  that  WA,  before  his  food,  his  strift, 
Tliis  punishment  fiijls  even  with  his  Hie ; 
His  pleasure  was  vexation,  all  his  bliss 
The  torment  o€  another : 

Their  hart  hia  health,  their  starved  hope  his  store ; 
Who  so  loves  law,  dies  either  mad  or  poor. 

MiddlOmCs  Phoadx. 
If  we  ofiend  the  kw. 
The  JjKw  may  punish  us ;  which  only  strives- 
To  take  away  excess,  not  the  necessity 
Or  we  of  what 's  indiflbrent :  and  is  made 
Or  gtod  or  bad  by  *tB  IM. 

NaW$  Cooent  Oardon. 


The  good  needs  fear  no  law ; 

It  is  his  safety,  and  the  bad  man's  awe. 

Mastinger,  MiddUion,  and  RouHetfa  Old  Lam 

We  are  of  the  condition  of  some  great 
Men  in  office ;  that  desire  execution 
Of  the  laws,  not  so  much  to  correct  offences 
And  reform  the  commonwealth,  as  to  thrive 
By  their  punishment,  an^  grow  rich  and  fat 
With  a  clear  conscience. 

SMiiey^  St,  Patrick  for  Ireland. 

Strict  laws  are  like  steel  bodice,  good  for  growing 

limbs; 
But  when  the  joints  are  knit,  they  are  not  helps^ 
Bat  burdens. 

^tie*t  Lote  m  the  Dark 

He  that  with  injury  is  grieved,. 

And  goes  to  law  to  be  reliev'd. 

Is  sillier  than  a  sottish  chouse. 

Who,  when  a  thief  has  robbM  his  house. 

Applies  himself  to  cunning  men. 

To  help  him  to  his  goods  again. 

Btaler'S  Hudihrao 
Law  does  not  put  the  least  restraint 
Upon  oar  freedom,  but  maintain  't; 
Or  if  it  does,  H  is  for  oor  good. 
To  give  us  freer  latitude ; 
For  wbalesome  laws  preserve  as  free. 
By  stinting  of  our  liberty. 

Butler's  Hudihru. 

Others  believe  no  voice  t*  an  organ 

So  sweet  as  lawyer's  in  his  bar  gown. 

Until  with  subtle  cob-web  cheats 

They  *re  catch*d  in  knotted  law  like  nets ; 

In  which,  when  once  they  are  imbrangled, 

The  more  they  stir,  the  more  they  're  tangled. 

Builer's  HwUbra9 
Besides,  encounters  at  the  bar 
Are  braver  now  than  those  in  war. 
In  which  the  law  does  execution 
With  less  disorder  and  conflision. 

Butler's  Hudtbras. 
Do  toot  your  juries  give  their  verdict 
As  if  fhey  felt  the  cause,  not  heard  it  7 
And  as  tliey  please,  make  matter  of  fact 
Run  all  on  one  side,  as  they  're  pack'd. 

Builer*s  Hudibras 
Each  state  must  have  its  policies; 
Kingdoms  have  edicts,  cities  have  their  charters. 
Ev'n  the  wild  outlaw,  in  his  forest  walk, 
Keeps  yet  some  tooch  of  civil  disciplino. 
For  not  since  Adam  wore  his  verdant  apron, 
Hath  man  with  man  in  social  onion  dweit. 
But  laws  were  made  to  draw  that  union  doeei 

Old  Plow 
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Mark  what  onvaiyM  laws  preaerre  each  atate, 
Lawn  wiae  as  nataro,  and  as  fixM  as  fiite. 
In  Tain  thy  reason  fmcr  webs  shall  draw. 
Entangle  justice  in  her  net  of  law, 
And  right,  too  rigid,  harden  into  wrong ; 
Still  &r  the  strong  too  weak,  the  weak  too  strong. 

Pepe. 

Once  (says  an  author,  w;here  I  need  not  say) 
Two  travellers  fi>and  an  oyster  in  their  way : 
Both  fierce,  both  hungry,  the  dispute  grew  strong. 
While,  scale  in  hand,  dame  Jostico  passM  along. 
Before  her  each  with  clamour  pleads  the  laws, 
£xplain*d  the  matter,  and  would  win  the  cause. 
Dame  justice  weighing  long  the  doubtful  right, 
Takes,  opens,  swallows  it,  before  their  sight 
The  cause  of  strife  removM  so  rarely  well. 
There  take,  (says  Justice)  take  you  each  a  shell. 
We  thrive  at  Westminster  on  ibols  like  you : 
*T  was  a  &t  oyster  —  live  in  peace  —  adieu. 

Pope, 

The  hungry  judges  soon  the  sentence  sign. 
And  wretches  hang  that  jurymen  may  dine. 

P(^^$  Rape  if  the  Lock. 

Or,  in  a  mortgage,  prove  a  lawyor^s  share. 

Or,  in  a  jointure,  vanish  from  the  heir ; 

Or  in  pure  eqmty  (the  case  not  clear) 

The  chancery  takes  your  rents  for  twenty  year. 

Pope. 
There  was  on  both  sides  much  to  say  3 
Ho  *d  hear  the  cause  another  day. 
And  so  he  did ;  and  then  a  third 
Ho  heard  it  —  there,  he  kept  his  word ; 
But  with  rejoinders  or  replies. 
Long  bills,  and  answers  stufTd  with  lies, 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  cssoign. 
The  parties  nc^er  could  issue  join : 
For  sixteen  years  tlie  cause  was  span. 
And  then  stood  where  it  first  begun. 

SwiJVe  Cadenus  and  Vamuoet. 

The  laws  have  cast  me  off  from  every  claim, 
Of  house  and  kindred,  and  within  my  veins 
TurnM  noble  blood  to  baseness  and  reproach . 
I  '11  cast  them  off;  why  should  they  be  to  me 
A  bar,  and  no  protection. 

Joanna  BaUUe'e  Orra. 

He  is  a  perfect  knowledge-box,— > 

An  Oracle  to  great  and  sma' ! 
And  fifty  lato-pleae  he  has  lost. 

He  IS  sae  wccl  acquaint  wi'  law. 
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f  let  the  m«fs  of  your  own  land, 
tiood  or  ill.  botwocn  ye  stand. 
Hand  to  nand,  and  foot  to  foot, 
Arbiters  of  the  dispute. 


No  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  his  pride, 
Save  death  or  doctor's  commons— so  he  died. 

XMIWm 

A  man  of  Law,  a  man  of  peace. 
To  frame  a  contract  or  a  lease. 

Laws  hitherto  are  fframM  to  punish  crime. 

All  legislators  have  been  slow  to  deal 

With  vice  in  its  first  elements;. and  here 

Lie  the  pemicioos  root  and  seeds  of  sin ; 

That  children  are  permitted  to  grow  op, 

From  infancy  to  youth,  without  instroetioB, 

Is  a  grave  wrong,  and  ne'er  to  be  redeemM 

By  penal  statutes  and  the  prisoner's  oelL 

AmmL 

Are  not  our  laws  alike  for  high  and  low  7 
Or  shall  we  bind  the  poor  man  in  his  fetters, 
And  let  the  rich  go  revel  in  his  crimes  7 

Chn-leo  Weal  Thmmm, 

'T  is  best  to  make  the  Law  our  friend. 

And  patiently  await,  — 
Keep  your  side  good,  and  you  are  sure 

To  conquer  soon  or  late. 

JIf re.  HMe  Harry  GTnyi 


Shdle^o  Libortf 
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Hear  him  reason  in  divinity. 
And,  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  wish. 
Yon  would  desire  the  king  were  made  a  prelate. 

Shako,  Hemy  V, 

List  his  discourse  of  vrar,  and  you  shall  hear 

A  fearftil  battle  render'd  you  in  music : 

Turn  him  to  any  cause  of  policy. 

The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloose. 

Familiar  as  his  gartor. 

Shako.  Hanry  V. 

Hiis  JeOow's  of  exceeding  honesty, 

And  knows  aU  qualities,  with  a  learned  spirit, 

Of  human  things. 

Shako,  Othdk, 

His  learning  savours  not  the  school-Iike  gloss, 
That  most  consists  in  echoing  words  and  toms; 
And  soonest  wins  a  man  an  empty  name : 
Nor  only  kng  or  far-fetch'd  circomstanoe, 
Wrapp'd  in  the  curious  generaltics  of  aitn : 
But  a  direct  and  analytic  sum 
Of  all  the  worth  and  first  effects  of  arts. 

JonoonCo  PootaoUr, 
Learning  is 
A  bunch  of  grapes  sprung  up  among  the  thorns ; 
Where,  but  by  caution,  none  tlic  harm  can  mis* : 
Nor  art's  true  riches  read  to  understand. 
But  shall,  to  please  his  taste,  oflend  his  band. 

Lord  Brooke  on  Human  Leandmg 
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Lemming  wwi  firat  made  pilot  to  the  world. 
And  IB  the  chain  of  contemplation, 
Mnny  degrees  abore  the  burning  clouds 
He  M  in  hii  hands  the  nicIeaTd  marble  book* 
Drawn  full  of  silver  lines  and  golden  stars. 

Da^9  Law  Trick; 

For  mystic  learning  wondrous  able 
In  magic  talisman  and  cabal. 
Whose  primitive  tradition  reaches 
A«  far  M  Adam*s  first  green  breeches. 

Bitf  2er*s  HutUbnt$. 
In  maUwmalios  he  was  greater 
llian  Tfeho  Brahe,  or  Erra  Pater; 
For  he  by  geometric  scale. 
Could  take  the  size  of  pots  of  ale ; 
Resolve,  by  sines  and  tangenfSi  straight, 
If  bread  or  butter  wanted  weight ; 
And  wisely  tell  what  hour  o*  tk*  day 
The  ehwk  does  strike,  by  algebra, 

Butler's  Hudibnt$, 

We  grant,  although  he  bad  much  wit, 

H*  was  very  shy  of  using  it, 

As  being  loath  to  wear  it  cnit, 

And  theroibre  bore  it  not  about : 

Unless  OQ  holiday  or  so, 

As  men  their  best  apparel  da 

Besides  Hb  known  he  ooold  speak  Greek 

As  naturally  as  pigs  do  squeak ; 

That  Latin  was  no  more  difficile,    . 

Than  to  a  blaek^biid  H  is  to  whistle, 

Buder'^B  HudXbraa. 

LeanuAg,  that  cobweb  of  the  brain 
Profane,  emneous  and  vain ; 
A  trade  of  knowledge  as  replete. 
As  others  are  with  fraud  and  cheat; 
An  art  t*  incumber  gifts  and  wit, 
And  render  both  for  nothing  fit 

Patfer's  HudArM. 

Nothing  goes  for  sense  or  light, 
Tliat  will  not  with  old  rules  jump  right ; 
As  if  rules  were  not  in  the  schools 
DerivVl  from  truth,  but  truth  from  rules. 

BuOer'a  HndihuB. 

Soma  for  renown  on  scraps  of  learning  date, 
And  think  they  grow  immortal  as  they  quote. 
1>»  patch-work  leamM  quotations  are  ally*d, 
Bat  strive  to  make  our  poverty  our  pride. 

yottf^'s  Ltme  cf  Fame. 

Yet  proud  of  parts,  with  prudence  some  dispense. 
And  play  the  &6L  because  they  're  men  of  sense. 

Y<mng*9  EptUe  to  Pope. 

How  mnpty  learning,  and  how  vain  is  art. 
Bat  ••  it  mends  the  lifo,  and  guides  the  heart 

Yettn^e  Laet  Dmff, 
T 


But  you  are  leamM;  in  volumes  deep  you  sit ; 
In  wisdom  shallow :  pompous  ignorance ! 

Young's  Night  Thoughto, 

You  scorn  what  lies  before  you  in  tho  page' 
Of  nature  and  experience,  moral  truth ; 
And  dive  in  science  for  distingoish'd  names. 
Sinking  in  virtue  as  you  rise  in  &me. 

Yottng'e  Night  ThougJUe, 

A  little  learning  is  a  dangerous  thiog ; 
Drink  deep,  or  taste  not  tho  Pierian  spring : 
There  shallow  draughts  intoxicate  the  brain. 
And  drinking  largely  sobers  ua  again. 

Pepe^e  Eeeay  on  CriUciem. 

By  learning  unrefinM 
That  oft  enlightens  to  corrupt  the  mind. 

Fakoner^e  Sh^^mrteh 

Whose  modest  wisdom,  therefore,  never  aims 
To  find  the  longitode,  or  bum  the  Hiames. 

Dr.  WoUoCe  Peter  Pindar. 

Deign  on  the  passing  world  to  turn  thine  eyes. 
And  pause  a'while  flroih  letters  to  be  wise ; 
There  mark  what  ills  the  scholar*B  life  assail. 
Toil,  envy,  want,  the  patron,  and  the  jail ; 
See  nations  slowly  wise  and  meanly  j  jst. 
To  buried  merit  raise  the  tardy  bust 

Dr.  JoknmnCe  Vanity  tf  Human  Wiehee. 

Au  reete,  (as  we  say,)  the  young  lad  *s  weU  enougli, 
Only  talks  much  of  Athens,  Rome,  virtue,  and  stuff 

Ifosrc's  Fudgt  Famtiy 

Where  yonder  humble  spire  salutes  the  eye, 
Ito  vane  slow*turning  in  the  liquid  sky, 
Where,  in  light  gambob,  healthy  striplings  sport, 
Ambitious  Learning  builds  her  outer  court 

Timat^  Dmgkt 

Her  book  of  light  here  learning  spread ; 
Here  the  warm  breast  of  youth 
Was  won  to  temperance  and  truth. 

SfruguA^o  CenUnmal  Ode. 

A  mind  rejoicing  in  the  light 

Which  melted  through  ite  graceful  bower. 
Leaf  after  leaf  serenely  bright 
And  steinless  in  ito  holy  white, 

Unfolding  like  a  morning  flower. 

WAttfter's  Poeme 

No  good  of  worth  sublime  will  Heaven  permit 
To  light  on  man,  as  from  the  passing  aii ; 

The  lamp  of  genius,  though  by  natore  lit, 
If  not  protected,  prun'd,  and  fed  with  care, 
Soon  dies,  or  runs  to  waste  with  fitful  glare . 

And  learning  is  a  plant  that  spreads  and  toweis 

Stow  as  Columbia's  akie.  ,     ^ , 
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As  the  onculturM  prairie  bears  a  harvest 
Heavy  and  rank,  yet  worthless  to  the  world,— 
So  mind  and  heart,  uncultured,  run  to  waste ; 
The  i^blest  natures  serving  but  to  show 
A  denser  growth  of  passions*  deadly  ihiit 

JITrs.  HaU, 
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Let  us  see  — > 

Leave,  gentle  wax ;  and  manners,  blame  us  not : 

To  know  our  enemies*  minds,  we  rip  their  hearts ; 

Their  papers  are  more  lawful. 

Shah.  Lmu 

Here  are  a  few  of  the  unploasant*st  words 

That  ever  blotted  paper ! 

Sheikt,  Merthant  tf  Vance. 

Read  o'er  this : 

And  after,  this:  and  then  to  break&st,  with 

What  appetite  you  have. 

Shaka.  Henry  VIII. 

Why,  how  now,  gentlemen ! 

What  see  you  in  those  papers  that  you  lose 

So  much  complexion  7  look  ye,  how  they  change. 

Their  cheeks  are  paper.  —  Why  what  read  you 

there. 

That  hath  so  oowarded  and  chas'd  your  blood, 

Out  of  appearance. 

Shake.  Henry  V. 

Letters  admit  not  of  a  half  renown, 

Hioy  give  you  nodiing,  or  they  give  a  crown. 

No  work  e*er  gained  true  &me,  or  ever  can. 

But  what  did  honour  to  tl^  name  of  man. 

Young. 

Full  ofl  have  letters  caused  the  writers 
To  curse  the  day  they  were  inditers. 

Bittler^e  Hudibrae. 

Heaven  first  taught  letters  for  some  wretch's  aid, 
Some  banishM  lover,  or  some  captive  maid ; 
They  live,  they  speak,  they  breathe  what  love  in- 
spires. 
Warm  fi-om  the  soul,  and  faithfbl  to  its  fires, 
Ttie  virgin's  wish  without  her  fears  impart. 
Excuse  the  blush,  and  pour  out  all  the  heart. 
Speed  the  soft  intercourse  fiom  soul  to  soul. 
And  waft  a  sigh  from  Indus  to  the  Pole. 

Pepe'e  EXoUa, 
A  letter,  too,  she  gave  (he  never  read  it) 
( )r  good  advice  —  and  two  or  three  of  credit 

Byron. 

J  lovc  the  mystery  Qf  a  female  missal. 
Which,  like  a  creed,  ne'er  says  all  it  intends, 
Hat  fbll  of  cmming  as  Ulysses'  whistle. 
When  he  allured  poor  Dolon : — you  had  better 
Ta  to  care  what  you  reply  to  such  a  letter. 

Byron, 


You  ask  my  friend,  and  well  you  may. 

You  ask  me  how  I  spend  my  da^ ; 

I  'U  tell  you,  in  unstudied  rhyme, 

How  wisely  I  befool  my  time ; 

These  idle  lines — they  might  be  worse  — 

Are  nmple  prose,  in  simple  verse. 

Jamet  Montgomery 

I  have  seen  lum  when  he  hath  had 
A  letter  from  his  lady  dear,  he  bless'd 
The  paper  that  her  hand  had  travell'd  ow. 
And  her  eye  look'd  on,  and  would  think  he  saw 
Gleams  of  the  light  she  lavisfa'd  from  her  eyes. 
Wandering  amid  the  words  of  kve  there  trae'4 
Like  glow-worms  among  beds  of  flowers. 

BmUe^aFettno 

Do  youlikeletter.reading?    If  you  do, 
I  have  some  twenty  dozen  very  pretty  ones : 

Oay,  sober,  rapturous,  solemn,  very  true, 
And  very  lying  stupid  ones,  and  witty  ones ; 

On  gih-edged  paper,  blue  perhaps,  or  pink, 

And  iVequently  in  ftncy-ookiured  ink. 

EpenSargenL 

Through  her  tears  she  gazed  upon  them. 

Records  of  that  brief  bright  dream ! 
And  she  clasped  them  closer  —  closer — 

For  a  message  they  would  seem. 
Coming  fiom  the  lips  now  silent, 

Coming  from  a  hand  now  oold, 
And  she  felt  the  same  emotion 

Tliey  had  thrill'd  her  with  of  old. 

4frs.  J.  C.  NoeL 

She  had  waited  for  their  oomxng, 

She  had  kiss'd  them  o'er  and  o'er-— 
And  they  were  so  fbndly  treasored 

For  the  words  of  love  they  bore, 
Words  that  whisper'd  in  the  silence. 

She  had  listen'd  till  his  tone 
Seem'd  to  linger  in  the  echo 

**  Darling,  thou  art  all  mine  own  !" 

JWrs.  J.  Cm  JfeA 

Slowly  folding,  how  she  lingerM 
O'er  the  words  his  hands  had  traced, 

Though  the  plashing  drqis  had  fkllen. 
And  the  fkint  lines  half  efiaced. 

Mn.  J.  C.  NeJL 

As  grains  of  gold  that  in  the  sands 

Of  Lydian  waters  shine, 
The  welcome  sign  of  mountain  lands 

That  veil  the  silent  mine  — 
Thus  may  the  River  of  my  Thought, 

That  glideth  now  to  thee, 
Reveal  the  wealth,  as  yet  unwrought. 

Which  Love  has  heap'd  in  me ! 

BuJwet'e  Poems, 


LIBERTY. 


291 


LIBERTY. 

Xwift— Whence  oomee  this  rertraintT 

Clmtdw,  —  From  too  much  liberty,  my  Lncio^ 

Kberty: 
Am  rarfeit  is  the  ikther  of  much  fast. 
So  every  scope  by  the  immoderate  use 
Tam*  to  realraint:  our  natures  do  pursue 
(Like  rats  that  raviii  down  their  proper  bape,) 
A  thirsty  evil;  and  when  we  drink  we  die. 

Skakt,  Mm^fnr  Mea, 

0  happy  men  bom  under  good  stars, 

Where  what  is  honest  you  may  freely  think, 

Speak  what  you  think,  and  write  what  you  do  speak ; 

Not  bound  to  serrile  soothings. 

Mar$tatC»  FawtL 

A  tdiow  of  liberty, 

When  we  haye  lost  the  substance,  is  best  kept, 

Bj  Beeming  not  to  understand  those  faults. 

Which  we  want  power  to  mend. 

May*t  Cleopatra, 

If  we  retain  the  glory  of  our  ancestors. 
Whose  ashes  will  rise  up  against  our  dulneei^ 
^Ittkeoff  our  tameness,  and  give  w^y  to  ooorage; 
We  need  not  doubt,  inspired  with  a  just  rage, 
To  break  the  neclcs  of  those  that  would  yoke  ours. 

Taihani'B  Dittmcted  State. 

1  love  my  freedom :  yet  strong  prisons  can 
Vex  but  the  bad,  and  not  the  yirtoous  man. 

Wa%RS. 

Rather  seek 

Our  own  good  fincmi  ourselves;  and  from  our  own 

Live  Id  onrtelves,  thoqgfa  in  this  Tsst  recess. 

Free,  and  none  acoonntaUs,  preferring 

Hard  liberty  belore  tlie  eosy  yoke 

ur  lerfue  pomp. 

JITtZtoii's  Paradiu  Ldtt. 

Oh!  give  me  liberty ! 

For  were  er^n  paradise  my  prison. 

Still  I  should  long  to  leap  the  crystal  walls. 

Dryden*9  Don  SdMuOan, 

The  feve  of  liberty  with  life  is  given. 
And  li&  itself  th*  inferior  gift  of  heaven. 

Dryden*9  Paiamon  and  Areite, 

Oh,  liberty,  thou  goddess,  heavenly  bright, 
l^iofiise  of  bfisi,  and  pKgnant  with  delight ! 
Eternal  pfeasumi  in  thy  presence  reign. 
And  smiling  plenty  leads  thy  wanton  train; 
&M  of  her  load,  subjection  grows  more  light. 
And  poverty  looks  cheerful  m  thy  sight; 
Thou  mak*st  the  gloomy  &ce  of  nature  gay, 
Giv'st  beauty  to  the  sun,  and  pleasure  to  the  day. 

Addimm't  Italy, 
A  day,  an  hour  of  virtuous  liberty, 
Ii  worth  a  wliole  eternity  in  bondage. 

AddiiinCt  Cato, 


What  is  life  7 
*T  is  not  to  stalk  about,  and  draw  ftesh  atr 
From  time  to  time,  or  gaze  upon  the  sun :     . 
T  is  to  be  free.    When  liberty  is  gone. 
Life  grows  insiind,  and  has  lost  its  relish 

Addimm'9  Cata, 

When  liberty  is  lost, 
Let  abject  cowards  live  ;  but  in  the  brwe 
It  were  a  treachery  to  themselves,  enough 
To  merit  chains. 

ThomtonU  Sopihonisba, 

The  greatest  glory  of  a  frce-bom  people, 
Is  to  transmit  that  fit^edom  to  their  children. 

Havard't  Reguhu, 

Converse  fhmiliar  witli  th*  illustrious  dead : 
With  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Rome ; 
Enlarge  thy  free-born  heart,  and  bless  kind  heaven 
That  Britain  yet  enjoys  dear  liberty. 
That  balm  of  life,  that  sweetest  blessing,  cheap 
Tho*  purchased  with  our  blood. 

SomeiviUe*9  C1uu$ 

O  liberty. 

Parent  of  happiness,  cclestial-bom ; 

When  the  first  man  became  a  living  soul. 

His  saored  genius  thou. 

Dyer'9  Ridm  of  Romt, 

Mankind  are  all  by  nature  free  and  equal, 
*T  is  their  consent  alone  gives  just  dominion. 

Jhme9»iAe'$  Jumaa  Bnihu, 

O  liberty !  heav*n*s  choice  prerogative ! 
Tkne  bond  of  law !  thou  social  soul  of  property ! 
Thou  breath  of  reason !  life  of  lifb  itself! 
For  thee  the  yaKant  bleed.    O  sacred  liberty ! 
Wing*d  ilrom'the  stnnmer*s  snare,  from  flattering 

ruin. 
Like  the  bold  stork  you  seek  the  winf  ry  shore. 
Leave  courts,  and  pomps,  and  pahwes  to  shtves. 
Cleave  to  the  cold,  and  rest  upon  the  storm. 

Brtnk^9  Outtavat  Va$a, 

Freedom  is 

Ilie  briOisnt  gift  of  heav'n,  *tis  reason's  self, 

The  kin  of  deity. 

Brooke'9  (?ustooM  Von* 

What  are  fiiiy,  what  a  thousand  slaves, 
Match'd  to  the  sinew  of  a  single  arm 
That  strikes  fbr  liberty  7 

BroM9  Gv$tanu»  Va9a 

Oh  codd  I  worship  aught  beneath  the  skies. 
That  earth  hath  seen  or  ftncy  can  devise. 
Thine  altar,  sacred  liberty,  should  stand. 
Built  by  no  mercenary  vulgar  hand, 
With  fragrant  turf;  and  flowers  as  wild  and  lair 
As  ever  dress'd  a  bank  or  scented  summer  air. 

Couper*9  Chanty 


203 


LIBERTY. 


Libertj,  like  daj, 
fireaki  oo  the  eoul,  end  bj  a  flaeh  from  heeT*!! 
Flfee  all  Uie  fkcoltiea  with  glorioui  joy. 

Slave!  oannot  breathe  in  England ;  if  their  longa 
ReoeiTe  our  air,  that  moment  thej  are  free. 
They  touch  our  coontry  and  their  ahacklei  &1L 
That  *B  noble,  and  bespeaka  a  nation  praud 
And  jealous  of  the  blesnnsr.  Cawper't  TaJc. 

Whoae  freedom  ia  by  raff  *ranoe,  and  at  will 
Of  a  auperior,  he  ia  never  free. 
Who  lives,  and  is  not  weary  of  a  li/e 
Exposed  to  manacles,  deserves  them  weU. 

Cmoper'a  7*aaL 

But  slaves  that  once  ecooeive  the  glowing  thought 

Of  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 

All  that  the  contest  calls  fbr ;  —  spirit,  strength, 

The  scorn  of  danger,  and  united  hearts. 

The  surest  presage  of  the  good  they  seek. 

Cmoper'a  Teuik, 
*T  is  liberty  alone  that  gives  the  flow*r 
Of  fleeting  Uie  its  lustre  and  perfume. 
And  we  are  weeds  without  it        C^muiU  Ta$h 

The  widow'd  Indian,  when  her  lord  empires. 
Mounts  the  dread  jNle,  and  braves  the  ffaneral  fires ! 
So  falls  tho  heart  at  thraldom's  bitter  sigh ! 
So  virtue  dies,  the  spouse  of  liberty  I 

CampbeWt  Pteawru  cfHupe, 

Eternal  nature !  when  Ifay  giant  hand 

Had  heav*d  the  floods,  and  fiz*d  the  trembling 

land. 
When  life  sprung  startling  at  thy  pikstic  call. 
Endless  her  Ibrms,  and  man  the  lord  of  all  I 
Say,  was  that  lordly  ibrm  inspir*d  by  thee. 
To  wear  eternal  chains  and  bow  his  knee  7 
Was  man  ordain*d  the  slave  of  man  to  toil. 
Yoked  with  the  brutes,  and  fetterM  to  the  soil; 
Weigh*d  in  a  tyrant's  balance  with  his  gold  7 

^® '  ^  Cmmjihap9  PUaturu  ifHvpa, 

Yes !  thy  proud  lords,  unpitied  land !  shall  see 
That  roan  hath  yet  a  soul — and  dare  be  fi«e ! 
A  little  while,  along  thy  saddening  plains, 
The  starless  night  of  desolation  reigns ; 
Truth  shall  restore  the  light  by  nature  given. 
And,  like  Prometheus,  bring  the  fire  of  heaven ! 
I'rone  to  the  dust  oppression  shall  be  hurl'd-^ 
Her  name,  her  nature,  wither'd  from  the  world. 

Campbetta  Plmmnt  of  H^m. 

Hiere  is  a  world  where  soub  are  free, 
Where  tyrants  taint  not  nature's  Uisi^ 
If  death  that  world's  bright  opening  be, 
•'>  who  would  lit«  a  slave  in  this ! 


Leave  pomps  to  those  who  need  'em  — 
Adorn  but  man  with  freedom. 

And  proud  he  braves 

The  gaudiest  slaves. 
That  crawl,  where  monarcfas  lead  'em. 


Oh !  if  there  be,  on  this  earthly  sphere, 
A  boon,  an  ofiering  heaven  holds  dear, 
'T  is  the  last  libation  liberty  draws 
From  the  heart  that  bleeds  and  breaks  in  her 
oause!  JTosre's  Xeib  iKoeU. 

When  will  the  world  shake  off  sueh  yokes?  oh, 

when 
Win  that  redeeming  day  shine  out  on  men. 
That  shall  behold  them  rise,  erect  and  ^9it 
As  heav'n  and  nature  meant  mankind  should  be ! 

Ifosre'tf  Fudgt  FamShf, 

By  the  hope  within  us  springing. 

Herald  of  to-morrow's  strife ; 

By  that  sun,  whose  light  is  bringing 

Chains  or  fi^edom,  death  <v  life — 

Oh !  remember,  life  can  be 

No  charm  fer  him  who  lives  not  free ! 


Easier  vrere  it 
To  hurl  the  rooted  mountain  firom  its  base, 
Ihan  fiwce  the  yoke  of  daveiy  upon  men 
Determin'd  to  be  free. 

Eternal  spirit  of  the  chainloss  mind ! 
Brightest  in  dungeons,  liberty !  thou  art! 
For  there  thy  habitatiun  is  the  heart— 
The  heart  which  kwe  of  thee  alone  can  bind; 
And  when'  thy  sons  to  fetters  are  eoneign'd-^ 
To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault's  dayleae  gfeom, 
Their  country  conquers  with  their  martyrdom, 
And  firoedom's  feme  finds  wings  on  every  wind. 

Byron's  Prisonar  ^  CMUiem. 

'Tib  vain  —  my  tongue  cannot  impart 

My  almost  drunkenness  of  heart, 

When  first  this  liberated  eye 

Surveyed  earth,  ocean,  sun  and  sky. 

As  if  my  spirit  jnerced  theM  throi^ght 

And  all  their  inmost  wonders  knew ! 

One  word  alone  can  point  to  thee 

That  more  than  Ibeling— I  was  free ! 

E'en  fer  thy  presence  eeased  to  pine : 

Tlie  world — nay — heaven  itself  wis  mine ! 

Bfr^'9  Bride  9f  Ak^im 

So  let  them  ease  their  hearts  with  prate 
Of  equal  rights,  which  man  ne'er  knew; 

I  have  a  love  fbr  freedom  too. 

^■fien* 

For  me,  my  lot  Ss  what  I  sought;  to  be, 
In  life  or  death,  the  finrleas  and  the  free. 

Byrm's  /sIsmI 
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The  wish — which  ages  have  not  jet  robdoed 
In  man-— to  have  no  master  save  his  mood. 

Byroni'a  hland. 

Yet,  freedom ;  yet  thy  banner,  torn,  but  flying, 
Streams  like  the  thmider-storm  against  the  wind ; 
Thy  trmnpet  voice,  though  broken  now  and  dying, 
Hm  kMideat  still  the  tempest  leaves  behind ; 
lliy  tree  hath  lost  its  blossoms ;  and  the  rind. 
Chopped  by  the  axe,  looks  roagh  and  little  worth ; 
But  the  sap  lasts, — and  still  the  seed  we  find 
Sown  deepi,  even  in  the  bosom  of  the  north ; 
So  AaU  a  bitter  spring  less  bitter  fruit  bring  forth. 

Byron*9  CkUde  Harold. 

Motion  was  in  their  days,  rest  in  their  slumbers, 

And  cheerfulness  the  handmaid  of  their  toil ; 

Nor  yet  too  many,  nor  too  few  their  numbers ; 

GormpCion  could  not  make  their  hearts  her  soU ; 

The  hist  which  stings,  the  splendour  which  en- 

eomberSf 

With  the  free  foresters  divide  no  spoil ; 

Serene,  not  sullen,  were  the  solitudes 

Of  this  uisighing  people  of  the  woods. 

Byron, 

For  fivedom*s  battle,  once  begun, 
BequeaihM  by  bleeding  sire  to  son. 
Though  baffled  oft,  is  ever  won. 

ByrotCo  Giaaw, 

The  time  is  past  when  swords  subdued,— 
Man  may  die  — •  the  soul  *s  renew*d : 
Even  in  this  low  world  of  care, 
Freedom  ne'er  shall  want  an  heir ; 
Millions  breathe  but  to  inherit 
Her  unconquerable  spirit— 
When  once  more  her  hosts  assemble, 
Let  the  tyrants  only  tremble ; 
Smile  they  at  this  idle  threat? 
Crimsaa  tears  will  follow  yet 

BfrmCo  WaUdoo. 

—  The  mountains — they  proclaim 
Tlie  everlasting  creed  of  Liberty ! 
lliat  oreed  is  written  on  the  untrampled  snow, 
TliunderM  by  torrents  which  no  power  can  hold. 
Save  that  of  God  when  He  sends  forth  his  cold. 
And  breathM  by  winds  that  through  the  fi«e  hea- 

ven  bbw.  Bryanffo  Poem$, 

I  dream  of  all  things  fi^e ! 

Of  a  gallant,  gallant  bark. 
That  sweeps  through  storm  and  sea, 

like  an  arrow  to  its  mark ! 
Of  a  stag  that  o'er  the  hiOs 

Goes  bounding  on  its  way ; 
Of  a  thousand  flashing  rills—' 

Of  all  things  glad  and  free ! 

Mro,  HemafiM*9  Poems, 


FVee  of  the  world,  a  self-dependent  soul,  > 

The  liberty  of  nature  let  me  know. 

Caught  fix>m  her  mountains,  groves,  and  crystal 

streams. 
Her  starry  host,  and  sunset's  purple  glow. 
That  woo  the  spirit  with  celestial  dreams. 

Henry  T,  Tuekemum, 

There  is  a  spirit  working  in  the  world. 

Like  to  a  silent,  subterranean  fire ; 
Yet  ever  and  anon  some  monarch  hurPd 

Aghast  and  pale,  attests  its  foarffal  ire : 
The  dungeon'd  nations  now  once  more  respire 

Hie  keen  and  stirring  air  of  Liberty ! 

George  HUl 

—  Fervent  energy  must  spread. 

Till  despotism's  towers  be  overthrown, 

And  in  tlicir  stead 

Liberty  stands  alone ! 

Henry  Ware^Jr 

Hasten  the  day,  just  Heaven ! 

Accomplish  thy  design ; 
And  let  the  blessings  thou  hast  fireely  given. 

Freely  on  all  men  shine ; 
Till  equal  rights  be  equally  enjoy'd, 
And  human  power  for  human  good  employ'd ; 
Till  law,  and  not  the  sovereign,  rule  sustain. 
And  peace  and  virtue  undisputed  reign. 

Henry  Ware^Jr, 
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O  why  do  wretched  men  so  much  desire 
To  dmw  their  days  unto  tiie  utmost  date. 
And  do  not  rather  wish  them  soon  expire. 
Knowing  the  misery  of  their  estate. 
And  thousand  perils  which  tiiem  still  await. 
Tossing  them  like  a  boat  amid  the  main. 
That  ev'ry  hour  they  knock  at  death's  gate? 
And  he  that  happy  seems  and  least  in  pain, 
Yet  is  as  nigh  his  end  as  he  that  most  doth  plague. 

Speneer'e  Fairy  Queen, 

Such  is  the  weakness  of  all  mortal  hope ! 
So  fickle  is  tl;e  sUte  of  earthly  things ; 
That  ere  they  come  unto  their  aimed  scope. 
They  fall  too  short  of  our  frail  reckonings. 
And  bring  us  bale  and  bitter  sorrowings. 
Instead  of  comfort  which  we  should  embiaoe 

Speneer'e  Fairy  ^ueth. 

For  all  man's  lifo  me  seems  a  tragedy 
F\iD  of  sad  sights  and  sore  catastrophes , 
First  coming  to  the  world  with  weeping  eye, 
Where  all  his  days,  like  dok>rous  trophies. 
Are  heap'd  with  spoils  of  fortune  and  of  foar« 
And  he  at  last  laid  forth  on  balefiil  bier. 

Speneer'a  Tsars  ^ftheMt 
25« 
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The  term  of  life  is  limited. 
Nor  may  a  man  prolong,  or  shorten  it: 
The  soldier  may  not  move  from  watchful  sted. 
Nor  leave  his  stand  until  his  captain  bed. 
Who  life  did  limit  by  Almighty  doom 
(Quoth  he)  knows  best  the  terms  established ; 
And  he  that  points  the  centonel  his  roomi 
Doth  license  him  depart  at  sound  of  moming 
droome.  iSpenser's  Fairy  Queen. 

After  long  storms  and  tempests  overblown, 
The  sun  at  length  his  joyous  face  doth  clear : 
So  when  as  fortune  all  her  spite  hath  shown. 
Some  blissful  hours  at  lost  must  needs  appear, 
Else  should  afflicted  wights  ofUimcs  despeire. 

Spenter't  Fairy  Queen, 

But  0  short  pleasure,  bought  with  lasting  pain  I 

Why  will  hereafter  any  flesh  delight 

In  earthly  bUss,  and  join  in  pleasure  vain  ! 

SpenurU  Ruiru  of  Time. 

O  vain  world's  glory,  and  unsteadfast  state 
Of  all  that  lives  on  fiice  of  sinfhl  earth ! 
Which  from  their  first  until  the  utmost  date 
Taste  no  one  hour  of  happiness  or  mirth. 
But  like  as  at  the  ingrate  of  their  birth. 
They  crying  creep  out  of  their  mother's  womb, 
So  wailing  back  go  to  their  woeful  tomb. 

Spen$er*$  Ruine  ef  Tvm/u 

And  ye,  fond  men !  on  fortune's  wheel  that  ride, 
Or  in  aught  under  heaven  repose  assurance, 
Be  it  riches,  beauty,  or  honour's  pride, 
Be  sure  that  they  shall  have  no  long  endurance, 
But  ere  ye  be  aware  will  flit  away. 

iSpntcr's  ilepfawtdis. 

Well  may  appear  by  proof  oi  their  mischance. 
The  changeful  turning  of  men's  slippery  state ; 
That  none  whom  fortune  f^Iy  doth  advance 
Himself  therefore  to  heaven  should  elevate ; 
For  lofty  type  of  honour,  through  the  glance 
Of  envy's  dart,  is  down  in  dust  prostrate ; 
And  all  that  vaunts  in  worldly  vanity, 
Shall  fkll  through  fortune's  mutability. 

Out,  out,  brief  candle  \ 
Life 's  but  a  walking  shadow ;  a  poor  player. 
That  struts  and  frets  hib  hoar  upon  the  stage, 
And  then  is  beard  no  more :  it  is  a  tale 
Told  by  an  idiot,  foil  of  sound  and  inry, 
Signifying  nothing* 

Bhik%,  Macbeth. 

*rh6  web  of  our  life  is  of  a  mingled 
Yam,  good  ana  lU  together :  Our  virtues 
Would  be  proud,  if  our  faults  whipt  them  not ;  and 
Our  crimen  would  despair,  if  they  were  not 

Chef  f'%h'd  by  oar  virtues 

Shake.  AU'e  WdL 


The  cloud-capped  towers,  the  gorgeous  pftllM^«^^ 
The  solemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itself 
Yea  all  which  it  inlicrit,  shall  dissolve  I 
And  like  this  unsubstantial  pageant  faded. 
Leave  not  a  rack  behind :  we  are  such  stuff 
As  dreams  are  made  of^  and  our  little  lifo 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep. 

Shake.  TempeeL 

FareweO,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  my  greatness ! 
This  is  the  state  of  man ;  To^ay  he  putt  forth 
Hm  tender  leaves  of  hope,  to-morrow  Uoaaoms, 
And  boars  his  blushing  honours  thiok  open  him: 
TbM  third  day  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  fmet ; 
And— when  he  thinks,  good  easy  man,  fbll  mirely 
His  greatness  is  a-ripening  —  nips  his  root, 
And  then  he  ftUs  as  I  do. 

Shake.  Henry  VIIJ. 

O  gentlemen,  the  time  of  life  is  sliort: 

To  spend  that  shortness  basely,  'twere  too  long, 

Tho'  lifo  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point, 

Still  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  I 

Be  abscdute  for  death ;  or  death,  or  life 

Shall  thereby  be  the  sweeter.    Reason  thus  with 

Ufo; 
If  I  do  lose  thee,  I  do  lose  a  thing 
Hiat  none  but  fools  would  reck :  a  breath  thou  art 
Servile  to  all  the  skyie  influences, 
Tliat  doth  this  habitation,  where  thou  keep'st, 
Hourly  afflict :  Merely  then  art  death's  fool. 
For  him  thou  labonr'st  by  thy  flight  to  shun ; 
And  yet  mn'st  towards  him  stiU. 

Shake.  Mea.fer  Mem 

Happy  thou  art  not ; 
For  what  thou  hast  not,  still  thou  0triv*s(t  to  get; 
And  what  thou  hast  forget'st  Thou  ait  not  certain  ,* 
For  thy  complexion  shifts  to  strange  efiects 
After  the  moon.    If  thou  art  rich,  thou  'rt  poor ; 
For  like  an  ass,  whose  back  with  ingots  bows, 
ThoQ  bear'st  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey. 
And  death  unloadeth  thee. 

Shake.  Mea.feirMea 

Hum  hast  not  youth  nor  age ; 
But  as  it  were  an  after-dinner  sleep, 
Dreaming  on  both ;  for  all  thy  blessed  youth 
Becomes  as  agpd,  and  doth  beg  the  alms 
Of  palsy'd  eld :  and  when  thou  *rt  old  and  rich, 
Tlion'st  neither  heat,  affection,  limb,  nor  beauty, 
To  make  thy  riches  pleasant    What's  yet  ic 

this, 
Hiat  bears  the  name  of  lifo  7  Yet  in  this  lifo 
Lie  hid  more  thousand  deaths;  yet  death  we  foar. 
That  makes  these  odds  all  even. 

ShakM.  Mea./er  Mm. 
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Mm's  !ife*B  a  tragedy ;  his  mother's  woml^ 
From  which  he  enters,  is  the  tiring'-room ; 
This  spacious  earth  the  theatre ;  the  stage 
That  ooontry  which  he  lives  in :  passions,  rage, 
F0O7  and  vice  are  actors ;  the  first  ciy 
The  jxologue  to  the  ensuing  tragedy. 
Tile  former  act  consisteth  in  dumb  shows ; 
Tlie  second  he  to  more  perfection  grows ; 
r  tfa*  tliird  he  is  a  man,  and  doth  begin 
To  mrtore  vice,  and  act  the  deeds  of  sin ; 
r  th*  fiwrth  declines :  i'  th*  fiflh  diseases  clog 
And  trmibles  him ;  then  death  *s  the  epilogue. 

Sir  W.  Raleigh, 

The  wisdom  of  this  world  is  idiotism ; 

Strength  a  weak  reed ;  health  sickness*  enemy, 

(And  it  at  length  will  have  the  yictory) ; 

Beauty  is  bat  a  painting ;  and  long  life 

Is  a  long  journey  in  December  gone. 

Tedious  and  full  of  tribulation. 

Decker. 

Circles  are  praisM,  not  that  abound 
In  largeness,  but  th*  exactly  round : 
So  life  we  praise  that  does  excel 

Not  in  much  time,  but  acting  well 

Walter. 

Delay  is  bad,  doubt  worse,  depending  worst : 
Each  best  day  of  our  life  escapes  us  first 
Then  since  we  nure  than  many,  these  trutlis  know ; 
Though  liib  be  short,  let  us  not  make  it  sa 

JanmnCe  Epigrame, 

Her  days  are  peace,  and  so  she  ends  her  breath ; 
Troe  life  that  knows  not  what  *b  to  die,  till  death. 

Dajtiefe  Roeamond, 

Ken  should  strive  to  live  well,  not  to  live  long, 
And  I  would  spend  this  momentary  breath. 
To  live  by  fiune,  for  ever  after  death. 

Earl  cfSterUne*9  Jtdiue  C<uar. 

Oar  Hie  is  nothing,  but  a  winter's  day ; 
Some  only  break  their  fast,  and  so  away : 
Others  stay  dinner,  and  depart  fbO-fed  ; 
llie  deepest  age  but  sups  and  goes  to  bed : 
He's  most  in  debt,  that  lingers  out  the  day; 
Who  dies  betimes,  has  less  and  less  to  pay. 

Qttar2e9. 
YoqH  teQ  me,  man  ne'er  dies,  but  cbangeth  lift ; 
And  haply  for  a  better.    He 's  hapjMest 
That  goea  the  right  way  soonest.    Nature  sent  us 
AH  naked  hither,  and  all  the  goods  we  had 
We  only  took  on  credit  with  the  world : 
And  thai  the  best  of  men  are  but  mere  borrowers ; 
ThoDgh  aome  take  longer  day. 

Richard  Breme^e  DameiedU, 

life,  ill  preserved,  is  worse  than  basely  lost 

Sir  W.  Davenanl*9  Siege  qf  Rhedee. 


O  tnvial  property  of  lifb !  some  do 
Attend  the  mighty  war,  and  make  diytnity 
Their  yoke ;  till  for  the  sport  of  kings  they  but 
Augment  the  number  of  the  dead. 

Sir  W.  DatenanCe  Juet  Italian 

Lifb  is 
Xiike  the  span 

Forc'd  from  a  gouty  hand ;  which,  as  it  gains 
Extent,  and  active  length,  the  more  it  pains. 

Sir  W,  DavenarWe  Just  lidlyin 
Like  to  the  falling  of  a  star ; 
Or  as  the  flights  of  eagles  are ; 
Or  like  the  fresh  spring's  gaudy  hue, 
Or  silver  drops  of  morning  dew ; 
Or  like  a  wind  that  chafes  the  flood. 
Or  bubbles  which  on  water  stood ; 
Ev'n  such  is  man,  whose  borrow'd  light 
Is  straight  call'd  in,  and  paid  to-night 
The  wind  blows  out,  the  bubble  dies ; 
The  spring  entomb'd  in  antumn  lies ; 
The  dew  dries  up;  the  star  is  shot; 
Ihe  flight  is  post ;  and  man  forgot 

Biahop  King 

Lifo  is  a  weary  interlude  — 

Which  doth  short  joys,  long  woes  include : 

The  world  the  stage,  the  prolpgue  tears ; 

The  acts  vain  hopes  and  varied  fears ; 

The  scene  shuts  up  with  loss  of  breath. 

And  leaves  no  epilogue  bat  death. 

Biehop  Khig, 

Nor  love  thy  life,  nor  hate ;  but  what  thou  liv*st 
Live  well,  how  long  or  short  permit  to  heav'n. 

MiUon*e  Paradiee  LoeL 

Why  is  life  given 
To  be  thus  wrested  fiom  us  7  rather  why 
Obtruded  on  us  thus  ?    Who,  if  he  knew 
What  we  receive,  would  either  not  accept 
Lifo  ofler'd,  or  soon  beg  to  lay  it  down. 
Glad  to  be  dismiss'd  in  peace  7 

MiUon^e  Paradiee  Loet. 

Natwe  to  each  allots  his  proper  sphere. 

But  that  forsaken,  we  like  comets  err. 

Toss'd  thro'  the  void,  by  some  rude  shock  we  *re 

broke. 
And  all  our  boasted  fixe  is  lost  in  smoke. 

Cof^gmw. 

How  sodden  do  our  prospects  vary  here ! 
And  how  uncertain  every  good  we  boast! 
Hope  oft  deceives  us ;  and  our  very  joys 
Sink  with  fruition; — pall,  and  rust  away. 
How  wise  are  we  in  tbooghtl  how  weak  in  piw 

tiee! 
Our  very  virtue,  like  oar  will,  is — nothing. 

Shirlej^e  Pameide' 
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What  UH  we  live  for  ?  teQ  Ufe*f  &irMt  tale-- 
To  eat,  to  drink,  to  iloep,  lovoi  and  enjoy. 
And  then  to  love  no  more ! 
To  talk  of  things  we  know  not,  and  to  know 
Nothing  but  things  not  worth  the  talking  o£ 

Sir  R,  Fane^Jun. 

If  life  a  hundred  years,  or  e*er  so  few, 

*T  is  repetition  all,  and  nothing  new : 

A  fair  whore  thousands  meet,  but  none  can  stay, 

An  inn  whero  travellers  bait,  then  post  away. 

Faakes, 

Ev*r7  state, 
Allotted  to  the  race  of  man  below. 
Is,  in  proportion,  doom'd  to  taste  some  sorrow. 

Roue'§  Lady  Jmu  Orty, 

But  ah !  how  insincere  are  aD  oor  joys ! 
Which,  sent  from  heaven,  like  lightning  make  no 

stay: 
Their  palling  taste  the  jom7iey*s  length  destroys. 
Or  grief  sent  post  overtakes  them  on  the  way. 

DryderCM  Anmu  MiralfUis. 

Vain  hopes  and  empty  joys  of  human  kind. 
Proud  of  the  present,  to  the  future  blind. 

DrydesCt  Cyman  and  Ipkigetda, 

Since  every  man  who  lives  is  born  to  die. 
And  none  can  boast  sincere  felicity, 
With  equal  mind  what  happens  let  us  bear, 
Nor  joy  nor  grieve  fai  things  beyond  our  care. 
Like  pilgrims  to  the  appointed  place  we  tend ; 
The  world  *s  an  inn,  and  death  the  joumey*s  end. 

DrydenU  Palamon  and  ArciU. 

A  flower  that  does  with  opening  mom  arise, 

And,  flourishing  the  day,  at  evening  dies ; 

A  winged  eastern  blast,  just  skimming  o*er 

The  ocean's  brow,  and  sinking  on  the  shore ; 

A  fire,  whose  flames  through  crackling  stubble  fly, 

A  meteor  shooting  fit>m  the  summer  sky ; 

A  bowl  adown  the  bending  mountain  roll*d ; 

A  bubble  breaking,  and  a  fable  told ; 

A  noontide  shadow,  and  a  midnight  dream ; 

Are  emblems  which,  with  semblance  apt,  proclaim 

t)iir  earthly  course. 

Priar'M  SoUmmn. 

Tn  every  act  and  turn  of  life  he  feels 
Public  calamities,  or  household  ills ; 
The  due  reward  to  just  desert  refusM, 
The  trust  betrayM,  the  nuptial  bed  abiisM ; 
The  judge  corrupt,  the  ^ong  depending  cause, 
And  doubtful  issue  of  misconstrued  laws ; 
The  crafty  turns  of  a  dishonest  state, 
Aiid  violent  will  of  the  wzxing-doing  great ; 
The  venom'd  toOgue,  injurious  to  his  flune. 
Which  nor  can  wisdom  share,  nor  &ir  advice  re- 
claim. Primr'9  Sdoman, 


We  happiness  pursoe ;  we  fly  feom  pain , 
Yet  the  pursuit,  and  yet  the  flight  is  vain : 
And  while  poor  nature  labours  to  be  UeM, 
By  day  with  pleasure,  and  by  night  with 
Some  stronger  power  eludes  our  sickly  will. 
Dashing  our  rising  hopm  with  certain  ill; 
And  makes  us,  with  reflective  trouble,  see 
That  all  is  destin'd,  which  we  fency  free 

Prior's  Stiamam. 

Who  breathes,  most  sQ^r ;  and  who  thmka,  mwC 

mourn. 
And  he  alone  is  UessM  who  ne*er  was  ban. 

Prior's  Sdaman 

I  tell  thee,  life  is  but  one  common  care. 
And  man  was  bom  to  sufier  and  to  fear. 

Prior's  Moman 

Thus  we  act;  and  thus  we  are. 
Or  tossM  by  hope,  or  sunk  by  care. 
With  endless  pain  this  man  pursues 
What,  if  he  gain'd,  he  could  not  use : 
And  t'  other  fendly  hopes  to  see 
What  never  was,  nor  e'er  shaU  be. 
We  err  by  use,  go  wrong  by  rules, 
In  gesture  grave,  in  action  feols : 
We  join  hjrpocrisy  to  pride. 
Doubling  the  faults  we  strive  to  hide. 

Prior's  Alma 

Even  so  luxurious  men  unheeding  pass 
An  idle  summer-life  in  fortune's  shine ; 
A  season's  glitter  I  thus  they  flutter  on 
From  toy  to  toy,  from  vanity  to  vice ; 
Till  blown  away  by  death,  oblivion  comes 
Behind,  and  strikes  them  firom  the  book  of  life. 

ThoilujrJ'9  Seasons 

'    Ah !  whither  now  are  fled 
Those  dreams  of  greatness  7  those  vc^arSdd  hopef 
Of  happiness  ?  those  longings  afler  Btmc  1 
Thoee  restless  cares  7  those  busy  LusUiag  days  7 
Those  gay-spent,  festive  nights?   chose  veering 

thoughts 
Lost  between  good  and  ill,  that  sha/' J  my  life  7 
All  now  are  vanish'd !  virtue  sole  ^orvivee 
ImmorUl,  never.feding  fliend  of  luan. 
His  guide  to  happiness  on  high. 

7%4mson*s  Seasons 

Where  now,  ye  living  vanities  of  Kfe  7 
Ye  ever-tempting,  ever^heating  train ! 
Where  are  ye  now,  and  what  is  your  amount  7 
Vexation,  disappointment,  and  remorse. 
Sad,  sickening  thought !  and  yet  deluded  man* 
A  scene  of  crude  disjointed  vuiions  past. 
And  broken  slumbers,  rises  sttll  rcsolv'o. 
With  new  flush'd  hopes,  to  ruvi  the  giday  round. 

Iftemson^t  Sioaous 
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Ah !  little  tUnk  the  g^y  licentioae  prood^ 
Whom  pleasure,  poiirer,  and  afl9iienoe  rarroimd ; 
Hey,  who  their  thougliUess  hoars  in  giddj  mirth. 
And  wanton,  often  cruel,  riot  waste ; 
Ah !  Kttle  think  they,  while  they  dance  along, 
How  many  feel,  this  very  moment,  death. 
And  all  the  sad  variety  of  pain ! 

Thom9on^$  SetuoMm 

Even  in  the  vale,  whore  wisdom  loves  to  dwell. 

With  friendship,  peace,  and  contemplation  join*d, 

How  many,  rackM  with  honest  passions,  droop 

In  deep  retir'd  distress. 

T^smson's  SesMiis. 

Hie  days  of  life  ore  sisters ;  all  alike ; 
None  jnst  the  same ;  which  serve  to  fool  ns  on 
Through  Uasted  hopes,  witli  change  of  fallacy ; 
While  joy  is,  like  to-morrow,  still  to  come : 
Nor  ends  the  ftuitless  chase  bat  in  the  grave. 

Ycung'i  Brather$, 

Vain  man !  to  be  so  fond  of  breathing  kmg, 
And  spinning  out  a  thread  of  misery : 
The  longer  life  the  greater  choice  of  evil ; 
The  happiest  man  is  but  a  wretched  thing, 
Hiat  steals  poor  comfort  from  comparison. 

Youvg^M  BumrU, 

Ah !  what  is  homan  fife  7 
How,  like  the  dial's  tardy  moving  shade, 
Day  after  day  slides  from  as  nnperceivM ! 
Tlie  canning  fngitive  is  svnft  by  stealth ; 
Too  sabCle  is  the  movement  to  be  seen ; 
Yel  soon  the  hoor  is  up— and  we  are  gone. 

Youiy's  Bmdrit, 

Th»  smoothest  coarse  of  nature  has  its  pains ; 
And  trnest  friends,  through  error,  wound  our  rest 
Without  misfortune,  what  calamities  7 
And  what  hostilities,  without  a  foe  7 
Nor  are  foes  wanting  to  the  best  on  earth. 
But  endless  is  the  list  of  human  ills, 
And  sighs  might  sooner  foil,  than  cause  to  sigh. 

Young'9  Jfight  ThoughU. 

Lifo*s  little-  stage  is  a  small  eminence. 
Inch-high  the  grave  above ;  that  home  of  man. 
Where  dwells  the  multitude :  we  gaze  around ; 
We  read  their  monuments ;  we  sigh ;  and  while 
We  sigh,  we  sink ;  and  are  what  we  deplor'd ; 
Lamenting,  or  hunented,  all  our  lot. 

Young' $  Night  ThoughU. 

Ero  man  has  measurM  half  his  weary  stage, 
His  loxuries  have  left  him  no  reserve. 
No  maiden  relishes,  no  unbroacht  delights ; 
On  cold-serv'd  repetitions  he  subsists^ 
And  in  the  tasteless  present  ohews  the  past; 
Disgusted  chews,  and  scarce  can  swallow  down* 

Ymaig'9  Night  Thought$, 


Like  some  fair  hum*ri?ts,  life  is  most  enjoyed. 
When    ooortcd    least;    most  worth,  when  die* 
esteem'd.  Young's  Night  ThoughU, 

Why  all  this  toil  for  triumphs  of  an  hour  7 
What  tho*  we  wade  in  wealth,  or  soar  in  fame  7 
Earth's  highest  station  ends  in — **  Here  he  lier  "-* 
And  **  dust  to  dust*'— concludes  her  noblest  song. 

Votti^t  Night  ThoughU 

Behold  the  picture  of  earth's  happiest  man : 
He  calls  his  wish,  it  comes ;  he  sends  it  back, 
And  says  he  call'd  another;  that  arrives. 
Meets  the  same  welcome ;  yet  he  still  calls  on ; 
Till  one  calls  him,  who  varies  not  his  call, 
But  holds  him  fast,  in  chains  of  darkness  bound. 
Till  nature  dies,  and  judgment  sets  him  free ; 
A  freedom  for  less  welcome  than  his  chain. 

ypt/ng's  Night  Thoughts, 

To-day  is  so  like  yesterday,  it  cheats ; 
We  take  the  lying  sister  for  the  same ; 
Life  glides  away,  Lorenzo,  like  a  brook ; 
For  ever  changing,  unperceiv'd  the  change. 

Young*$  Night  ThoughiM. 

Man,  in  at  ease. 
In  this,  not  his  own  place,  this  foreign  field. 
Where  natiire  fodders  him  with  other  food 
Than  was  ordain'd  his  cravings  to  suffice. 
Poor  in  abundance,  fomish'd  at  a  feast, 
Sighs  for  something  more,  when  most  enjoy  d. 

Yoiii^'s  Night  Thoughu 

How  frail  men,  tilings !    How  momentary  both ! 
Fantastio  chase  of  shadow's  hunting  shades  I 

Young* $  Night  ThougJas. 

There 's  not  a  day,  but,  to  the  man  of  thought. 
Betrays  some  secret,  that  throws  new  reproach 
On  lifo,  and  makes  him  sick  of  seeing  more. 

young's  Night  Thoughu. 

On  life's  gay  stage,  one  inch  above  the  grave. 
The  proud  run  up  and  down  in  quest  of  eyes ; 
Hie  sensual,  in  pdrsuit  of  something  worse ; 
The  grave,  of  gold ;  the  politic,  of  power ; 
And  all,  of  other  butterflies,  as  vain. 

Young*§  Night  Thoughts 

How  must  a  spirit,  late  escaped  from  earth. 
The  troth  of  things  new  blazing  in  its  eye. 
Look  back,  asloniah'd,  on  the  ways  of  men. 
Whose  lives'  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  graves . 

Yo»ng*9  Night  Thoughu 

Be  wise  with  speed ; 
A  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  indeed. 

Young*9  Leoe  of  Fmrn 

The  present  moment,  like  a  wife,  we  shan. 
And  ne'er  enjoy,  because  it  is  our  own. 

Young*  0  JLooe  of  Fnm, 


Ljovc,  hope,  and  joy,  fair  plcasure*8  smiling  tnin; 
Hate,  fc^r,  and  g^ricf,  the  family  of  pain ; 
These,  Diix'd  with  art,  and  to  due  bounds  oonfinM, 
Make  and  maintain  the  balance  of  the  mind ; 
Tho  lights  and  shades  whose  wcll^ccorded  strife 
Gives  all  the  strength  and  colour  of  our  life. 

Vop^%  Eisay  on  Man, 

O  thoughtless  mortals !  ever  blind  to  fate, 
Too  soon  dejected,  and  too  soon  elate ! 

Pope'$  Rape  of  the  Lock. 

When  men  once  reach  their  autumn,  sickly  joys 

Fall  off  apace,  as  yelk)W  leaves  from  trees, 

At  every  little  breath  misfortune  blows ; 

Till  left  quite  naked  of  their  happiness. 

In  the  chill  blasts  of  winter  they  expire : 

This  is  the  common  lot 

Young, 

Is  that  a  birth«day  7  't  is,  alas !  too  clear, 

'T  is  but  tho  i\m*ral  of  the  former  year. 

Pope, 

What  art  tliou,  life,  so  dearly  lovM  by  all  ? 
What  arc  thy  charms  that  thus  the  great  desire 

thee. 
And  to  retain  thee  part  with  pomp  and  titles  7 
To  buy  thy  presence,  the  gold-watching  miser 
Will  pour  his  mouldy  bags  of  treasure  out, 
And  grow  at  once  a  prodigal    Tlie  wretch 
Clad  with  disease  and  poverty's  tliin  coat. 
Yet  holds  thee  fast,  tl^ough  painful  company. 

Havard'e  King  Charlea  L 

O  life !  thou  universal  wish ;  what  art  tliou  7 
Thuu  *rt  but  a  dog  —  a  few  uneasy  hours : 
Thy  mom  is  greeted  by  the  flocks  and  herds ; 
And  every  bird  that  flatters  with  its  note, 
Balutes  thy  rising  sun :  thy  noon  approaching, 
Then  haste  the  flies  and  every  creeping  insect, 
To  bask  in  thy  meridian ;  that  declining, 
As  quickly  they  depart,  and  leave  tliy  evening 
To  mourn  the  absent  ray :  night  at  hand, 
Then  croaks  the  raven  conscience,  time  misspent, 
llie  owl  despair  seems  hideous,  and  the  bat 
(^fusion  flutters  up  and  down  — 
Life's  but  a  Icngthcn*d  day  not  worth  the  waking 
tar,  HavarfPe  King  Charles  I, 

Human  lifo  is  chequered  at  the  best, 
And  joy  and  grief  altemalL^y  preside. 
The  good  and  evil  demon  of  mankind. 

Traey'9  Periander^ 

By  day  or  night. 

tn  florid  youth,  or  mellow  age,  scarce  fleets 

t)ne  hour  without  its  (iare  I  not  sleep  itself 

Is  ever  balmy :  fbr  the  shadowy  dream 

Oft  bears  substantial  woe. 

SmdUtte  RegieUlt. 


*Tis  but  a  night,  a  long  and  moonless  night; 
We  make  the  grave  oar  bed,  and  then  are  gonsi 

Blair*»  Oram, 

I  >e  tried  this  world  in  all  its  changes. 

States  and  conditions;  have  been  great  and  happy, 

Wretched  and  low,  and  pass*d  thro*  all  its  stages* 

And  oh !  believe  mc,  who  have  known  it  best, 

It  is  not  worth  the  bustle  that  it  costs ; 

*T  is  but  a  medley,  all  of  idle  hopes, 

And  abject  childish  fears. 

Madden'e  Themistodet, 

To  be,  is  better  fhr  than  not  to  be. 
Else  nature  ebeated  us  in  our  formation. 
And  when  we  are,  the  sweet  delusion  wears 
Such  various  charms  and  prospects  of  delight; 
That  what  we  could  not  will,  we  make  our  choice, 
Desirous  to  prolong  the  life  she  gave. 

SeweWe  Sir  W,  Ralei^ 

To  each  his  sufferings :  all  are  men. 
Condemned  alike  to  groan; 
The  tender  for  another's  pain, 
The  unfeeling  for  his  own. 

Gray**  Eiom  CUkgtL 

These  shaU  the  fury  passions  tear. 

The  vulture  of  the  mind. 

Disdainful  anger,  pallid  fear. 

And  shame  that  skulks  behind ; 

Or  pining  love,  shall  waste  their  youtjiy 

Or  jealousy,  with  rankling  tooth, 

That  inly  gnaws  the  secret  heart 

And  envy  wan,  and  faded  care, 

Grim.visag*d  comfortless  despair. 

And  sorrow's  piercing  dart 

Ambition  this  shall  tempt  to  rise, 

Then  whirl  the  wretch  fVom  bight 

To  bitter  scorn  a  sacrifice, 

And  grinning  infamy. 

The  stings  of  falsehood  those  shall  try. 

And  hard  onkindncss*  alterM  eye, 

That  mocks  tho  tear  it  forcM  to  flow ; 

And  keen  remorse,  with  blood  defiled. 

And  moody  madness  laughing  wild 

Amid  severest  woe. 

Lo !  in  the  vole  of  years  beneath 

A  grisly  troop  are  seen. 

The  painful  family  of  dc^iu 

More  hideous  tlian  their  queen : 

This  racks  the  joints,  this  fires  the  vn]i% 

That  every  labouring  sinew  strains, 

Hiose  in  the  deeper  vitals  rage : 

liO^  poverty,  to  fill  the  band, 

That  numbs  th^  soul  with  icy  hand, 

And  ibw  consuming  age. 

Gtmfe  Stm  Caa^ga» 


To  oontemplatioD*^B  sober  eye 

Bach  is  Uic  race  of  man : 

Aad  ihej  that  creep,  and  they  that  fly, 

Shall  end  where  they  began. 

Alike  the  busy  and  the  gay 

Bot  flutter  through  life*s  little  day, 

In  fortune's  varying  colours  drest : 

BrushM  by  the  hand  of  rough  mischance ; 

Or  chiU*d  by  age,  their  airy  dance 

Thej  leave  in  dust  to  rest 

(7t«y'«  Spring, 

Liie*8  buzzing  sounds  and  flattering  colours  play 
Round  our  fond  sense,  and  waste  the  day. 
Enchant  the  fancy,  vex  the  labouring  soul ; 
Each  rising  sun,  each  lightsome  hour, 
Beholds  the  busy  slavery  we  endure ; 
Nor  is  our  freedom  full,  or  contemplation  pure, 
When  night  and  sacred  silence  overspread  the  soul. 

Catch  then,  O  catch  the  transient  hour. 
Improve  each  moment  as  it  flies ; 
Li&*s  a  short  summer — man  a  flower, 
He  dies— akw  !  how  soon  he  dies ! 

Br.  JokfUoiL 

Reflect  that  life  and  death,  aflecting  sounds. 
Are  only  varied  modes  of  endless  being, 
Reflect  that  life,  like  every  other  1)les8ing, 
Derives  its  value  fi'om  its  use  alone ; 
Not  im  itself  but  for  a  nobler  end 
111'  Eternal  gave  it,  and  that  end  is  virtue. 
When  inconsistent  with  the  greater  good, 
Reasm  commands  to  east  the  less  away ; 
Tkm  fife,  with  loss  of  wealth  is  well  preserv'd. 
And  virtue  cheaply  savM  with  loss  of  Efe. 

Dr.  Johnacn*9  Irene. 

In  sach  a  world,  so  thorny,  and  where  none 
Finds  happiness  unblighted,  or,  if  found. 
Without  some  thistly  sorrow  at  its  side. 
It  seems  the  part  of  wisdom,  and  no  sin 
Against  the  law  of  love,  to  measure  bts 
With  less  distingnish*d  than  ourselves,  that  thus 
We  may  with  patience  6ear  our  mod*rate  ills^ 
And  sympathize  with  others,  suffisring  mora. 

Cowpcr's  T99L 

AH  has  its  date  below.    The  fatal  hour 
Was  register*d  in  heaven  ere  time  began. 
We  turn  to  dust,  and  all  our  mightiest  warks 
IX%  «9s     The  deep  fbuudations  that  we  lay. 
Time  ploughs  them  up,  and  not  a  trace  remains. 
We  build  vdth  what  we  deem  eternal  rock, 
A  distant  age  asks  where  the  fabric  stood  7 
And  m  the  dust,  sifled  and  searchM  in  vaia, 
The  undbocfverable  secret  sleeps. 

Cougpet*9  Tade, 


IIow  readily  we  wish*d  time  spent  revok'd, 
That  we  might  try  the  ground  again,  where  onoo 
(Through  inexperience  as  we  now  perceive) 
We  miss'd  that  happiness  we  miglit  have  found. 

Cowper'9  Ta9k 

Ask  what  is  human  life  —  the  sage  replies 
With  disappointment  lowering  in  his  eyes, 
A  painful  passage  o*er  a  restless  flood, 
A  vain  pursuit  of  fugitive  &lsc  good, 
A  sense  of  fancied  bliss  and  heart-fblt  care, 
dosing  at  last  in  darkness  and  despair. 

Cowper^M  Hope. 

Ah  I  who  «tan  tell  how  hard  it  is  to  climb 

The  steep  where  flune^s  proud  temple  shines  afar  ? 

Ah !  who  can  tell  how  many  a  soul  sublime 

Has  ftlt  the  influence  of  malignant  star. 

And  wag*d  with  fortune  an  eternal  war  7 

Chcck*d  by  the  scoff  of  pride,  by  envy's  frown^ 

And  poverty's  unconquerable  bar. 

In  life's  low  vale  remote  has  pin'd  alone. 

Then  dropt  into  the  grave,  unpitied  and  unknown 

BeaUU*a  MinMtrd 
Life  is  but  a  day  at  most, 

Sprung  from  night,  in  darkness  lost; 

Hope  not  sunshine  eViy  hour. 

Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lower. 

Bum» 

Oh  life !  how  pleasing  is  thy  morning. 

Young  flincy's  rays  the  hills  adorning ! 

Cold  —  pausing  —  cautious  lessons  scorning, 

We  flisk  away. 

Like  school-boys,  at  the  expected  warning, 

To  joy  and  play. 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here, 

We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  brier, 

Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near 

Among  the  leaves ; 

And  though  the  puny  wound  appear. 

Short  while  it  grieves. 

Bumi 
Ah !  happy  boys !  such  fbelings  pure. 
They  will  not,  cannot  long  endure ; 
Condemn'd  to  stem  the  world's  rude  tide, 
You  may  not  linger  by  the  side ; 
For  &te  shall  thrust  you  firom  the  shore. 
And  passion  ply  the  sail  and  oar. 

SeUte  Marmmn. 

Our  yoothfli]  summer  ofl  we  see 
Dance  by  on  wings  of  game  and  glee. 
While  tiie  dark  storm  reserves  its  rage. 
Against  the  winter  of  our  age. 

Thus  pleasures  Aide  away ; 
You^  talents,  beauty,  thus  decay, 
And  leave  us  dark,  forkm,  and  grey. 

SiotteMormMm 
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Though  varying  wishes,  hopes  and  fears, 

FeverM  the  progress  of  these  years. 

Yet  now,  days,  weeks,  and  months,  hot  seem 

Tlie  recollection  of  a  dream  t 

So  still  we  glide  down  to  the  sea 

Of  fathomless  eternity. 

Seot^M  Marmion. 

Danger,  long  travel,  want  or  woe. 
Soon  change  the  form  that  best  we  know ; 
For  deadly  fear  can  time  outgo, 
■  And  blanch  at  once  the  hair ; 
Hard  time  can  roughen  form  and  face, 
And  what  can  qnonch  the  eye*B  bright  graoe. 
Nor  does  old  age  a  wrinkle  trace, 

More  deeply  than  despair. 

Saiif9 


Ah !  in  what  perils  is  vain  life  engagM ! 
What  slight  neglects,  what  trivial  faults  destroy 
The  hardest  frame !  of  indolence,  of  toil. 
We  die;  of  want,  of  superfluity. 

Armstrmg't  Art  cf  Preieroing  HtdUh. 

For  time  will  come  with  all  its  blights. 

The  ruinM  hope — the  friend  unkind  — 

The  love,  that  leaves,  where'er  it  lights, 

A  chill  or  burning  light  behind. 

Jtfbore. 


We  wither  from  our  youth,  we  gasp  away. —  • 
Sick  —  sick ;  —  unlbund  the  boon — unslaked  the 

thirst, 
Though  to  the  last,  in  verge  of  oar  decay, 
Some  phantom  lures,  such  as  we  thought  at  first— 
But  all  too  late, — so  are  wo  doubly  curst. 
Love,  fiime,  ambition,  avarice  -—  *t  is  the  same, 
E^ch  idle  —  and  all  ill  —  and  none  the  worst— 
For  all  are  meteors  with  a  different  name, 
And  death  the  sable  smoke  where  vanishes  the 

flame.  ByrmCi  Ch3de  Harold, 

Wc  are  fi)ols  of  time  and  terror :  days 

Steal  on  us  and  steal  fix>m  us ;  yet  we  livie. 

Loathing  our  life,  and  dreading  still  to  die. 

In  all  the  days  of  this  detested  yoke— 

This  vital  weight  upon  the  struggling  heart, 

Which  sinks  with  sorrow,  or  beats  quick  with  pain, 

in  joy  that  ends  in  agony  or  faintness— • 

In  all  the  days  of  past  and  future,  for 

In  litb  there  is  no  present,  we  may  nqmber 

How  few,  how  less  than  few—* wherein  the  soul 

Forbears  to  pant  lur  death,  and  yet  draws  back 

As  from  a  stream  in  winter,  though  the  chill 

Be  but  a  moment's. 

BfrmCs  Mamfnd, 

rhe  diut  we  tread  Qpon  was  cnce  a£ve 

And  wretched. 

B|frM*s  Sttriaim^fdiu, 


Alas !  sucJi  is  our  nature !  all  but  aim 
At  the  same  end  by  pathways  not  the  same; 
Our  bieans,  our  birth,  our  nation,  and  our  name^ 
Our  fortune,  temper,  even  our  outward  firame. 
Are  far  more  potent  over  yielding  clay 
Than  aught  we  know  beyond  our  little  day. 

Bynm'a  UlanL 

When  we  cry  out  against  fiite,  Hwere  well 

We  should  remember  fortune  can  take  nought 

Save  what  she  gave  —  the  rest  was  nakedness. 

And  lusts,  and  appetites,  and  vanities. 

The  universal  heritage,  to  battle 

With  as  we  may,  and  least  in  humblest  stations, 

Where  hunger  swallows  all  in  one  low  want. 

And  the  original  ordinance,  that  man 

Must  sweat  for  his  poor  pittance,  keeps  all  passions 

Aloof^  save  foar  of  &mine !  All  is  low. 

And  flilse,  and  hdlow  —  clay  from  first  to  last. 

The  prince's  um  no  less  than  potter's  vessel. 

ByrmC*  Two  FooearL 

Between  two  worlds  life  hovers  like  a  star, 
'Twixt  night  and  mom,  upon  the  horizon's  verge. 
How  little  do  w6  know  that  which  we  are! 
How  less  what  vre  may  be !  the  eternal  surge 
Of  time  and  tide  roQs  on,  and  bears  afar 
Our  bubbles ;  as  the  old  burst,  new  emerge 
Lash'd  from  the  foam  of  ages ;  while  the  graves 
Of  empires  heave  but  like  some  passing  wa\'es. 

Bynm, 

There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  sky. 
But  mine  have  vanish'd.    All,  when  life  is  new. 
Commence  with  fbelinga  warm,  and  prospects  high; 
But  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hoe. 
And  one  by  one,  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake. 
Casts  off  its  bright  skin  yearly  like  the  snake. 

Bynm. 

A  little  breath,  love,  wine,  ambition,  fame, 
Hghting,  devotion,  dust — perhaps  a  name. 

Byron, 

Love 's  the  first  net  which  spreads  its  deadly  mesh ; 
Ambition,  avarice,  vengeance,  glqry  ghie 
The  glittermg  lime-twigs  of  our  latter  days. 
Where  still  we  flutter  on  for  pence  or  praise. 

Byroiu 

The  spell  is  broke— the  charm  is  flown! 

Thus  is  it  with  lifers  fitfbl  fbver ; 

We  madly  smile  when  we  shotdd  groan ; 

Delirium  is  our  best  deceiver. 

Each  tacid  interval  of  thought 

Recalls  the  woes  of  nature's  charter, 

And  he  that  acts  as  wise  men  ought, 

Bat  lives —  as  saints  have  died  —  a  martyr. 

ByroB, 
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0  love !  O  glory !  what  are  ye  7  who  fly 

Anmnd  xa  ever,  rarely  to  alight: 

There  *s  not  a  meteor  in  the  polar  sky 

Of  rach  transcendent  and  more  fleeting  flight 

Byron, 
Tliere  are  a  nnmher  of  as  creep 
Into  thin  world  to  eat  and  sleep ; 
And  know  no  reason  why  they  *re  bani« 
But  merely  to  consume  the  com, 
Deroor  the  cattle,  fowl,  and  fish, 
And  leaTe  behind  an  empty  dish. 
Though  crows  and  rayens  do  the  same, 
Unlacky  birds  ot  hateiul  name. 
Ravens  or  crows  might  fill  their  places, 
And  swallow  com  and  eat  carcases* 
Then  if  their  tombstones  when  they  die, 
Be  n*t  taught  to  flatter  and  to  lie. 
There 's  nothing  better  will  be  said. 
Than  thai  they  *ve  eat  op  all  their  bread, 
Drank  all  their  drink  and  gone  to  bed. 

Dr.  FraMviCo  Parafikrase  ofHaraee. 

There  never  breathes  a  man  who,  when  his  life 
Was  dosing,  might  not  of  that  life  relate 

Toils  long  and  hard. 

WinrafissftA* 

Life,  like  a  dome  of  many-^oorM  glass 
8laina  the  white  radiance  of  eternity. 

life  went  a-maying 
With  naiore,  hope,  and  powy, 
When  I  was  yoong. 

Cslmd^s. 

And  is  not  youth,  as  fancy  teSs, 

life's  soromer  prime  of  joy  7 
Ah,  no !  fer  hopes  too  long  delayed 
And  feelings  blasted  or  betrayed 

Its  &bled  bliss  destroy ; 

And  youth  remembers  with  a  sigh 

The  carelisas  days  of  infancy. 

Soulhey, 

There  are  points  from  which  wo  can  command 

our  life; 
When  tlie  soul  sweeps  the  future  like  a  glass ; 
And  eovnuig  things,  full-freighted  with  our  fete. 
Jot  out  on. the  dark  offing  of  the  mind. 

Bailey* 9  FettUM. 

living  men  look  on  all  who  live  askance. 

Bai2«y's  Fsftw. 
We  live  in  deeds,  not  years — in  thoughts,  not 

breathe- 
In  feelings,  not  in  figures  on  a  dial ; 
We  diould  count  tizae  by  heart-throbs.    He  most 

lives, 
Wlio  thinks  most— feels  the  noUest— acts  the  best 

Bsflsy's  AtfMk 


What  is  this  life,  whcrem  God  has  founded  me, 
But  a  bright  wheel,  which  bums  itself  away. 
Benighting  even  night  with  its  grim  limbs, 
When  it  hath  done  and  feinted  into  darkness  7 

Bail€y*9  FestM, 

What  is  life  7 
A  gulf  of  troubled  waters  —  where  the  soul. 
Like  a  vexM  bark,  is  tossM  upon  the  waves 
Of  pain  and  pleasure  by  the  wavering  breath 
Of  passions. 

Mi8$  London 

Few  know  of  life's  beginnings— > men  behold 
The  good  achiev'd;  the  warrior,  when  his  sword 
Flashes  red  triumph  in  the  noonday  sun ; 
The  poet,  when  his  lyre  hangs  on  the  palm ; 
The  statesman  when  the  crowd  proclaim  his  voice. 
And  mould  opinion  on  his  gifted  tongue ; 
They  count  not  life's  first  steps,  and  never  fliink 
Upon  the  many  miserable  hours 
When  hope  deferr'd  was  sickness  to  the  hchit 

Mi»9  Landen 

Hard  are  life's  early  steps;  and  but  that  youth 
Is  buoyant,  confident,  and  strong  in  hope. 
Men  would  behold  its  threshold  and  dcspait 

Mi»9  London 

Life  treads  on  life,  and  heart  on  heart— 
We  press  too  close  in  church  and  mart. 
To  keep  a  dream  or  grave  aparu 

Mi$B  BantO 

^Life  is  before  ye !" — and  as  now  ye  stand 

Eager  to  spring  upon  the  promised  land, 

Fair  smiles  the  way  where  yet  your  feet  have  trod 

But  few  light  steps,  upon  a  flowery  sod : 

Round  ye  are  youth's  gveen  bowers-— and  to  your 

eyes, 
Tho*  horizon's  line  but  joints  the  earth  and  skies  * 
Daring  and  triumph,  pleasure,  feme  and  joy ; 
Friendsliip  unwavering,  love  without  aUoy, 
Brave  thoughts  of  noble  deeds,  and  glory  won 
like  angels,  beckon  ye  to  venture  en. 

Franui  KtnMt  BwUc 

*•  life  is  before  ye !" — firom  the  feted  road 
Ye  cannot :  turn  then  take  ye  up  the  load. 
Not  yours  to  tread  or  leave  tiie  unknown  way. 
Ye  must  go  o'er  it,  meet  ye  what  ye  may. 
Gird  up  your  soub  within  you  to  the  deed, 
Angeli  and  fellow-spirits  bid  ye  speed ! 
What  though  the  brightness  wane,  tho  ploarors 

fade, 
Hm  glory  dim !    Oh  not  of  these  b  mads 
The  awfbl  life  that  to  your  trast  is  given, 
CSiildrenof  Godl  Inheritors  of  Heaven  1 

JVsncef  Kmdd4  BwUtf* 
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»  Life  18  before  ye !" — Oh,  if  ye  could  look 

Into  the  secrets  of  that  eealcd  book. 

Strongs  as  ye  are  with  youth,  and  hope,  and  fiiith, 

Ye  would  sink  down,  and  falter  **  Give  va  death  !** 

If  the  dread  Sphinx's  lips  might  once  unclose. 

And  utter  but  a  whisper  of  the  woes 

Which  must  overtake  ye  in  your  lifc-long^  doom— > 

Well  might  ye  cry,  **  Our  cradle  be  our  tomb !" 

France$  KemhU  Butler. 
Had  but  the  heart  that  thrills  a  three  years*  boy 
A  \oioe  to  speak,  *t  would  say  that  life  is  joy ! 
Note  thou  the  youth  whose  impulse  nought  can 

tame, 
That  life  is  action,  tongue  and  limbs  proclaim ! 
The  man  whom  well-spent  years  fVom  dread  re- 
lease, 
Secure  in  knowledge,  tells  thee  Life  is  Peace, 
And  the  grey  sage,  who  smiles  beside  the  grave, 
Knows  life  is  all,  and  death  a  dusty  slave ! 

John  Sterling. 
IJves  of  great  men  all  remind  us 

We  can  make  our  lives  sublime, 
And  departing  leave  behind  us 

Footsteps  on  the  sands  of  time— 
Footprints  that,  perchance,  another. 

Sailing  o*er  life's  troubled  main, 
A  forlorn  and  shipwreckM  brother, 

Seeing,  shall  take  heart  again. 

LongfeBoio. 
Life  is  real,  life  ia  earnest; 

And  the  grave  is  not  its  goal; 

Dust  thou  art,  to  dust  retumest; 

Was  not  spoken  of  the  souL 

LongftOem. 
Thus  bravely  live  heroic  men, 

A  consecrated  band ; 
IJfi;  is  to  them  a  battle-field. 

Their  hearts  a  holy  land. 

TuekermaiL 
My  life  is  like  the  summer  rose 

That  opens  to  the  morning  sky, 
But  ere  the  shades  of  evening  close. 

Is  scatterM  on  the  ground  —  to  die ! 
Yet  on  the  rose's  humble  bed 
The  sweetest  dews  of  night  are  shed. 
As  if  slie  wept  the  waste  to  see  — 
But  none  shall  weep  a  tear  for  me  • 

R.  H.  WiUe, 
My  life  is  like  the  autumn  leaf 

That  trembles  in  the  moon's  pale  ray. 
Its  hold  is  frail  —  its  date  is  brie^ 

Restless— and  soon  to  pass  away ! 
If  ct,  ere  that  leaf  shall  fall  and  fiule, 
I'he  parent  tree  wifl  mourn  its  shade, 
'rh«  wmds  bewail  the  leafless  tree, 
Hut  none  shall  breathe  a  sigh  ibr  me! 

R.  H.  WOde.  I 


My  life  is  like  the  prints,  which  feet 
Have  left  on  Tampa's  desert  strand ; 

Soon  as  the  rising  tide  shall  beat, 
AS  trace  will  vanish  fVom  the  sand ; 

Yet,  as  if  grieving  to  efface 

All  vestige  of  the  human  race. 

On  that  lone  shore  loud  moans  the  sea. 

Bat  none,  alas !  shall  mourn  for  me ! 

R.  a,  WOb 

Life  hath  but  shadcnva,  save' a  promise  given, 

Which  lights  the  fhtore  with  a  feddcis  laj; 

0  touch  the  sceptre !  win  a  hope  in  heaven ; 
G>me,  torn  thy  spirit  from  the  world  away ! 

IFO/tt  0.  Oetk 

Lifb  mocks  the  idle  hate 

Of  his  arch-enemy  Death— yea,  seats  himself 

Upon  the  tyrant's  throne — the  sepulchre, 

And  of  the  triumph  of  his  ghastly  ibe 

Makes  hia  own  nourishoient 

BryantB  ?mm 

God !  thou  hast  fix'd  the  date  of  man, 
—  And  who  would  lengthen  out  the  span! 
Enough  of  pain,  of  toils  and  tears 
Meet  in  the  round  of  seventy  years ; 
And  earth  must  like  a  desert  spread, 
When  all  life's  flowers  are  pluck'd  or  dead. 

Mrs.  HaU'9  Pom 

Little  thinks  in  the  field,  you  red-cloak'd  ckwn, 
Of  thee  firom  the  hill-top  looking  down; — 
Nor  knowest  thou  what  argument 
Thy  Ufe  to  thy  neighbour's  creed  hath  lenV' 
All  are  needed  by  each  and  one ; 
Nothing  is  &ir  or  good  alone. 

RaJph  WaldeEmam, 

Our  life  is  onward — and  our  very  doit 
Is  longing  fiir  its  change,  that  it  may  take 
New  combinations ;  that  the  seed  may  bieik 
From  its  dark  thraldom,  where  it  lies  in  trait 
Of  its  great  resurrection. 

JIfrt.  E.  O.  Smia't  Pumi. 

The  flow 
Of  liie-time  is  a  graduated  scale ; 
And  deeper  than  the  vanitios  of  power, 
Or  the  vain  pomp  of  glory,  there  is  writ 
A  standard  measuring  ita  worth  Ibr  heaven. 

Twere  idle  to»remember  now. 
Had  I  the  heart,  my  thwarted  schemes; 

1  bear  beneath  this  alter*d  brow 
The  ashes  of  a  thousand  dreams; 

Some  wrought  of  wild  ambition's  fingers. 
Some  coloar'd  of  Love's  pencil  well. 

But  none  of  which  a  shadow  lingers, 
And  none  whose  story  I  oould  tail. 


LIGHT -UON. 
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Aiid  Btich  is  faaman  life,  at  best,— 

A  mother's,  a  loror's,  the  green  earth's  breast; 

A  wreath  that  is  form'd  of  flowerets  throe. 

Primrose,  and  myrtle,  and  roeemaiy— 

A  hopeful,  a  joyftd,  a  sorrowful  sta;ve, 

A  hunch,  a  voyage,  a  whelming  wave, 

Tlie  cradle,  the  bridaLbed,  and  the  grave. 


LIGHT. 

Hail .'  holy  light,  offspring  of  heav*n  first-born, 

Or  of  the  eternal  co-eternal  beam. 

May  I  express  the  miblam'd  7   Since  God  is  light. 

And  never  bat  in  unapproached  light 

Dwelt  from  eternity,  dwelt  then  in  thee. 

Bright  efflnenoe  of  bright  essence  increate. 

M%UmC9  Paradue  LotL 

Befi>re  the  sun, 
Before  the  heavens  thoo  wert,  and  at  the  voice 
Of  God  sa  with  a  mantle  didst  invest 
The  rising  world  of  waters  dark  and  deep, 
Woo  from  the  void  and  formless  infinite. 

MUtanU  Pantdise  Ltml. 

^  said— "  Let  there  be  light !" 
Grim  darkness  felt  his  might, 

And  fled  away ; 
Then  startled  seas  and  mountains  cold 
Shone  ibrfb,  afl  bright  in  blue  and  gold. 

And  cried  — "Tis  day!  'tis  day!" 
''Rail  hdy  light !"  exdaim'd 
t\M  thunderous  cloud  that  flam'd 

O'er  daisiea  white ; 
And  k> !  the  rose,  in  crimson  dress'd, 
Lean'd  sweetly  on  the  lily's  breast; 

And  blushing  mnrmur'd — **  Light  !** 

Ebeiuxef  EUiott. 

Oar  soub  hcve  holy  light  within. 

And  every  form  of  grief  and  sin 

ttiall  see  and  feel  its  fire. 

Ebenezer  EOwU. 

When  the  breaking  day  is  flushing 

All  the  East,  and  light  is  gushing 

Upfward  throogh  the  horizon's  base, 

SheaCUke,  with  its  thousand  rays 

Spreading,  imti]  all  above 

Overflows  with  joy  and  love. 

And  below,  on  earth's  green  bosom. 

Ail  is  chang'd  to  light  and  blossom ; 

Then,  O  Fathef^ !  — Thou  alone. 

From  the  shadow  of  thy  throne. 

To  the  sighin^f  of  my  breast, 

And  its  raptore  answerett : 

An  my  thoughts,  with  upward  winging, 

B»the  where  Thj  own  light  is  springing ! 

Pi 


Study  the  light;  attempt  the  high ;  seek  out 
The  soul's  bright  path ;  and  since  the  soul  is  fire 
Of  heat  intclligential,  tuhi  it  aye 
To  the  alLFatherly  source  of  light 

Ba\lty*9  FutuM, 

Walk 
Boldly  and  wisely  in  that  light  thou  hast ;  — 
There  is  a  hand  above  will  help  thee  on. 

BaUafM  FuUiM. 

The  shut  eye 
Is  but  an  intimation  to  the  soul, 
Hiat  thenceforth  spreads  a  wing  without  coclroli 
And  seeks  its  light  in  immortality ;  — 
Beating  its  upward  wing  against  the  sky. 

Impatient  of  the  invisible,  and  still 
Catching  such  golden  glimpses  of  the  goal. 
As  make  new  pubes  to  emotMm  thrill. 

And  a  new  spirit  waken. 


LION. 


The  lion,  dying,  thmsteth  forth  Urn  paw. 

And  wounds  the  earth,  if  Mlbing  else,  with  rage 

To  be  o'erpower'd. 

Shaki.  Richard  11. 

What!  shall  they  seek  the  lion  in  his  den7 

And  fright  him  there;  and  make  him  tremble 

there  T 

Oletitnotbesaid! 

Shaka.  King  John, 

A  lioness  with  ndden  all  drawn  dry. 

Lay  couching,  head  on  ground,  with  cat-like 

watch. 
When  that  the  sleeping  man  should  stir ;  for  'tis 
The  royal  disposition  of  that  beast. 
To  prey  on  notiiing  that  doth  seem  as  dead. 

Shakt.  At  you  Uke  it. 

So  looks  the  pent-up  tioo  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  destroying  paws: 
And  so  he  walks,  insulting  o'er  his  prey ; 
And  so  he  comes  to  rend  lus  limbs  asunder. 

ShaU  Henry  VI.    Part  IIL 

Poor  oonquerM  lion  —  from  that  haughty  glance 
Still  speaks  the  courage  unsubdued  by  time. 

And  in  the  grandeur  of  thy  sullen  tread 
Lives  the  proud  spirit  of  thy  burning  clime 

O.  W.  HobMi 

Hie  steel-arm'd  hunter  view'd  thee  from  afar. 
Fearless  and  trackless  in  thy  lonely  path ! 
Hie  fiunish'd  tiger  clos'd  his  flaming  eye, 
And  crouch'd  and  panted  as  thy  steo  went  by 

O.  W.  Htimm 
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The  weaker,  wiser  race. 
That  wieldi  the  tempest  and  that  ridea  the  sea, 
Efen  in  the  ttilfaieae  of  thy  aolitsda 
Ilaa  taught  the  lesson  of  his  power  to  thee. 


LONDON. 

Here  the  brib*d  lawyer,  sunk  in  vehet,  sleeps; 
The  starving  orphan,  as  he  passes,  weeps ; 
There  flames  a  ftwl,  begirt  with  tinsel  slaves, 
Who  wastes  the  wealth  of  a  whole  race  of  knaves ; 
That  other  with  a  clustering  train  behind. 
Owes  his  new  honours  to  a  sordid  mind ! 
His  next  in  court  fidelity  excels, 
The  public  rifles,  and  his  country  sells. 

(7ay*«  Trivia. 

Seek  not  fVom  *prentioes  to  learn  the  vray, 
Those  fabling  boys  will  turn  thy  steps  astray ; 
Ask  the  grave  tradesman  to  direct  thee  right. 
He  ne'er  deceives  —  but  when  he  profits  by  *t 

Gay*9  TVteio. 

The  tavern !  park !  assembly  \  mask  i  and  pUy ! 
Those  dear  destroyers  of  the  tedious  day  * 
That  wheel  of  fbps !  that  saunter  of  the  town ! 
Call  it  diversion,  and  the  pill  goes  down. 

Ymtng*9  Love  if  Ftami, 

London !  the  needy  villsin^s  general  home, 
The  common  sewer  of  Paris  and  of  Rome ; 
With  eager  thirst,  by  folly  or  by  fate, 
Sucks  in  the  dregs  of  each  corrupted  state. 

Dr.  Johnmm*9  London. 

Here  malice,  rapine,  accident,  conspire. 
Ana  now  a  rabble  rages,  now  a  fire ; 
Their  ambush  here  relentless  ruffians  lay, 
And  here  the  fell  attorney  prowls  for  prey ; 
Here  falling  houses  thunder  on  your  head. 
And  here  a  fijmale  atheist  talks  you  dead. 

Dr.  Johmn^t  London. 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  oomes  down. 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  shops  in  crowds  the  draggled  females  fly. 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 

The  seventh  day  this ;  the  jubilee  of  man. 
London !  right  well  thou  know'st  the  day  of  prayer : 
Then  thy  soruce  citizen,  washM  artisan. 
And  snug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  all . 
Tjjy  coach  of  hackney,  whisky,  one-horse  chair. 
And  humblest  gig  through  sundry  suburbs  whirl. 
To  Hampetcad,  Brentford,  Harrow,  make  repair ; 
Till  the  tirM  jade  the  wheel  forgets  to  hurl, 
r  fvoking  envious  gibe  from  each  pedestrian 
ohivl  Byron'9  CkOdt  HaroUL 


A  mighty  mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and  afaippiQf» 

Dirty  and  dusky,  but  as  wide  as  eye 

Could  reach,  with  here  and  there  a  sail  just  skip* 

ping 
In  sight,  then  lost  amidst  the  forestry 
Of  masts ;  a  wilderness  of  steeples  peqnng 
On  tiptoe  through  their  sea-eoal  canopy; 
A  huge  dun  cupola,  like  a  fiwlscap  crown 
On  a  fool's  head  —  and  there  is  London  town  I 

,  ByroR. 

Dozens 
Of  fresh  imported,  staring  country  cousins, 
To  London  come,  the  wax-work  to  devour. 
And  see  their  brother  beasts  within  the  tow*?. 

Dr.  WoUoCi  PeUr  Phtaor, 


1 


LOVE. 

Love  is  life's  end ;  an  end  but  never  ending ; 
AH  joys,  all  sweets,  all  happiness,  awarding ; 
Love  is  life's  wealth  (ne'er  spent  but  ever  spending)i 
More  rich  by  giving,  taking  by  discarding ; 
Love  *s  life's  reward,  rewarded  in  rewarding : 
Then  from  thy  wretched  heart  fond  care  remove ; 
Ah !  should'st  thou  live  but  once  love's  sweets  t 

prove. 
Thou  wilt  not  love  to  live,  unless  thou  live  to  love. 

Spenoer'o  Brilain*o  Ida. 

The  joys  of  love,  if  they  should  ever  last 

Without  affliction  or  disquictness. 

That  worldly  chances  do  among  them  cast. 

Would  be  on  earth  too  great  a  blessedness, 

Liker  to  heaven  than  mortal  wretchedness ; 

Therefore  the  fringed  God,  to  let  men  weet 

That  here  on  earth  is  no  sure  happiness, 

A  thousand  sours  hath  tempcr'd  with  one  sweet. 

To  make  it  seem  more  dear  and  dainty,  as  is  meet 

Spen$er''»  Fairy  Qveen. 
TVoe  he  it  said,  whatever  man  it  said. 
That  love  with  gall  and  honey  doth  abound : 
But  if  the  one  be  with  the  other  weigh'd. 
For  every  drachm  of  honey  therein  found 
A  pound  of  gall  doth  over  it  redound. 

Spenoer'a  Fairp  QueoL 

Such  is  the  pow'r  of  that  sweet  pss^ipn, 
Hiat  it  aO  scvdid  baseness  doth  expel. 
And  the  refined  mind  doth  newly  fiishion 
Unto  a  fairer  form,  which  now  doth  dwell 
In  his  high  thought,  that  would  itself  excel. 
Which  he  beludding  still  with  constant  sigh^ 
Admires  the  mirror  of  so  heavenly  light. 

Spenaer'9  Hymn  in  honour  tfhaoo. 
Nor  lesR  was  she  in  heart  affected. 
But  that  she  masked  it  with  modesty, 
For  fbar  she  should  of  lightness  be  detected. 

fijpmffr'f  Foini  Qvsim. 


LOVE. 
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Love  is  a  celestial  harmony 
Of  likely  hearta,  oomposM  of  atari*  consent, 
Which  join  toother  in  sweet  sympathy, 
To  worlE  each  other's  joy  and  true  content, 
Which  diey  hare  harbour*d  since  their  first  descent. 
Oat  of  tiieir  heavenly  bowers,  where  they  did  see 
And  know  each  other  here  belov*d  to  be. 

Spen»n'*8  Hymn  tn  honour  rf  Beauty, 

hove  does  rei^ 
In  stoutest  minds,  and  maketh  monstrous  war : 
He  maketh  war,  he  maketh  peace  again« 
And  yet  his  peace  is  but  continual  jar : 
0  miserable  men  that  to  him  subject  are. 

Speruer^a  Fairy  Queen, 

Little  she  weenM  that  love  he  close  conccalM ; 
Tet  stin  he  wasted,  as  the  snow  congealM 
When  the  bright  sun  his  beams  thereon  doth  beat 

Spenaei'i  Fairy  Queen. 

To  love, 
It  is  to  be  all  made  of  sighs  and  tears, 
It  is  to  be  all  made  of  iaith  and  service. 
It  is  to  be  all  made  of  fhntasy, 
I    AH  made  of  pasuon,  and  all  made  of  wishes ; 
AO  adoration,  doty,  and  observance, 
AD  humblenesa,  all  patience  and  impatience, 
An  parity,  al!  trial,  all  observance. 

Shaka.  Ae  you  like  it 

Say  that  yea  love  me  not,  but  say  not  so 

In  bitterness :  the  common  executioner, 

Whose  heart  the  aceustomM  sight  of  death  mokes 

bard. 

Falls  not  the  aze  upon  the  humbled  neck. 

But  first  begs  pardon, 

ShakM,  As  you  like  H. 

If  thoa  hast  not  sat  as  I  do  now. 
Wearying  thy  hearer  in  thy  mistress*  praise, 
Thou  hast  not  lov'd. 

Shttks,  As  you  Uke  it 

If  thou  hast  not  broke  from  company, 

Ahmptly,  as  my  passion  now  makes  mc. 

Thou  hast  not  lov'd. 

Shake,  As  you  Uke  it, 

"Hunk  not  I  love  him,  though  I  ask  for  him ; 
*Tis  but  a  peevish  boy : — yet  he  talks  well ; 
Ant  what  care  I  for  words  7  yet  vrords  do  well. 
When  he  that  speaks  them  pleases  those  that  hear. 

Shaks,  As  you  Uke  it. 

Ilie  more  thoa  dam'st  it  up,  the  more  it  burns : 

The  current  tliat  with  gentie  murmur  glides, 

Thou  knaiw*st,  being  stop'd,  impatientiy  doth  rage ; 

Bat  when  his  &ir  course  is  not  hindered. 

Be  makes  sweet  mnsio  with  the  enamerd  stones, 

Ginng  a  gentle  kiss  to  every  sedge 

He  evertaketh  in  his  pilgrimage. 

Sh^ss.  Two  Gentlemen  of  Venma, 
U 


O  dear  Phebe, 
If  ever  (as  that  ever  may  be  near) 
You  meet  in  some  fresh  cheek  the  power  of  fimcy 
Then  shall  you  know  tlie  wounds  invisibb 
That  love's  keen  anows  make. 

Shaks,  As  you  Uke  it 

I  pray  yon  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me. 

For  I  am  fiiiser  than  vows  made  in  wine : 

Besides,  I  Uke  you  not 

Shaks.  As  you  Uke  it 

Wherefore  do  you  fbllow  her, 
Like  foggy  south,  puffing  with  wind  and  rain  ? 
You  are  a  tliousand  times  a  properer  man. 
Than  she  a  woman :  His  sueh  fools  as  you. 
That  make  the  world  fbll  of  ill-favour'd  children. 

Shaks,  As  you  Uke  ii 

O  how  this  spring  of  love  resembleth 
The  uncertain  glory  of  an  April  day ; 
Which  now  shows  all  the  beauty  of  the  sun. 
And  by  and  by  a  eloud  takes  all  away. 

Shaks,  TSoo  OenUemen  of  Verona, 

0  gentle  Protheus,  love  *s  a  mighty  lord ; 
And  hath  so  humbled  me,  as,  I  confess, 
There  is  no  woe  to  his  correction. 

Nor  .to  his  eervioe,  no  such  joy  on  earth ! 
Now,  no  discourse,  except  it  be  of  love ; 
Now,  can  I  break  my  fiist,  dine,  sup,  and  sleep, 
Upon  the  very  naked  name  of  love. 

Shaks,  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona, 

Didst  thou  but  know  the  inly  touch  of  love. 
Thou  wouldst  OS  soon  go  kindle  fire  with  snow. 
As  seek  to  quench  the  firo  of  love  with  words. 

Shaks,  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona 

As  in  the  sweetest  bud 
The  eating  canker  dwells,  so  eating  love 
Inhabits  in  the  finest  wits  of  all. 

Shaks,  Tieo  Gentlemen  of  Verona, 

This  weak  impress  of  love  is  as  a  figure 
Trenched  in  ice :  which,  with  an  hour's  heat. 
Dissolves  to  water,  and  doth  lose  its  fi>rm. 

Shaks,  Two  GentUmen  of  Veromt 

Hinder  not  my  course ; 

1  *H  be  as  patient  as  a  gentie  stream. 
And  make  a  pastime  of  each  weaiy  step, 
Till  the  last  step  have  brought  me  to  my  love 

Shaks,  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona 

To  be  in  love  where  scorn  is  bought  with  groans* 
Coy  looks,  with  heart-sore  sighs;  one  fading  mw 

ment's  mirth, 
With  twenty  watchful,  weary,  tedious  nights  * 
If  haply  won,  perhaps,  a  hapless  gain; 
If  lost,  why  then  a  grievous  labour  won 

Shaks,  Two  Gentlemen  ^  V 
36* 
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In  revenge  of  my  eoDtempt  of  love, 
Love  hath  ch&sM  Bleep  from  my  enthrallecl  eyes. 
And  made  them  watchei  of  mine  own  heart's  sor- 
row. Shak$.  Tico  Gentkmen  of  Verona, 

1  have  done  penanco  for  contemning  love ; 
Whose  high  imperious  thoughts  have  punishM  me 
With  bitter  fasts,  with  penitential  groans, 
Witli  nightly  tears,  and  daily  heart-sore  sighs. 

ShakM.  Tvo  Gentlemen  ef  Verona, 

Fie,  fie !  how  wayward  is  this  foolish  love. 
That,  like  a  testy  babe,  will  scratch  the  nurse. 
And  presently,  all  humbled,  kiss  the  rod. 

Shake.  Two  OenUemm  of  Verona. 

What  dangerous  action,  stood  it  next  to  death, 
Wruld  I  not  undergo  ft>r  one  calm  look  ? 
O,  H  is  the  curse  of  love,  and  still  approv*d. 
When  women  cannot  love,  where  they're  belov'd. 
Shake.  Ttoo  Gendemen  of  Verona. 

Except  I  be  by  Silvia  in  the  night, 
IThcre  is  no  music  in  the  nightingale ; 
Unless  I  look  on  Silvia  in  the  dly, 
lliere  is  no  day  for  me  to  look  upon. 

Shake.  Tvo  Gentlemen  nf  Verona. 

I  care  not  for  her,  I; 
I  hold  him  but  a  fool,  that  will  endanger 
His  body  for  a  girl  that  teves  him  not 

Shake.  Ttoo  Gentlemen  ef  Verona. 

For  now  my  love  is  thawM ; 
Which,  like  a  waxen  image  'gainst  a  fire. 
Bears  no  impression  of  the  thing  it  was. 

Shake.  Two  Gentlemen  iff  Verona. 

Tilings  base  and  vile,  holding  no  quality. 
Love  can  transpose  to  form  and  dignity. 

Shake.  Mideummer  Nightie  Dream. 

Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  mind ; 
And  therefore  is  winged  Cupid  painted  blind. 

Shak$.  Midsummer  Night*e  Dream. 

Ah  me !  for  aught  that  I  could  ever  read. 

Could  ever  hear  by  tale  or  history, 

The  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth. 

Shake,  Midsummer  Nighfe  Dream, 

She,  sweet  lady,  dotes. 
Devoutly  dofes,  dotes  in  idolatry, 
TJpon  this  spotted  and  inconstant  man. 

Shake.  Mideummer  NighVe  Dream. 

You  thief  of  love !  what,  have  you  come  by  night, 
And  stol'n  my  love's  heart  from  him  7 

Shake.  Midsummer  NighVe  Dream, 

flclen,  I  love  thee ;  by  my  life,  I  do; 

(  swear  by  tiiat  which  I  will  lose  for  thee. 

To  prove  him  false,  that  says  I  love  thee  not. 

Shake.  Mideumner  NighCe  Dream. 


O  happy  fair ! 
Your  eyes  are  load-stars,  and  your  tcmgue  *s  sweet 

air. 
More  tunable  than  lark  to  shepherd's  ear, 
When  wheat  is  gr^en,  when  hawthorn  buds  appear. 
Shake.  Mideumwur  Nighi*e  Dremn. 

Love  is  a  smoke  rais'd  with  the  (bme  of  sighs ; 
Being  urg'd,  a  fire  sparkling  in  lovers'  e5res ; 
Being  vcx'd,  a  sea  nourished  with  lovers*  tears : 
What  is  it  else  7  a  madness  most  discreet, 
A  choking  gall,  and  a  prewrving  swccL 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JtdieL 

Alas,  that  love,  so  gentle  in  his  view. 
Should  be  so  tyrannous  and  rough  in  proof! 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JtdieL 

Love's  heralds  should  be  thoughts, 

Which  ten  times  faster  glide  than  the  sun's  beams. 

Driving  back  shadows  over  low'ring  ills. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  Jtdiei 

O  brawling  love !  O  loving  hate ! 

0  any  thing,  of  nothing  first  create ! 
O  heavy  lightness !  serious  vanity ! 
Misshapen  chaos  of  well-seeming  forms ! 
Feather  of  lead,  bright  smoke,  oold  fire,  sick  health ! 
Still-waking  sleep  I 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JulitL 

Holy  St  Francis !  what  a  change  is  here ! 
Is  Rosaline,  whom  thou  dost  love  so  dear, 
So  soon  forsaken  7     Young  men's  love  then  lies 
Not  truly  in  their  hearts,  but  in  their  eyes. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

Thou  knowest  tlic  mask  of  night  is  on  my  face; 
Else  would  a  maiden  blush  bepaint  my  cheek. 
For  that  which  thou  hast  heard  me  speak  to-night 

Shake.  Romeo  and  Julid, 

O,  gentle  Romeo, 
If  thou  dost  love,  pronounce  iX  faithfbily. 
Or  if  thou  think 'fit  I  am  too  quickly  won, 

1  '11  frown,  and  be  perverse,  and  say  thee  nay. 
So  thou  wilt  woo :  but,  else,  not  for  the  world. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JvJkL 

If  that  thy  bent  €fC  love  be  honourable. 
Thy  purpose  marriage,  send  me  word  to-morrow, 
By  one  tliat  1  '11  procure  to  come  to  thee. 
Where,  and  what  time,  thou  wilt  perform  the  rite 
And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  foot  I  *11  lay. 
And  follow  thee,  my  lord,  throughout  the  world. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JtdieL 

Dost  thou  love  me  7    I  know  thou  wilt  say — ay ; 
And  I  will  take  thy  word.    Yet,  if  tliou  swear'sti 
Thou  may'st  prove  false;  at  lovers'  per|uries» 
They  say  Jove  lauglis. 

Shdke.  Romeo  and  JuUeL 
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In  troth,  fair  Montagoe,  I  am  too  fond ; 

And  Iberslbre  thoa  may'st  think  my  ^havionr 

light: 
But  tmat  oie,  gentlemen^  I  *11  pnfe  more  true, 
Than  those  that  have  more  cunning. 

Shak9,  JRomep  mud  JuUeU 

Sweet,  good  night ! 
Thin  hod  of  love,  by  nimmer^a  ripening  breath, 
ICay  prowe  a  beaateoai  flowor  when  next  we  meet. 

Skak8»  Romee  and  JidUL 

Come,  gentle  night;  come,  loving,  black^browM 

night; 
Give  me  my  Romeo :  and,  when  he  shall  die, 
Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  stare. 
And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heaven  so  fine. 
That  all  the  world  will  be  in  love  with  night, 
And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish  sun. 

Shak9,  Romeo  and  JvUeL 

Sec  bow  she  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand ! 
0,  that  I  were  a  glove  npon  that  hand. 
That  I  might  touch  that  check  i 

Shakt,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

Alack !  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine  eye. 

Than  twenty  of  their  swords ;  look  thou  but  sweet. 

And  I  am  proof  against  their  enmity* 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUet, 

Come  what  sorrow  can, 
I  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  joy 
lliat  one  short  minute  gives  me  in  her  sight 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

Sweet  love,  I  sec,  changing  his  property, 
Toms  to  the  sourest  and  most  deadly  hate. 

Shake,  Richard  IL 

A  murdVoQs  guilt  shows  not  itself  more  soon 

Than  love  that  would  seem  hid. 

Shake.  Tioelftk  Night. 

Was  not  this  love,  indeed  7 

We  men  may  say  more,  swear  more :  but  indeed, 

Our  shofws  are  more  than  will ;  for  still  we  prove 

Mneh  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  love. 

Shake.  TiDelJih  Night 

Season  thus  with  reason  fetter : 

Love  sought  is  good,  but  given  unsought  is  better. 

Shake.  Ttcdfih  Night* 

She  never  told  hor  love. 

But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i*  the  bud. 

Feed  on  her  damask  cheek ;  she  pin'd  in  thought; 

And  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy, 

She  sat  (like  patience  on  a  m<mument) 

Smiling  at  griefl 

Shake.  Twelflh  NighL 

Methinka  I  feel  this  yooth*8  perfections 
Steal  with  an  invisible  and  subtle  stealth. 
To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.    Well,  let  it  be. 

Shake.  Tufelfth  NighL 


I  cannot  kve  him : 
Yet  I  suppose  him  virtuous,  know  him  noble. 
Of  great  estate,  of  fresh  and  stainless  yi  nth ; 
In  voices  well  divulg'd,  free,  learnM,  and  valiant 
,  And,  in  dimensions,  and  the  shape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  person ;  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him ; 
He  might  have  took  his  answer  long  ago. 

Shake.  Tudftk  Night 

But  love,  first  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes, 
Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain : 
But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements. 
Courses  as  swifl  as  thought  in  every  power ; 
And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power. 
Above  their  functions  and  their  offices. 

Shake.  LwM?e  Labour  Loot 

"Lave  is  full  of  unbefitting  strains, 
An  wanton  as  a  child,  skipping  and  Tain ; 
FormM  by  the  eye,  and  therefore  like  the  eye ; 
Full  of  strange  shapes,  of  habits,  and  of  ferms. 

Shake.  Loo^e  Labour  Loet. 

Cupid  is  a  knavish  lad. 

Thus  to  make  poor  females  mad. 

Shake.  Love'e  Labour  Loet 

What !  I  love !  I  sue !  I  seek  a  wife  I 
A  woman  that  is  like  a  German  clock. 
Still  a  repairing ;  ever  out  of  frame ; 
And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch. 
But  being  watch*d  that  it  may  still  go  right 

Shake.  Looe*e  Labour  Loet 

Fair  soul. 
In  your  fine  fhune  hath  love  no  quality? 
If  the  quick  fire  of  youth  light  not  your  mmd. 
You  are  no  maiden,  hot  a  moniunent 

Shake.  AWe  wdL 

It  were  all  one. 
That  I  should  love  a  bright  particular  star ; 
And  think  to  wed  it,  he  is  so  above  me : 
In  his  bright  ra^ance  and  collateral  light 
Must  I  be  oomfnlBd,  not  in  his  sphere. 

Shake.  AWe  wdL 

I  know  I  love  in  vain,  strive  against  hope ; 

Yet,  in  this  captioos  and  intenable  sieve, 

I  still  pour  in  the  waters  of  my  love. 

And  lack  not  to  lose  still :  thus  IndianJike, 

Religious  in  mine  error,  I  adore 

The  sun  that  looks  upon  his  worshipper. 

But  knows  him  no  more. 

ShfiJBe.  AU'e  vtU. 

This  Is  the  very  ecstasy  of  love ; 

Whose  violent  property  ferebodes  itsett, 

And  leads  the  wiQ  to  desperate  undertakings. 

As  oft  as  any  passion  under  heaven 

That  does  afflict  our  natures. 

Snake  Hamm 
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The  ambition  in  R17  lore  thus  pUfoet  itself: 

The  bind  that  wauld  ba  mated  by  the  lion. 

Must  die  fer  love. 

Shaka.  AU'$  tpeO. 

*Twaa  pretty,  thoofh  a  plafUAi 

To  see  him  every  hour ;  to  sit  and  draw 

J  lis  arched  brows,  his  hawlcing  eye,  his  curls, 

In  our  heart*8  table ;  hoart  too  capable 

Of  evecy  line  and  trick  of  his  sweet  favour : 

But  now  he 's  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fimcy 

Mukt  sanctify  his  relics. 

Shak$,  Att*$  weS. 

There  *b  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip, 
Nay,  her  foot  speaks,  her  wanton  spirits  look  out 
At  every  joint  and  motion  of  her  body. 

Shak9,  Droilui  and  Cr€$mda. 

Zounds,  show  me  what  thou  *lt  do  I 

WoulU  weep?  woulH  fight?  woulH  &st?  woul*t 

tear  thyself? 

WouIH  drink  up  Nile  ?  eat  a  crocodile  7 

I  *11  do  *t 

Shak9.  HamUt, 

Doubt  thou  the  stars  are  fire ; 

Ooubt  that  the  sun  doth  move ; 

Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar; 

But  never  doubt  I  love. 

oMubs.  litnnUt, 

I  lov*d  Ophelia ;  forty  thousand  brothers 
Oiuld  not  with  all  their  quantity  of  love 
Make  up  my  sum.— What  wilt  thou  do  for  her  ? 

Sh4ik8.  HamUt. 

Ho  secmM  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes. 
For  out  o*  doors  he  went  without  their  helps, 
And  to  the  last,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Shaka.  HamleL 

And,  he  repulsed,  (a  short  tale  to  make,) 
Fell  into  a  sadness ;  then  into  a  fast ; 
llience  to  a  watch ;  thence  into  a  weakness ; 
Thence  to  a  lightness :  and,  by  Aus  declension, 
Into  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves. 

Shaka.  HamUt, 

For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour. 

Hold  it  a  fasliion,  and  a  toy  in  blood ; 

A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature. 

Forward,  not  permanent,  swoet^not  lasting, 

The  perfume  and  supf^anca  of  a  minute : 

No  more. 

Shaka.  Hamlet. 

80  loving  to  my  mother. 

That  he  might  not  beteom  the  winds  of  heaven 

Vtait  her  faee  too  roughly. 

Shaka.  Hamlet, 

All  fancy  rick  she  is.  and  pale  of  cheer 
^  ith  sighs  of  love. 

Shaka  Midaummer  NighVa  Dream, 


A  true  devoted  pilgrim  is  not  weaiy 
To  measure  kingdoms  with  hb  feeble  steps; 
Much  less  shall  she,  that  hath  love's  wings  to  fly 
Skaka,  Two  GenljUmem  ef  Verma 

When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay, 
it  Qseth  an  enforced  ceremony. 

Skaka.  JmUua  C^aar, 

Prosperity's  the  very  bond  of  love ; 

Whose  flresh  eomplezion  and  whoee  heart  together 

Affliction  alters. 

Shaka.  Winler's  Tak, 

He  says,  he  loves  my  daughter; 

I  think  so  too;  tat  never  gaz*d  the  moon 

Upon  the  water,  as  he  'II  stand,  and  read. 

As  'twere  my  daughter's  eyes :  and,  to  be  plain, 

I  think  there  is  not  half  a  kiss  to  choose. 

Who  loves  another  best 

Shaka.  Wmter^a  Tale. 

Were  I  crown'd  the  most  imperial  monarch. 

Thereof  most  worthy:  were  I  the  fairest  youth 

That  ever  made  eye  swerve;  had  ibrce  and  know* 

ledge, 

More  than  was  ever  man's — ^I  would  not  prize  them, 

Without  her  love. 

Shaka.  Winter'a  Tak 

My  love  doth  so  approve  him. 

That  even  his  stubbomnoss,  his  checks  and  fit)Wiii 

Have  grace  and  fiivour  in  them. 

Shaka.  OiheUa. 

His  soul  is  so  enfettcr'd  to  her  love. 

That  she  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  she  list, 

Even  as  her  appetite  shall  play  the  god 

With  his  weak  function. 

Skaka.  Othdk. 

Excellent  wench !  perdition  catch  my  soul, 
But  I  do  love  thee !  and  when  I  bve  thee  not. 
Chaos  is  come  agam.  Shaka.  Othdk 

O  my  soul's  joy ! 
If  afler  every  tempest  came  such  calmness. 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  havo  waken'd  death. 

Shaka.  OihtlU 

These  things  to  hear, 
Would  Desdemona  seriously  incline : 
But  still  the  house  aflUrs  would  draw  her  thence; 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  deqiatcb, 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  gnedy  ear 

Devour  up  my  discourse. 

Shaka.  OthOa. 

Bline  eyes 

Were  not  in  fiiult,  for  she  was  beautiful ; 

Mine  ears  that  heard  her  flattery;  nor  mine  heart, 

Hiat  thought  her  like  her  seeming ;  it  had  been 

vicious, 

To  have  mistrusted  her. 

S^aka.  CfmbtHm. 
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She  lor'd  roe  for  the  danger*  I  had  ponM ; 
And  I  lovM  her  that  ihe  did  pity  them ; 
This  only  is  the  witchcraft  I  have  i]a*d« 

SkakB.  OMh. 

I  law  Othello's  visage  in  his  mind ; 
And  to  hit  honoars,  and  his  valiant  parts 
Did  I  my  soul  and  fortanes  consecrate. 

Skak$.OtMJA 

I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth ;  and  1  have  heard  you  say, 
Lore^s  reason  *8  without  reason. 

Shnkt.  Cymhdine, 

By  my  modesty, 
(Hie  jewel  in  my  dower,)  I  would  not  wish 
Any  oompanion  in  the  world  but  you. 

Shak$.  Tempest, 

Hence,  hashfbl  canning ! 

And  prompt  roe,  plain  and  holy  innocence ! 

I  am  your  wife,  if  yon  will  marry  me ! 

If  not,  I  '11  die  your  maid :  to  be  your  follow 

You  may  deny  me ;  but  I  *11  be  your  servant, 

Whether  you  will  or  no. 

Shak$.  Tempett. 

Poor  worm !  thou  art  infected ! 

This  visitation  shows. 

8hak9,  TempeiL 

Might  I  but  through  my  prison  once  a  day 

Behold  this  maid:  all  comers  else  o*  the  earth 

Let  liberty  make  use  of;  space  enough 

Have  I,  in  such  a  prison. 

Shake,  TempeaL 

For  several  virtues 

Have  I  likM  several  women;  never  any 

With  so  full  soul,  but  some  defect  in  her 

Did  quarrel  with  the  noblest  grace  she  owed. 

And  put  it  to  the  foil :  but  you,  O  you, 

So  perfect,  and  so  peerless,  are  created 

Of  every  creature's  best ! 

Shake,  TempeeL 

Too  have  bereft  me  of  all  words, 

Only  my  blood  speaks  to  you  in  my  veins. 

Shake,  Merchant  ef  Venice, 

I  weald  oatstare  the  sternest  eyes  that  look, 

Out-brave  the  heart  most  daring  on  the  earth, 

Plock  the  young  sucking  cubs  from  the  ehe-bear. 

Tea,  mock  the  lion  when  he  roars  for  prey. 

To  win  thee,  lady. 

Shake,  Merchant  ef  Vemee, 

Beshrew  your  eyes, 

Hiey  have  o'erlook'd  me,  and  divided  me ; 

Ooe  half  of  me  is  yoors,  the  other  half  yoars,-^ 

And  so  all  yours. 

Shake,  Merchant  fl/  Veniee, 


I  never  sn'd  to  fKend,  nor  enemy; 
My  tongue  could  never  learn  sweet  toothing  werd^ 
But  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'd  my  fbe. 
My  proud  heart  sues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to 
speak.  Shake,  Richard  HI, 

Your  beauty  v^  the  cause  of  that  effect : 
Your  beauty  which  did  haunt  me  in  my  sleep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world. 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  yoor  sweet  bosom. 

Shake,  Richard  HI, 

When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  think  and  pray 
To  several  sabjectB :  heaven  hath  my  empty  words : 
Whilst  my  invention,  hearing  not  my  tongue, 
AnclKM  oa  ls»beL  ^^^  jg^^  ^^ 

Ever  till  now. 
When  men  were  fond,  I  sinil'd  and  wonder'd  how. 

Shake,  Mea,far  Mea, 
Thou,  Julia,  thou  hast  metamorphos'd  me ; 
Made  me  neglect  my  studies,  lose^y  time. 
War  with  good  counsel,  set  the  world  at  nought. 
Made  wit  with  musing  weak,  heart-sick  with 
thought 

Shake,  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona, 

Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  please  his  eye, 
I  '11  we^  what's  away,  and  weeping  die. 

Shake,  Comedy  if  Errore 

The  time  was  once,  when  thou,  tmurg'd,  Would'b*. 

vow 
That  never  words  were  music  to  thine  ear, 
Tliat  never  object  pleasing  in  thine  eye, 
That  never  touch  well-welcome  to  thy  hand. 
That  never  meat  sweet-savour'd  in  thy  taste 
Unless  I  spoke,  or  look'd,  or  touch'd,  or  carv'd  to 

thee.  Shake,  Comedy  ef  Errore' 

There  be  some  women,  Silvius,  had  they  mark'd 

him 
In  parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 
To  fall  in  love  with  him :  but  for  my  part, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not ;  and  yet 
I  have  more  cause  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him : 
For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me  7 

Sftake,  Ae  you  like  it 

MjTself  have  often  beard  him  say  and  swear,— 
That  this  his  love  was  an  eternal  plant ; 
Whereof  the  root  was  fiz'd  in  virtuc*s  ground. 
The  leaves  and  fiiiit  maintain'd  witli  beauty's  e'.m 

Shake,  Henry  VI,     Part  Hi, 

Hiis  my  mean  task  would  be 

As  heavy  to  me  as  odious ;  but 

The  mistress,  which  I  serve,  quickens  what  *s  dewi, 

And  makes  my  labours  pleasures :  O,  she  is 

Ten  times  more  gentle  than  her  fathei  s  eraODed, 

And  he 's  composed  of  harshness ! 

Shake  TempeeL 
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A  heart  fiiU  of  coldneM,  a  •w«et  fliU  of 

Blttemeas,  a  patn  full  of  pleMantiMM* 

Which  makoth  thoaghta  have  ejrofl,  and  hearto 

ears;  bred 
By  desire,  niir8*d  by  delight,  weanM  by  jealousy, 
Kiird  by  disseroblinf ,  buried  by 
Ingratitude ;— and  this  is  love. 

LiU^9  GaOathta. 

The  mind  is  firm. 
One  and  the  same,  procccdcth  first  from  weighing, 
And  well  examining  what  is  fiur  and  good : 
Then  what  is  like  in  reason,  fit  in  manners ; 
That  breeds  good  will ;  and  good  will  desire  of 

union: 
S(i  knowledge  first  begets  benevcdcnce, 
Benevolence  breeds  friendship ;  iViendship  love ; 
And  where  it  starts,  or  steps  aside  (torn  this. 
It  is  a  mere  degenerate  appetite, 
A  lost  oblique,  depravM  affection ; 
And  boars  no  mark,  or  character  of  love. 

JbnsonV  New  /nn. 

O !  I  am  wounded  —  not  without ; 

But  angry  Cupid,  bolting  from  her  ejrea, 

Ilath  shot  himself  into  me,  like  a  flame ; 

Where  now  he  flings  about  his  burning  heat, 

As  in  a  furnace  some  ambitious  fire. 

Whose  vent  is  stopt. 

Joiisen*t  Volpone* 

Bead  it,  sweet  maid,  tho*  it  be  done  but  slightly : 
Who  can  show  all  his  love,  doth  love  but  lightly. 

Daniett  SonmU. 

liove  is  a  sickness  full  of  woes, 
All  remedies  refusing ; 
A  plant  that  with  most  cutting  grows. 
Most  barren  with  best  using. 

DfffiieTs  HynufC%  TrmmjK 

We  sat  and  sigh*d. 
And  looked  upon  each  other,  and  conceivM 
Not  what  we  ail*d ;  yet  something  we  did  ail ; 
And  yet  were  well ;  and  yet  we  were  not  well : 
And  what  was  our  disease  we  could  not  tell : 
Then  would  we  kiss,  then  sigh,  then  look :  And 

thus 
In  that  first  garden  of  our  simpleness 
We  spent  our  childhood :  But  when  years  began 
To  reap  the  fruit  of  knowledge :  ah,  how  then 
Would  she  with  graver  looka^  with  sweet  stem 

brow. 
Check  ray  presumption,  and  my  fiurwardness ! 
Yet  still  woOftd  give  me  flow'rs;  still  would  she 

show 
What  ^he  would  have  me,  yet  not  have  me  know. 

J>tnM9  Hymen*8  7Vittiii|i^ 


Still  I  *m  thy  captive,  yet  my  thoughts  are  fiee. 
To  be  kive*8  bond-man,  is  true  liberty. 

Marat€n*»  ItuaimU  Ce^nnlrs*. 

E<{ualaty  ie  no  rule  in  love's  grammar : 
That  sole  unhappincss  is  lefl  to  princes 
To  mariy  blood. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Maid  in  the  MilL 

Hear  me  exemplify  love*s  Latin  word ; 

As  thus :  hearts  join*d  amare :  Take  a  fi-om  thence. 

Then  more  is  the  perfect  moral  scntic ; 

Plural  in  manners,  which  in  thee  do  sliine 

SainUlike,  immortal,  spotless  and  divine : 

Take  m  away,  ore  in  beauty's  name, 

Craves  an  eternal  trophy  to  thy  fame. 

MiddUum*B  FamUy  Laoe. 

He  that  truly  loves 
Burns  not  the  day  in  foolish  fiintasies ; 
And  when  the  lamb,  bleating,  doth  bid  good  night 
Unto  the  closing  day,  then  tears  begin 
To  keep  quick  tune  unto  the  owl,  whose  voice 
Shrieks  like  the  bell-man  in  the  lover's  ears. 

ThtwuiM  Middid/UL 

I  pray  thee  love,  love  me  no  more. 

Call  home  the  heart  you  gave  me ; 

I  but  in  vain  that  saint  adore. 

That  can,  but  will  not  save  ma. 

Drayton, 

What  thing  is  love,  which  naught  can  countervail  7 
Naught  save  itself  ev*n  such  a  thing  is  love. 
And  worldly  wealth  in  worth  as  far  doth  fail. 
As  lowest  earth  doth  yield  to  heav'n  above. 
Divine  is  love,  and  scornctli  worldly  pelf^ 
And  can  be  bought  with  nothing  but  with  self 

Sit  Walter  Redeigk 

If  all  the  world  and  bve  were  young. 
And  truth  in  every  shepherd's  tongue. 
These  pleasures  might  my  passions  move. 
To  live  with  thee  and  be  tliy  love. 
So  fading  flowers  in  every  field. 
To  winter  floods  their  treasures  yield ; 
A  honey'd  tongue,  a  heart  of  gall. 
Is  fancy's  spring,  but  sorrow's  fall 

Sir  Walter  RaleSgk 

Love  is  a  god. 
Strong,  free,  unbounded ;  and  as  some  define. 
Fears  nothing,  piticth  none :  such  lo\'e  is  mine. 

Maeon'9  MuUtt$$e$, 

Such  is  the  posie  love  coippoees ; 
A  stinging  nettle  mix'd  with  roses. 

BrmotCo  PmeAorek 

Let  us  love  temp'ratdy ;  things  violent  last  not; 

And  too  much  dotage  rather  argues  folly, 

Than  true  afiection. 

MmMfinger'o  Ihdre  ofMdan. 


LOVE. 
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*T  is  nature'fi  second  son, 
Caosinif  a  spring'  of  virtues  where  he  shhies ; 
And  as  withoot  the  son,  the  world*s  great  eye, 
AH  colours,  beantios,  both  of  art  and  nature, 
Are  given  in  vain  to  man ;  so  without  bve 
All  beauties  bred  in  women  are  in  vain. 
Ail  virtaes  bom  in  men  lie  buried ; 
For  love  informs  them  as  the  sun  doth  colours : 
And  OS  the  sun  reflecting  his  warm  beams 
Against  the  earth,  begets  all  fruits  and  flowers ; 
So  love,  fair  shining  in  tiio  inward  man. 
Brings  forth  in  him  the  honourable  fruits 
or  valour,  wit,  virtue,  and  haughty  tlioughts. 
Brave  resolution,  and  divine  discourse. 

Chapman' a  AU  Fools, 

Like  Ixion, 
I  look  on  Juno,  ieel  my  heart  turn  to  cinders 
With  an  invisible  fire ;  and  yet,  should  she 
Deign  to  appear  cloth'd  in  a  various  cloud. 
The  majesty  of  tlie  substance  is  so  sacred 
I  durst  not  clasp  t))e  shadow.     I  behold  her 
With  adoration,  feast  my  eye,  while  all 
Mj  other  seniles  starve ;  and,  oil  frequenting 
llie  place  which  she  makes  happy  with  her  pre- 
sence, 
I  never  yet  had  power,  with  tongue  or  pen, 
To  move  her  to  compassion,  or  make  known 
What 't  is  I  Linguish  for ;  yet  I  must  gaze  still. 
Though  it  increase  my  flame. 

Massinger'i  Bashful  Lover, 

Idne't  measure  is  the  mean ;  sweet  his  annoys ; 
His  pleasures  life ;  and  his  reward  all  joys. 

John  Ford, 

Toong  men  fly,  when  beauty  darts 
Amorous  glances  at  their  hearts ; 
The  fu'd  mark  gives  the  shooter  aim ; 
And  ladies*  looks  have  power  to  maim ; 
Now  Uwizt  their  lips,  now  in  their  eyes. 
Wrapt  in  a  smile,  or  kiss,  love  lies : 
Then  fly  betimes,  for  only  they 
Conquer  love  that  run  away. 

Carew. 

T  is  the  caress  of  ev*ry  thing ; 

The  turtle-dove; 
Both  birds  and  beasts  do  offerings  bring 

To  mighty  love: 
Tis  th*  angel's  joy;  the  gods*  delight;  man*s 

bliss: 
Tis  an  in  an :  without  love,  nothing  is. 

Heath'M  ClarestdJa, 

Moderate  delight  is  but  a  waking  dream ; 
And  of  all  pleasures  love  is  the  supreme : 
And  therefore  love  immoderate  love  deserves: 
Bzoess  o*ercoQies,  but  moderation  starves. 

CnnnC9  CaUguku 


•  Love,  like  od'rous  zephyr's  grateful  breath. 
Repays  the  flower  that  sweetness  which  it  bor« 

row'd; 
Uninjuring,  tminjur'd,  lovers  move 
In  their  own  sphere  of  happiness  confcst. 
By  mutual  truth  avoiding  mutual  blame. 

Milton* 8  Comut 

With  tliee  conversing,  I  forget  oil  time ; 

All  seasons  and  their  change,  all  please  alike. 

MiUon^s  Faradise  LotL 

So  spake  our  general  mother,  and  with  eyes 

Of  conjugal  attraction  unreprov'd. 

And  meek  surrender,  half  embracing  leaned 

On  our  first  father ;  half  her  swclUng  breast 

Naked  met  liis  under  the  flowing  gold 

Of  her  loose  tresses  hid :  he  in  delight. 

Both  of  her  beauty  and  submissive  charms, 

Smil'd  with  superior  love. 

MiUon^B  Paradise  J  osl 

He  on  his  side 

Leaning  half-rais'd,  with  looks  of  cordial  love 

Hung  over  her  enamour'd,  and  bcltcld 

Beauty,  which,  whether  waking  or  asleep. 

Shot  forth  peculiar  graces. 

Milton's  Paradise  Losi 

While  I  sit  with  thee,  I  seem  in  heaven. 
And  sweeter  thy  discourse  is  to  my  ear 
Than  fruits  of  palm-tree  pleasantest  to  tliirst 
And  hunger  both,  from  labour,  at  the  hour 
Of  sweet  repast ;  they  satiate,  and  soon  fill 
Though  pleasant,  but  thy  words,  with  grace  divine 
Imbued,  bring  to  their  sweetness  no  satiety. 

Milton's  Paradise  Lost, 

To  love  tliou  blam'st  me  not,  for  love  thou  say'st 
Leads  up  to  heaven,  is  both  the  way  and  guide. 

MUtoh's  Paradise  Lost 

Her  hand  he  seiz'd,  and  to  a  shady  bank. 
Thick  overhead  with  verdant  roof  embower'd, 
He  led  her  nothing  loath ;  flowers  were  the  couch, 
Pansies,  and  violets,  and  asphodel. 
And  hyacinth,  earth's  freshest,  softest  lap. 

Milton^s  Paradise  Lost 

Against  his  powerfUl  knowledge,  not  deceiv'd. 
But  fondly  overcome  with  female  charm. 

Milton's  Paradise  Lost, 

Bat  now  lead  oii ; 
In  me  is  no  delay ;  with  thee  to  gOi 
Is  to  stay  here ;  with  thee  hero  to  stay,* 
Is  to  go  hence  unwilling ;  thou  to  me 
Art  all  things  under  heaven,  all  placn*  *Hou. 

Milton's  Paradise  Lem 

Love 's  of  a  strangely  ^pen  simple  kina. 
And  thinks  none  sees  it,  'cause  itself  is  blinci. 
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A  mighty  pain  to  love  it  ia. 
And  'tis  a  pain  tliat  pain  to  miu; 
])ut  of  all  paina,  the  greater  pain 
It  is  to  love,  but  love  in  vain. 


CfnaUy. 


In  loving  thon  dost  well,  in  passion  not, 
Wherein  true  love  consists  not ;  love  refines 
The  thoughts,  and  heart  enlarges,  hath  its  seat 
In  reason,  and  is  judicious,  is  the  scale 
By  which  to  ^eav'nly  love  thou  mayst  ascend, 
Not  sunk  in  carnal  pleasure,  fbr  which  cause 
Among  the  beasts  no  mate  ibr  thee  was  found. 

MUtoret  ParadUe  LotL 

For  what  can  earth  produce  but  love 
To  reprcpcnt  the  joys  above  7 
Or  who  but  lovers  can  converse 
Like  angels,  by  the  eye  discourse  7 
Address  and  compliment  by  vision, 


Oh !  shun  thy  pasaion,  as  thoa  would^st  thy  \iUJit\ 
The  deadliest  £»  to  human  happiness, 
That  poisons  all  our  joys,  destroys  our  quiet 
Love,  like  a  beauteous  field  at  first  appears, 
Whose  pleasing  verdure  ravishes  the  sight; 
But  all  within  tJie  hollow  treacherous  ground. 
Is  nought  but  caverns  of  perdition. 

Higgon'9  Genenma  Con^erm 

He  full  of  bashfiilness  and  truth, 

Loved  much,  hoped  little,  and  desired  nooj^ht 


Love  h  that  passion  which  refines  the  soul ; 
First  made  men  heroes,  and  those  heroes  gods. 
Its  genial  fires  inform  the  sluggish  mass ; 
The  rugged  soften,  and  the  timorous  warm ; 
Gives  wit  to  fools  and  manners  to  the  clowtu 

Higgari'B  Generoua  Con^nen 

If  I  but  mention  him,  the  tears  will  fall : 


Make  love  and  court  by  intuition.  «        ,       .  .         .    « . 

BviUr*»  HudXbra»»   °"'^  there  *s  not  a  letter  in  his  name. 


Love  is  a  fire,  that  bums  and  sparkles 
In  men  as  naturally  as  in  charcoals, 
Wliich  sooty  chemists  stop  in  holes 
When  out  of  wood  they  extract  coals : 
So  lovers  should  their  passion  choke, 
Tliat  though  they  bum,  they  may  not  smoke. 

BvAler^t  Hudtbnu, 

All  love  at  first,  like  generous  wine. 
Ferments  and  frets  until 't  is  fine. 
But  when  'tis  settled  on  the  lee. 
And  fi'om  the  itnpurer  matter  ftee ; 
Becomes  the  richer  still  the  older. 
And  proves  tlie  pleasanter  the  colder. 

ButUr'M  Hudibnu, 

I  am  fiird  with  such  amaze, 
So  far  transported  with  desire  and  love. 
My  slippery  soul  flies  to  you  while  I  speak. 

Roche9ter''»  Valentiman, 

She  that  would  raise  a  noble  love,  must  find 

Ways  to  beget  a  passion  for  her  mind ; 

She  must  be  that  which  she  to  the  world  would 

seem : 

For  all  true  love  is  grounded  on  esteem : 

Plainness  and  truth  gain  more  a  generous  heart. 

Than  all  the  crooked  subtleties  of  art 

Buckingham, 

When  yet  a  virgin  &eo  and  undispos'd, 
I  lov'd,  but  saw  yon  only  with  my  eyes 
I  could  not  reach  the  beauties  of  your  soul : 
I  hkvc  liv'd  since  in  contemplation. 
And  long  experience  of  your  growing  goodness ; 
What  then  was  passion  is  my  judgment  noto, 
Thio'  all  the  several  changes  of  your  lifo 
''infirmM  and  settled  in  adoring  you. 

/fffyne't  FaUd  Mistake. 


But  is  a  charm  to  melt  a  woman's  eye. 

LeeU  Alexander. 

Among  thy  various  gifts,  great  heaven,  bestow 
Our  cup  of  love  unmix'd :  forbear  to  throw 
Bitter  ingredients  in ;  nor  pall  the  draught 
With  nauseous  grief:  for  our  ill-judging  tlKMight 
Hardly  enjoys  the  pleasurable  taste ; 
Or  deem'd  it  not  sincere ;  or  fears  it  cannot  last 

Prior*8  Henry  and  Emma, 

Love,  well  thou  know'st  no  partnership  allow : 
Cupid  averse  rejects  divided  vows. 

Prioi^s  Henry  and  Emma, 

Fantastic  tyrant  of  the  amorous  heart, 
How  hard  thy  yoke !  how  cruel-  is  thy  dart ! 
Those  'scape  thy  anger  who  refiise  thy  sway, 
And  those  are  punish'd  most  who  most  obey. 

Prior''e  Soloman. 

O  mighty  love !  from  thy  unbounded  power 
How  shall  the  human  bosom  rest  secure  7 
How  shall  our  thoughts  avoid  the  various  snare  7 
Or  wisdom  to  our  caution'd  soul  declare 
The  difierent  shapes  thou  pleasest  to  employ, 
When  bent  to  hurt,  and  certain  to  destroy  7 

Prtor's  Soifman. 
Soft  love*8  spontaneous  tree,  its  ported  root 
Must  fi'om  two  hearts  with  equal  vigour  shoot; 
Whilst  each  dehghtea  and  delighting  gives 
The  pleasing  ecstacy  which  each  receives : 
Cherish'd  witii  hope,  and  fod  with  joy,  it  grows ; 
Its  cheerfiil  buds  their  opening  bloom  discloss 
And  round  the  happy  soil  diffusive  odour  fkms. 
If  angry  fate  that  mutual  care  denies. 
The  fading  plant  bewails  its  due  supplies ; 
With  wild  despair,  or  sick  with  grief^  it  dies. 

Frunze  Scteman 
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O  yet  my  mind  retains 
lliat  fond  b^^inninjT  of  my  infknt  pains. 

Prwr'$  SdmnMu 

Dwinda^B  sparkling  wit  and  eyes. 
United  cast  too  fierce  a  light ; 
Which  blazes  high,  bat  quicklj  dies, 
Pains  not  tlic  heart,  bat  hurts  the  sight. 
Lore  is  a  calmer,  gentler  joy. 
Smooth  are  his  looks,  and  soft  his  paoe ; 
Her  Cupid  is  a  Uackgaard  boy, 
That  nms  his  link  fuU  in  your  face. 

Love  is  a  passion 
Which  kindles  honour  into  noble  acts. 

DryderCM  Rival  LatUet, 

Love  is  a  child  that  talks  in  broken  language, 
Tet  then  ho  speaks  most  plain. 

Dryden^i  Tr6Hu9  and  Crunda. 

I  find  she  loves  him  much,  because  she  hides  it. 

Ixwe  teaches  cunning  even  to  innocence; 

And  where  he  gets  possession,  his  first  work 

Is  to  dig  deep  within  a  heart,  and  there 

Lie  hid,  and,  like  a  miser  in  the  dark. 

To  feast  alone. 

Dryden^M  Tempeti, 

The  dove  that  murmurs  at  her  mate's  neglect 
But  eounterfeits  a  coyness  to  be  courted. 

DryderCM  AmpMtrysn, 

Love  givcb  esteem,  and  then  he  gives  desert; 
He  either  finds  equality,  or  makes  it : 
like  death,  he  knows  no  difference  in  degrees, 
But  flames  and  levels  alL 

,  DrydeiCt  Marriage  a  la  Mode, 

Hiere  is  no  satiety  of  love  in  thee ; 
EnjnyM,  thou  still  art  new :  perpetual  spring 
Is  in  thy  arms ;  the  ripenM  fiuit  but  falls, 
And  blossoms  rise  to  fill  its  empty  place. 
And  I  grow  rich  by  giving. 

DrydetCM  AM  for  Lone. 

My  heart  !s  so  fixll  of  joy, 
That  I  shall  do  some  wild  extravagance 
Of  k>ve  in  public;  and  the  foolish  world, 
Wbieh  knows  not  tenderness,  will  think  me  mad. 

DryimCe  AUfitt  Lone. 

AH  kve  may  be  expelled  by  other  love. 

As  poisons  are  by  poisons. 

Dryd/enU  AUfor  Lace, 

Cbn  chance  of  seeing  fvst  thy  title  prove  ? 
And  Icnow'st  tfaou  not,  no  law  is  made  fbr  love  7 
Law  is  to  things  which  to  free  choice  relate ; 
Love  is  not  in  our  choice,  but  in  our  fitte : 
Laws  are  but  positive ;  love's  power,  we  see, 
Is  nature's  sanction,  and  her  first  degree. 

Dryden. 


When  fix'd  to  one,  love  safb  at  anchor  rides, 

And  dares  the  fiury  of  the  wind  and  tides ; 

But  loosing  once  that  hold,  to  the  wide  ocean 

borne, 
It  drives  at  wiD,  to  every  wave  or  seom. 

DiydetL 

Here  might  be  seen,  that  beauty,  wealth,  and  wit 
And  prowess,  to  the  power  of  love  subnit : 
The  spreading  snare  fi>r  all  mankind  is  laid ; 
And  lovers  all  betray,  and  are  bctray'd. 

Dryden*s  Palamtm  and  AreUe, 

Tlie  proverb  holds,  that  to  be  wise  and  love, 
Is  hardly  granted  to  the  gods  above. 

Dryden'e  Pdkanon  and  ArcUe, 

Love  the  sense  of  right  and  wrong  confounds, 
Strong  love  and  proud  ambition  have  no  bounds. 

Dryden^e  Palanum  and  AreiU 

Complaints,  and  hot  desires,  the  lover's  hell, 
And  scalding  tears,  that  wore  a  channel  where 
they  felL 

Dryden*e  Palatnon  and  Arate 

0  love !  thou  sternly  dost  thy  power  maintain. 
And  wilt  not  bear  a  rival  in  thy  reign, 
l^ants  and  thee  all  fellowship  disdain. 

Dryden*$  Palamon  and  ArcUe, 

Hie  power  of  love. 
In  earth,  and  seas,  and  air,  and  heaven  above. 
Rules  unresisted,  with  an  awful  nod ; 
By  daily  miracles  declar'd  a  god : 
He  blinds  the  wise,  gives  eye-sight  to  the  blind ; 
And  moulds  and  stamps  anew  the  lover's  mind. 

Dryden^e  Palamon  mid  AreiU, 

Love  never  frils  to  master  what  he  finds. 
But  works  a  different  way  in  different  minds, 
The  feol  enlightens,  and  the  wise  he  blinds. 
.  DryderCe  Cynum  and  Iphigema» 

I  more  joy  in  thee, 
Than  did  thy  mother  when  she  hugg'd  thee  first. 
And  bless'd  the  gods  fbr  all  her  travail  past 

Oitoay's  '''entce  Preeerved, 

1  had  so  fixed  my  heart  upon  hei , 

That  wheresoe'er  I  fram'd  a  scheme  of  life 
For  time  to  come,  she  was  my  only  joy, 
With  which  I  used  to  sweeten  future  cares : 
I  fancy'd  pleasures,  none  but  one  who  loves 
And  doats  as  I  did,  can  imagine  like  them. 

Oiway*e  Venice  Preeervtd. 
"My  eyes  wont  lose  the  sight  of  tbce, 
But  languish  after  thine,  and  ache  with  gazing. 

Otway'e  Venice  Preeerved, 

Love  reigns  a  very  tyrant  in  my  heart. 
Attended  on  his  throne  by  an  his  guard 
Of  fhrious  wishes,  fears,  and  nice  sospicions 

Otumfe  Orpham 
27 
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Curse  on  this  love,  this  Uttlo  scare-crow,  Invo ; 

That  frights  fboh,  with  his  painted  bovr  of  lath, 

Out  of  thoir  focble  sensos. 

Otwmf9  Orphan. 

[  *d  sooner  trust  my  fiirtune  with  a  daw. 
That  hops  at  every  butterfly  it  sees, 
Than  have  to  do  in  honour  with  a  man. 
That  sells  his  virtues  for  a  woman^s  smiles. 

Oivoay't  Orphan, 

Wiih  folded  arms,  and  downcast  eyes  ho  stands, 
Tho  marks  and  emblems  of  a  woman*?  fool. 

OUoa^t,  CaiUM  Mariui. 

If  it  be  hopeless  love,  use  generous  means; 
And  lay  a  kinder  beauty  to  the  wound : 
Take  a  new  infection  to  the  heart. 
And  Uic  rank  poison  of  the  old  will  die. 

OtwaifB  Caiu$  Mariut» 

Such  is  love. 
And  sucn  the  laws  of  his  fiintastic  empire. 
The  wanton  boy  delights  to  bend  tho  mighty. 
And  scofis  at  tlie  vain  wisdom  of  tiic  wise. 

Rowe**  Royal  Convert, 

Love  is,  or  ought  to  be,  our  greatest  bliss ; 
Since  every  other  joy,  how  dear  soever, 
Gives  way  to  that,  and  we  leave  all  for  love. 

RotM**  Lady  Jane  Orey, 

And  yet  this  tough  impracticable  heart 

Is  govcrnM  by  a  dainty-fingerM  girl ; 

Such  flaws  are  found  in  the  most  worthy  natures ; 

A  laughing,  toying,  wheedling,  whimpering  she. 

Shall  makg  him  amble  on  a  gossipV  message. 

And  take  tlie  distaff  with  a  hand  as  patient 

As  e'er  did  Hercules. 

Rowe*e  Jane  Share* 

Can  I  behold  thee  and  not  speak  my  love, 
Bv*n  now  thus  sadly  as  thou  stand'st  before  md^ 
Thus  desolate,  dejected,  and  fbrlom ; 
Thy  sofbiesB  steals  .upon  my  yielding  senses. 
Till  my  soul  fliints  and  siokens  with  desire. 

Rowe'e  Jane  Share. 

O  love  !  how  arc  thy  precious  sweetest  moments 
Thus  ever  crossM,  thus  ver'i  with  disappointments ! 
Now  pride,  now  fickleness,  fkntastie  quarrels. 
And  sullen  coldness,  give  os  pain  by  turns ; 
Malicious  meddling  chanoe  is  ever  busy 
To  bring  us  fears,  disquiet  and  delays ; 
And  ev*n  at  last,  when,  afU)r  all  our  waiting, 
Kager  we  tbink  to  snatch  the  dear-bought  bliss, 
Amb*tioc  calls  us  to  its  sullen  cares, 
And  honour,  stem,  impatieni  ^f  neglect, 
Gummands  us  to  fitrg^ot  uur  ease  and  pleasureii 
As  if  we  had  been  made  for  nought  but  toil, 
And  love  were  not  the  busineas  of  our  lives. 

Rmoe^e  Ulyeeee. 


I  found  the  fond,  believing,  lovc-sick  maid 
Loose,  unattir'd,  warm,  tender,  full  of  wishcti; 
l^erceness  and  pride,  tlie  guardians  of  her  honour. 
Were  charmed  to  rest,  and  love  ak>ne  was  waking. 

Rawest  Fair  PenUeaL 

Ye  sacred  pow*rs,  whose  gracious  providence 
Is  watchful  fyr  our  good,  guard  me  from  men, 
From  their  deceitful  tongues,  their  vows   and 

flattVies; 
Still  let  me  pass  neglected  by  their  eyes : 
Let  my  bloom  wither,  and  my  form  decay, 
That  none  may  think  it  worth  his  while  to  ruin  me 
And  fatal  love  may  never  be  my  bane. 

J2oioe*t  Fair  PemUai 

Pleasure  flows  streaming  from  those  lorely  eyes, 
And  with  its  sweetness  overcomes  my  souL 

DennWe  RinaUo  and  Armida 

Oh  what  a  traitor  is  my  lovo, 

That  thus  unthrones  me ! 

I  see  the  errors  that  I  would  avoid. 

And  have  my  reason  still,  but  not  the  use  of 't 

Heward^e  Veetal  Virgin. 

Love  shall  wing  the  tedious- wasting  day ; 
life  without  love  is  load ;  and  time  stands  still. 
What  we  refuse  t:.  him,  to  death  we  give ; 
And  then,  then  only,  when  we  love,  we  live. 

Congrece*$  Bride  Meuming, 

Love  *8  but  tlie  frailty  of  the  mind, 
When  *t  is  not  with  ambition  joinM ; 
A  sickly  flame,  which,  if  not  fed  expires, 
And  feeding,  wastes  its  self-consuming  fires. 

Congriw 

Tliou  know*st  it  is  a  blind  and  foolish  passion, 
Pleas'd  and  disgusted  with  it  knows  not  what 

Addieon^e  Cola, 

Love  is  not  to  be  reason*d  down,  or  lost 
In  high  ambition,  or  a  thirst  of  greatness : 

*T  is  second  life,  it  grows  into  the  soul, 
Warms  ev*ry  vein,  and  beats  in  ev*ry  pube : 
I  feel  it  here :  my  resolution  melts. 

AddiaoH*9  Caia. 

When  love  *s  well4im*d,  *t  is  not  a  fault  to  lowo : 
The  strong,  the  brave,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wise, 
Sink  in  the  soft  captivity  together. 

Addieon*9  Cata^ 
Art  thoa  not  dearer  to  my  eyes  than  light  7 
Dost  thou  not  circulate  thro'  afl  my  veino, 
Mingle  with  lifs,  and  Ibrm  my  very  soul  7 

Yaang'e  Butiria. 

Love,  Hke  wine,  gives  a  tumultuous  bliasi, 
HeightenM  indeed  beyond  all  mortal  pleasores , 
But  minglee  pangs  and  madness  in  the  bo^ 

yow^s  Renenge, 
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Not  aQ  the  pride  of  beauty ; 
TboM  ejes,  that  tell  us  what  the  sun  b  made  of; 
Those  lips,  whose  touch  is  to  be  bought  with  lifei 
Those  hills  of  driven  snow,  which  seen  are  felt; 
Ail  these  posse^t  are  nought,  but  as  they  are 
The  proof^  the  substance  of  an  inward  passion, 
And  the  rich  plunder  of  a  taken  heart 

Young's  Retenge, 

The  maid  that  loves 
Goes  oat  to  sea  upon  a  shattered  plank. 
And  puts  her  trust  in  niiracles  for  safety. 

Young^B  Revengt, 
Alas!  my  kird,  if  talking  would  prevail, 
I  could  suggest  much  better  arguments, 
Hu^  those  regards  you  threw  away  on  me ; 
Your  valour,  honour,  wisdom,  praisM  by  all : 
But  bid  physicians  talk  our  veins  to  temper, 
And  with  an  argument  new-set  a  pulse ; 
'nien  think,  my  lord,  of  reasoning  into  love. 

YoBfig**  Reoenge, 

O,  she  was  all ! 
My  &.me,  my  friendship,  and  my  love  of  arms,' 
All  stoop'd  to  her ;  my  blood  was  her  possession : 
Deep  in  tlie  secret  foldings  of  my  heart, 
8he  Hv*d  with  life,  and  fiur  the  dearer  she. 

Young^M  Revenge. 

But,  O  those  eyes !  those  murderers !  O  whence, 
Whence  didst  thou  steal  those  burning  orbs  7 

From  faeav*n  7 
Thou  didst;  and  'tis  religion  to  adore  them. 

Young*»  Revenge, 

If  love  were  endless,  men  were  gods ;  H  is  that 
Does  counterbalance  travail,  danger,  pains,— 
*Tts  heaven*s  expedient  to  make  mortals  bear 
Hie  light,  and  cheat  them  of  the  peaceful  grave. 

Yamg^»  Revenge. 

Sure  my  hfitii  *s  my  own.    Each  villager 
li  4|iieen  of  her  affections,  and  can  vent 
Her  arbitrary  sighs  where'er  she  pleases 

Toung's  Brcthen. 

O  the  soft  oommeree  I    O  the  tender  ties, 
Ck4e-twisted  with  the  fibres  of  the  heart! 
Winch,  broken,  break  them;  and  drain  off  the 

sunl 
Of  human  joy ;  and  make  it  pain  to  live  — 
And  is  it  then  to  live  7    When  such  friends  part^ 
"T  is  the  survivor  dies — My  heart,  no  more  I 

Yma^e  Night  Thatghte. 

Who  never  lov*d,  ne'er  snfTer'd ;  he  feeki  nothing. 
Who  nothing  feels  but  for  himself  alone ; 
And  wnen  we  feel  lor  others,  reason  reels 
Overloaded,  from  her  path,  end  man  runs  mad. 

Ymnfft  Night  ThmighU  I 


Our  first  love  murder'd  Is  the  shar*  est  pang 
A  human  heart  can  feel. 

Young  8  Brothere, 

liove  's  not  the  effect  of  reason,  or  of  will, 

Few  feel  that  passion's  ferce  because  they  choose  it, 

And  fewer  yet,  when  it  becomes  their  duty. 

Elizabeth  Hmfwood^e  Duke  of  BrunswicJu 

Desire,  when  young,  is  easily  suppressed ; 
But  cherish'd  by  the  sun  of  warm  encouragement. 
Becomes  too  strong  and  potent  fer  control : 
Nor  yields  but  to  despair,  the  worst  of  passions. 
EUxabeth  H^fwood'e  Duke  of  Brunswick 

I  cannot  love,  to  counterfeit  is  base, 
And  cruel  too ;  diasemblcd  love  is  like 
The  poison  of  pcrfhmes,  a  killing  sweetness. 

SewdVs  Sir  W.  RaleigK 

Love,  strong  in  wish,  is  weak  in  reason,  si  ill 
Forming  a  thousand  ills,  which  ne'er  shall  be. 
And,  like  a  coward,  kills  itself  to-day, 
With  fency'd  grief  for  fear  it  die  to-morrow. 

8ewM*s  Sir  W.  Raleigh 

O  love !  how  hard  a  fate  is  thine ! 

Obtain'd  with  trouble,  and  with  pain  prcscrv'd ; 

Never  at  rest. 

Lansdown^s  Heroic  Loco, 

0  love !  thou  bane  of  the  most  generous  sodls ! 
Thou  doubtful  pleasure,  and  thou  certain  pain ! 
What  magic's  thine  that  melts  the  hardest  hearts 
And  feols  the  wisest  minds  7 

LansdmtnU  Heroic  Late 

Let  the  fools. 
Who  fblbw  fortune,  live  upon  her  smiles ; 
All  oar  prosperity  is  plae'd  in  love : 
We  have  enough  of  that  to  make  U4  happy. 

Souihem^s  Oroonokot 

Til!  now  I  knew  not  what  it  was  to  love ; 
My  loose  desires  deseiv'd  a  fbuler  name. 
But  this  feir  charmer  has  refm!d  my  passions, 
And  with  her  virtue  taught  me  to  admire 
The  beauties  of  the  mind :  therefore,  fer  her 

1  will  endure  the  tedious  toil  of  courtship. 

TVtip't  AUnumuU^ 

O  slipp'ry  state 
Of  hnmui  pleasures,  fleet  and  volatile. 
Given  us  and  snatch'd  again  in  one  short  moment 
To  moiftify  our  hopes,  and  edge  our  suff 'rings. 

TVop't  Ajtbramuim, 

Love,  that  disturbs 
The  schemes  of  wisdom  still ;  that  wing'd  tnth 

passion, 
Blind  and  impetuous  in  its  fend  pursuits, 
Leaves  the  grey-headed  reason  far  benind. 

7^&fln«ee's  Tancred  and  Ttgiramnoa 
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Oh,  that 

In  tliofie  blest  woods,  where  first  jou  won  raj  soil], 

Had  passM  our  gentle  days :  far  fh)m  the  toil 

Vnd  pomp  of  courts !    Such  b  the  wish  of  love ; 

Of'  love,  that,  with  delighted  weakness,  knows 

Vo  bliss  and  no  ambition  but  itself. 

But  in  the  world's  fiill  light,  those  charming  dreams, 

Thooe  fond  illusions  ▼anish. 

Tkcmicn, 

M7  deluded  thought 
Runs  back  to  days  of  love ;  when  ftncy  still 
Found  worlds  of  beauty  ever  rising  new 
To  the  transported  eye ;  when  flattering  h<^ 
Form*d  endless  prospects  of  increasing  bliss ; 
And  still  the  orcdulous  heart  believed  them  all» 
Ev'n  more  than  love  could  promise. 

ThomsmCs  ScpktmUba, 

But  sure,  my  friend. 

There  is  a  time  for  love ;  or  life  were  vile, 

A  tedious  circle  of  unjoyous  days 

With  senseless  hurry  fiird,  distasteful,  wretched. 

Till  love  comes  smiling  in,  and  brings  his  sweets, 

His  healing  sweets,  soft  cares,  transporting  joys, 

That  make  the  poor  account  of  life  complete, 

And  justiQr  the  gods. 

ThoTMon'M  SophomBha. 

WiU  thou  be  undone  7 
Resign  the  towering  thought?  the  vast  design, 
With  future  glories  big  ?  the  warrior's  wreath  ? 
The  praise  of  senates  7  an  applauding  world  7 
All  for  a  sigh  7  all  for  a  sofl  embrace  7 

ThoTMOfCi  Sophtnitba, 

Wliy  should  we  kill  the  best  of  passions,  love  7 
It  aids  the  hero,  bids  ambition  rise 
To  nobler  heights,  inspires  inmiortal  deeds, 
Ev'n  softens  brutes,  and  adds  a  grace  to  virtue. 

Thomaon'9  Sophamaha. 

These  fond  sensations,  those  enchanting  dreams. 
Which  cheat  a  toiling  world  fhim  day  to  day, 
And  form  tiie  whole  of  happiness  they  know. 

71ftenMon'«  SspAoiM&a. 

Thus  the  warm  youth. 
Whom  love  deludes  into  his  thorny  wilds 
Thro'  flowery  tempting  paths,  or  leads  a  lift 
Of  fcver'd  rapture  or  of  cruel  care : 
His  brightest  aims  extinguished  all,  and  aD 
His  lively  moments  running  down  to  waste. 

Thornton's  Sssswis. 

While  in  the  rosy  vale 
Jiove  breath'd  his  infant  sighs,  from  anguish  free, 
And  full  replete  with  bliss ;  save  the  sweet  pain, 
rhat.  inly  thrilling  but  exalts  it  more. 

ThomaoiCM  Seaaomt 


Thus  in  soft  anguish  he  consumes  tfie  day 

Nor  quits  his  deep  retirement,  till  the  moon 

Peeps  through  the  chamhers  of  the  fleecy  east, 

EnllghtenM  by  degrees,  and  in  her  train 

Leads  on  the  gentie  hours ;  then  forth  he  walks. 

Beneath  the  trembling  languish  of  her  beam. 

With  softened  soul,  and  wooes  the  bird  of  eve 

To  mingle  woes  with  his. 

T^booison't  iSsssoiia 

All  nature  fades  extinct ;  and  she  alone 
Heard,  ftslt,  and  wen,  possesses  every  thought, 
Fills  every  sense,  and  pants  in  every  vein. 

Thomson's  iSaoMtt. 

These  are  the  charming  agonies  of  love, 
Whose  misery  delights. 

And  let  the  aspiring  youth  beware  of  love, 
Of  the  smooth  glance  beware ;  for  'tis  too  kUe, 
When  on  his  heart  the  torrent-softness  poors. 
Then  wisdom  prostrate  lies,  and  fading  fame 
Dissolves  m  air  away ;  while  the  fond  soul, 
Wrapt  in  gay  visions  of  unreal  bliss. 
Still  paints  the  illusive  form;  the  kindling  graces 
llie  enticing  smile ;  the  modest  seeming  eye, 
Beneath  whose  beauteous  beams,  belying  heaven, 
Lurk  searchless  cunning,  cruelty,  and  death, 
And  stin,  fklse  warbling  in  his  cheated  ear, 
Her  syren  voice,  enchanting,  draws  him  on 
To  guQefbl  shores,  and  meads  of  fktal  joy. 

Thom9en*9  Swam. 

Devoting  all 
To  love,  each  was  to  each  a  dearer  self; 
Supremely  happy  in  the  aw&ken'd  power 
Of  giving  joy.    Alone,  amid  the  shades. 
Still  in  harmonious  intercourse  they  Kv'd 
The  rural  day,  and  talk'd  with  flo^ang  heart, 
Or  stgh'd,  and  kmk'd  unutterable  things. 

Thmnaon*$  Seemm 

She  felt  his  flame ;  but  deep  within  her  breast, 
In  bashful  cojmess,  or  in  maiden  pride. 
The  soft  return  ooneeal'd ;  save  when  it  stole 
In  sidelong  glances  fiom  her  downcast  eye. 
Or  firom  her  swelling  soul  in  stifled  sighs. 

Tkommm*$  Seaam. 

Won  by  the  charm 
Of  goodness  irresistible,  and  all 
In  sweet  disorder  lost,  she  blush'd  consent 

ThonuoiCs  SeoBOU. 

Love  is  not  in  our  power. 
Nay,  what  seems  stranger,  is  not  in  our  ehoice: 
We  only  love  where  fate  ordains  we  should. 
And,  blindly  fi>nd,  oft  slight  superior  merit 
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Lore^  tote  lord  and  monarch  of  itself 
ADows  DO  tic%  no  dictatM  but  its  own. 
To  that  mysterioQB  arbitraiy  power. 
Reason  points  out  and  doty  pleads  in  vain. 

MatUfB  Imperial  CeptheB, 

What  is  this  subtio  searching  flame  of  love, 
That  penetrates  the  tender  breast  unmask'd. 
And  blasts  the  heart  of  adamant  within ; 
As  the  quick  light*ninj^  oft  calcines  the  blade 
Of  temperM  steel,  and  leaves  the  sheath  unhurt 

J)arey*»  Love  and  AmbUion, 

Love,  likb  a  wren  upon  the  eagle's  wing, 
Shall  perch  superior  on  ambition^s  plume. 
And  mock  the  lordly  passion  in  its  flight 

Darey'B  Love  and  AmbitioiL 

Is  passion  to  be  learnM  then  7  wouId*st  thou  make 

A  science  of  aflection,  guide  the  heart, 

And  teach  it  where  to  fix  7 

Brooke'9  Earl  tf  Warwiek. 

Love  is  a  passion  whose  effects  are  various, 
It  ever  brings  some  change  upon  the  soul. 
Some  virtue,  or  some  vice,  till  then  unknown, 
Degradot  the  hero,  and  makes  cowards  valiant 

Brook9*$  OmlavuM  Va$a, 

Almighty  love !  what  wonders  are  not  thine ! 
Soon  as  thy  influence  breathes  upon  the  soul. 
By  thee,  the  haughty  bend  the  suppliant  knee, 
By  thee,  the  hand  of  avarice  is  opened 
Into  profusion;  by  thy  power  the  heart 
Of  cruelty  is  melted  into  softness ; 
The  rude  grow  tender,  and  the  fearful  bold. 

Patimwn*$  Armtniua. 

Keen  are  the  pangs 
Of  hapless  love,  and  passion  nnapprov*d : 
But  where  consenting  wishes  meet,  and  vows. 
Reciprocally  breath*d,  confirm  the  tie ; 
Joy  roQs  on  joy,  an  inexhaustidg  stream ! 
And  virtue  crowns  the  sacred  scene. 

SmoUeU'$  Regicide. 

As  love  can  exquisitely  bless, 

Love  only  feels  the  marvellous  of  pain ; 

Opeas  new  veins  of  torture  in  the  soul. 

And  wakes  the  nerve  where  agonies  are  bom. 

SmoUeife  Regicide. 

Adieu,  for  him, 
llie  dun  engagementi  of  the  bustling  world ! 
Aidieu  the  sick  impertinence  of  praise ! 
And  hope,  and  action !  for  with  her  alone. 
By  streams  and  shades,  to  steal  these  sighing  hours. 
Is  all  he  asks,  and  all  that  fate  can  give. 

Akenride'e  PUaeuree  if  Imagimaikm, 

Now  kffe  is  dwindled  to  intrigue. 
And  mairiage  grown  a  money  Jeague« 

Sm^^e  Cademu  and  Vi 


Love  why  do  we  one  passion  call. 
When  *t  is  a  compound  of  them  aJl  7 
Where  hot  and  oold,  where  sharp  and  sweet, 
In  all  their  equipages  meet ; 
Where  pleasures  mix*d  with  pains  appear. 
Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear. 

SufifVe  Cadenue  and  Vaneeea, 

There  are  in  love,  the  eztreraes  o£touchM  desire ; 
The  noblest  brightness !  or  tlie  coarsest  fire ! 
In  vulgar  bosoms  vulgar  wishes  move ; 
Nature  guides  choice,  and  as  men  think,  they 

love. 
In  the  loose  passion  men  profane  the  name. 
Mistake  the  purpose,  and  polluto  the  flame : 
In  nobler  bosoms  friendship's  form  it  takes, 
And  sex  alone  the  lovely  ditferencc  makes. 

Aaron  HUL 

O,  happy  state,  when  souls  each  other  draw, 

When  love  is  liberty,  and  nature  law : 

Ail  then  is  full,  possessing  and  possessM, 

No  craving  void  left  aching  in  the  breast ; 

Ev'n  thought  meets  thought,  ere  from  the  li|is  it 

part. 
And  each  warm  wish  springs  mutual  from  tho 

heart  Pope*$  Eloiea 

Soon  as  thy  letters  trembling  I  unclose. 
That  well-known  name  awakens  all  my  woes. 
Oh,  name  for  ever  sad !  for  ever  dear ! 
SHU  breath'd  in  sighs,  still  usher*d  with  a  tear ! 

Pepe*$  Eloiea. 

What  scenes  appear  where'er  I  turn  my  view  i 
The  dear  ideas,  where'er  I  fly,  pursue. 
Rise  in  the  grave,  before  the  altar  rise. 
Stain  all  my  soul,  and  wanton  in  my  eyes. 
I  waste  the  matin  lamp  in  sighs  for  thee. 
Thy  image  steals  between  my  God  and  me ; 
Thy  voice  I  seem  in  every  hymn  to  hear. 
With  every  bead  I  drop  too  aofl  a  tear. 
When  from  the  censer  clouds  of  fragrance  roU, 
And  swelling  organs  lift  the  rising  aoul, 
One  thought  of  thee  puts  all  the  pomp  to  flight, 
Priests,  tapers,  temples,  swim  before  my  sight : 
In  seas  of  flame  my  plunging  soul  is  drown'd. 
While  altars  bla2e,  and  angels  tremble  round. 

Pope'e  ElaieiM, 

O  death,  all  eloquent !  you  only  prove 
What  dust  we  doat  on,  when  His  man  vve  love. 

Pope'B  Elevea 

Th'  impatient  wish  that  never  feels  rcpfjse ; 
Desire  that  with  perpetual  current  ffews ; 
The  fluctaating  pangs  of  hope  and  fear; 
Joy  distant  still,  and  sorrow  ever  near ! 

Falconer'e  ShipwrtiM 
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Ah !  love  every  hope  can  impire ; 
It  banishes  wisdom  the  while ; 
And  the  lip  of  the  nymph  we  admire 
Seems  for  ever  adornM  widi  a  smile. 

8hen$taiu^$  Dimppm^drnmL 

Where  lives  the  man  (if  such  a  man  there  be) 

In  idle  wilderness  or  desert  drear, 

To  beauty's  sacred  power  an  enemy  7 

Let  foul  fiends  harrow  him ;  I  *U  drop  no  tear. 

I  dccih  that  carl  by  beauty's  power  unmov'd 

Hatod  of  heaven,  of  none  but  hell  approved ; 

O  may  he  never  love,  O  never  be  bclovM ! 

W.  Tham^im, 
Let  OS  now,  in  whisperM  joy, 
.  Evening's  silent  hours  employ : 
Silence  best,  and  conscious  shades, 
Please  tlie  hearts  that  love  invades ; 
Oilier  pleasures  give  them  pain. 


Lovers  all  bat  love  disdain. 


Vr.  Jdknmm, 


TirM  with  vain  joys  and  false  alarms, 

With  mental  and  corporeal  strifb, 

Snatch  me,  my  Stella,  to  thy  arms, 

And  screen  me  from  the  ills  of  life. 

Dr.  Johruoiu 

T  is  love,  combin'd  with  guilt  alone,  that  melts 

The  soflcn'd  soul  to  cowardice  and  sloth ; 

But  virtuous  passion  prompts  the  great  resolve, 

And  fans  the  slumbering  spark  of  heavenly  fire. 

Dr.  /o&fison't  Irene, 
Know'st  thou  not  yet,  when  love  invades  the  sool. 
That  all  her  faculties  receive  his  chains ; 
That  reason  gives  her  sceptre  io  his  hand. 
Or  only  struggles  to  be  more  enslav'd  7 

Dr.  JohnwiCt  Irene, 

Why,  when  the  balm  of  sleep  descends  on  man. 
Do  gay  delusions,  wand'nng  o'er  the  brain. 
Soothe  the  delighted  soul  with  empty  bliss  7 
To  wont  give  affluence,  and  to  slavery  fteedom  7 
Such  are  love's  joys,  the  lenitives  of  life, 
A  fancy'd  treasure,  and  a  waking  dream. 

Dr.  JohnemCe  Irene. 
And  love  is  still  an  emptier  sound. 
The  haughty  fair  onc*s  jest : 
On  earth  unseen,  or  only  found 
To  warm  the  turtle',  nert.      oAtomtt'.  Hemit. 

None  without  hope  e'er  lov'd  the  brightest  fdir ; 
But  love  can  hope  where  reason  would  despair. 

Lord  LyUleUm. 
lx)Ve  warms  our  fancy  with  cnliv'ning  fires. 
Refines  our  genius,  and  our  verse  inspires ; 
From  him  Theocritus,  on  Enna's  plains, 
licamt  the  Wild  sweetnesM  of  his  Doric  strains; 
Virgil  by  him  was  taught  the  moving  art, 
'l*hat  •harra'd  each  ear,  and  soften'd  every  heart. 

Lifrd  Lyideton. 


O  happy  kyve!  wiiera  kive  like  thia  is  fboad ! 

0  heartfelt  raptures !  bliss  beyond  compare ! 

1  *ve  paced  much  this  weary  mortal  round. 
And  sage  experience  bids  me  this  declare-— 
If  heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasore  spare. 
One  cordial  in  tliis  melancholy  vaJc, 

'TIS  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  pair. 
In  other's  arms  breathe  out  the  tender  talc. 
Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  that  sccnu  the 
evening  gale. 

Bume'e  CoOer^e  Saturday  NigH 

It  warms  me,  it  charms  me. 
To  mention  but  her  name : 
It  heats  me,  it  beats  me, 
And  sets  me  a'  on  flame. 

Bunis'f  EpieiU  to  Davie, 

Had  we  never  kived  so  kindly. 

Had  we  never  loved  so  blindly. 

Never  met  or  never  parted. 

We  had  ne'er  been  brokenhearted. 

Bvme, 

Fain  would  I  speak  the  thoughts  I  bear  to  thee, 
But  they  do  choke  and  flatter  in  my  throat. 
And  make  me  like  a  child. 

Joanna  BailU^e  EthwaU, 

True  love's  the  gifi  which  God  has  given 

To  man  alone  beneath  the  heaven. 

It  is  not  fantasy's  hot  fire. 

Whose  wishes,  soon  as  granted,  fly; 

It  liveth  not  in  fieroe  desire. 

With  dead  desire  it  doth  not  die; 

It  is  the  secret  sympathy,. 

The  silver  link,  the  silken  tie. 

Which  heart  to  heart,  and  mind  to  mind. 

In  body  and  in  soul  can  bind. 

SceWe  Lay  of  the  Laat  Minebrei 

In  peace,  love  tunes  the  shepherd's  roed ; 
In  war,  he  mounts  the  warrior's  steed ; 
In  halls,  in  gay  attire  is  seen ; 
In  hamlets,  dances  on  the  green ; 
Love  rules  the  court,  the  camp,  the  grove. 
And  men  below  and  saints  above ; 
For  love  is  heaven,  and  heaven  is  loi^ 

ScoWe  Lay  of  the  Laet  MinetreL 

Oh,  why  should  man's  success  remove 
The  very  charms  that  make  his  love  * 

Seaiee  Mannkm. 

Oh,  blame  her  not !  when  zephyrs  wake. 
The  aspen's  trembling  leaves  must  shake ; 
When  beams  the  sun  through  April's  shower 
It  needs  must  bloom,  the  violet  flowery 
And  love,  howe'er  the  maiden  strive. 
Must  with  reviving  hope  revive. 

SeotVe  Lord  of  the  Idee. 
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It  was  hfit  with  that  dawning  morn. 
That  Roderick  Dbu  had  proudlj  sworii, 
To  drown  his  love  in  war*0  wild  loor. 
Nor  think  of  Ellen  Doaglas  more ; 
But  he  who  stemi  a  stream  with  sand, 
And  fetters  flame  with  flaxen  band, 
Has  yet  a  harder  ta«k  to  prove  — ^ 
"By  firm  reaohe  to  oooqner  love  I 

ScotVs  Lady  qftke  Lake. 
O  love,  requited  love,  how  fine  thy  thrill*, 
That  shake  the  trembling  frame  with  ecstasy; 
£▼*»  every  vein  celestial  pleasure  flUs ; 
And  inexpressive  bliss  is  in  each  sigh. 

Sir  S.  K  Brydga. 
O  love !  in  sach  a  wilderness  as  this, 
Where  transport  and  security  entwine, 
Here  is  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss, 
And  here  then  art  a  god  indeed  divine ; 
Here  shall  no  forms  abridge,  no  hours  confine, 
TTie  views,  the  walks,  that  boundless  joy  inspire ! 
Roll  on,  ye  days  of  raptured  influence,  shine ! 
Nor  blind  with  ecstacy^s  celestial  fire, 
Shall  love  behold  the  spark  of  earth-born  love  ex- 
pire. CampbdL 

In  joyons  youth,  what  soiil  hath  never  known, 
Thought,  ffeeling,  taste,  harmonious  to  his  own? 
Who  hath  not  praised  while  beauty*8  pensive  eye 
Ask'd  from  his  heart  the  homage  of  a  sigh  7 
Who  hath  not  own'd,  with  rapture  stricken  frame, 
The  power  of  grace,  the  magic  of  a  name. 

CampbelPi  Pleasures  cfHope, 

Then  youth^  them  fond  believer ! 

He  wily  Fjrreu  shun : 

Who  trusts  the  dear  deceiver 

Will  surely  he  undone ! 

When  beauty  triumphs,  ah  beware ! 

Her  smile  is  h<^ !  her  frtywn  despair  I 

Mmtgemery*9  Wanderer  ofSwkxerkaut, 

Did  wonrui*s  charm  thy  youth  beguile. 

And  did  the  fiiir  one  fkithless  prove  7 

Hath  she  bctrayM  thee  with  her  smile. 

And  sold  thy  love  T 

Live  I  'twas  a  fitlse  bewildering  fire : 

Too  oflcn  lovers  insidious  dart 

HiriUs  the  fond  soul  with  wild  desire, 

But  kills  the  lysart. 

Thou  yet  shalt  know,  how  sweet,  how  dear. 

To  gaze  on  listening  beauty's  eye .' 

To  ask, — and  pause  in  hope  and  fear 

Tin  she  reply. 

A  nobler  flame  shall  warm  thy  breast, 

A  brighter  maiden  fiiithful  prove ; 

Thy  youth,  thine  age,  shall  yet  be  blest 

III  woman's  love. 

Mantgemery*e  Wanderer  tf  StoUzerland* 


Lightly  thou  say'st  that  woman's  love  is  fklee. 

The  thought  is  falser  far  — 

For  some  of  them  are  true  as  martyr»'  legends, 

As  full  of  suffering  fhith,of  burning  love. 

Of  high  devotion — ^worthier  of  heaven  than  earth, 

O,  I  do  know  a  tale ! 

JIfalurin's  Bertram, 

Why  dost  thou  wander  by  this  mournful  light. 
Feeding  sick  fancy  with  the  thought  that  poisons 

MaiurifCe  Bertram, 

Nay,  if  she  love  me  not,  I  care  not  for  her : 
Shall  I  look  pale  because  the  maiden  blooms  7 
Or  sigh  because  she  smiles  on  others  7 
Not  I,  by  heaven !  I  hold  my  peace  too  dear. 
To  let  it,  like  the  plume  upon  her  cap, 
Shake  at  each  nod  that  her  caprice  shall  dictate. 

Old  Play,    Antuptary 

Love's  holy  flame  for  ever  burneth ; 

From  heaven  it  came,  to  heaven  returaeth. 

Too  ofl  on  earth  a  troubled  gueat, 

At  times  deceived,  at  times  opprest 

It  here  is  tried,  and  purified. 

Then  hath  in  heaven  its  perfect  rest : 

It  soweth  here  with  toil  and  oare. 

But  the  harvest  time  of  love  is  there 

Southey 

Dost  thou  deem 
It  such  an  easy  task  from  the  fimd  breast 

To  root  affection  out 

Southey 

Economy  in  love  is  peace  to  nature, 
Much  like  economy  in  worldly  matter : 
We  should  be  prudent,  never  live  too  fast 
Profusion  will  not,  cannot  always  last 

Dr,  WoUote  Peter  Ptnem. 

Ye  finer  souls, 
Fornl'd  to  soft  luxury,  and  prompt  to  thrill 
With  all  the  tumults,  all  the  joys  and  pains,       "^ 
That  beauty  gives ;  with  caution  and  reserve 
Indulge  the  sweet  destroyer  of  repose, 
Nor  court  too  much  the  queen  of  charming  cares ' 
For  while  the  cherish'd  poison  in  your  breast 
Ferments  and  maddens ;  sick  with  jealousy. 
Absence,  distrust,  or  even  witli  anxious  joy, 
The  wholesome  appetites  and  powers  of  life 
Dissolve  in  languor.    The  coy  stomach  loathes 
The  genial  board ;  your  cheerful  days  are  gone ; 
The  generous  bloom  that  flush'd  your  checks  is 

fled. 
To  sighs  devoted,  and  to  tender  pains. 
Pensive  you  sit,  or  solitary  stray, 
And  waste  your  youth  in  nursing.  « 

Armstrong'e  Art  qfPreet  vmfr  Hemt» 
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Sweet  heaTcn,  from  fttch  intoiicating  chaimi^ 
Defend  all  worthy  broasU  I  not  that  I  deem 
Love  always  dangerous,  always  to  be  shnnn'd. 
Love  well  repaid,  and  not  too  weakly  sunk 
In  wanton  and  unmanly  tenderness, 
Adds  bloom  to  health ;  o*er  ev*ry  virtue  sheds 
A  gty,  humane,  a  sweet,  and  generous  grace, 
And  brighiens  all  the  ornaments  of  man. 
But  fruitless,  hopeless,  disappointed,  rackM 
With  jealousy,  fatigu'd  with  hope  and  fear. 
Too  serious,  or  too  languishingly  fond, 
Unnerves  the  body,  and  unmans  the  souL 

Armttrong'$  Art  of  Pretenrimg  HeaUk, 

Tne  world !  ah,  Fanny !  love  must  shun 
The  path  where  many  rove ; 
One  bosom  to  recline  upon. 
One  heart  to  be  his  only  one. 
Are  quite  enough  for  love. 

Why  the  world  are  all  thinking  about  it, 

And  as  for  myself  I  can  swear, 

If  I  fancied  that  heaven  were  without  it, 

I  *d  scarce  feel  a  wish  to  be  there. 

Ifoor*. 

O  the  days  are  gone,  when  beauty  bright 

My  heart-chain  wove ; 

When  my  dream  of  life,  from  mom  till  night, 

Was  love,  still  love  \ 

^ew  hope  may  bloomi 

And  days  may  come. 

Of  milder,  calmer  beam. 

Hut  there  *s  noUiing  half  so  sweet  in  lift. 

As  love's  young  dream  ! 

Hooft* 

i^ove  will  never  bear  enslaving ; 
Rummer  garments  suit  him  best ; 
HIlss  itself  is  not  worth  having. 
If  we  *re  by  compulsion  blest 


ITMns. 


'Hie  time  I  *ve  lost  in  wooing, 

In  watching  and  pursuing 

Tne  liglit,  tliat  lies 

In  wouien*s  eyes, 

Has  been  my  heart's  undoing. 

Though  wisdofn  of\  has  sought  me, 

A  scorn*d  the  love  she  brought  me. 

My  only  books 

Were  woman's  looks, 

And  lolly 's  all  they  *ve  taught  me. 


Ifflsn. 


Oh !  had  we  never,  never  met. 

Or  could  this  heart  e*en  now  fcrget 

How  Jinked,  how  bless'd  we  might  have  been, 

lUa  Aite  not  frownM  so  dark  between ! 

iroore*f  LttUa  JRooJbL 


Oh !  best  of  delights,  as  it  everywhere  is, 

To  be  near  the  lovM  one, — ^what  a  laptme  is  his, 

Who  in  moonlight  and  music  thus  sweelly  nay 

glide 
O'er  the  lake  of  Caahnere,  with  that  sue  kj  his 

side! 
If  woman  can  make  the  worst  wilderness  dear. 
Think,  think  what  a  heav'n  she  must  make  ef 

Cadimere.  Ifeoiv'f  LdOa  KM. 

Alas  —how  light  a  cause  may  n>ove 

Dissension  between  hearts  that  love ; 

Hearts  that  the  world  in  vain  bad  tried. 

And  sorrow  hot  more  closely  tied ; 

Tint  stood  the  storm,  when  waves  were  roo^h, 

Yet  in  a  sunny  hour  iaU  €iS, 

Like  ships  that  have  gone  down  at  sea. 

When  heaven  was  all  tranquillity. 

Ifeort'a  Lalh  iZsdUL 

Fly  to  the  desert,  fly  with  me. 
Our  Arab  tents  are  rude  for  thee ; 
But  oh !  the  choice  what  heart  can  doubt 
Of  tents  with  love,  or  thrones  without? 

Jfsore'f  LaUa  RM. 

She  loves  —  but  knows  not  whom  she  loves, 
Nor  what  his  race,  nor  whence  he  came; — 
Like  one  who  meets,  in  Indian  groves. 
Some  beauteous  bird  without  a  name. 
Brought  by  the  last  ambrosia]  broeae, 
From  isles  in  th'  undiscover'd  seas, 
To  sliow  his  plumage  for  a  day 
To  wondering  eyes,  and  wing  away ! 

Jlfoore't  LaOa  Rootiu 

rTwas  his  own  voice — she  oould  not  err — 

Throughout  tlie  breathing  world's  extent 

There  was  but  one  such  voice  for  her, 

Sa  kind,  so  sol),  so  eloquent ! 

Oh !  sooner  shall  the  rose  of  May 

Mistake  her  own  sweet  nightingale, 

And  to  some  meaner  minstrel's  lay 

Open  her  bosom's  glowing  veil. 

Than  love  shall  ever  doubt  a  tone, 

A  breath  of  tlio  bebved  one. 

JIToor^'a  LaUa  Rtekk, 

Gh  I  I  would  ask  no  happier  bed. 
Than  the  chill  wave  my  love  lies  under: 
Sweeter  to  rest  together  dead. 
Far  sweeter  than  to  live  asunder. 


There  *8  not  a  look,  a  word  of  thine. 
My  soul  hath  e'er  forgot ; 
Thou  ne'er  hast  bid  a  ringlet  shine. 
Nor  giv'n  thy  locks  one  graceful  twine, 
Which  I  remember  not 
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lb  lee  thee  every  day  that  came, 
And  find  thee  every  day  the  lame, 
In  pleafiire^B  smile  or  sorrow's  tear, 
The  same  beni|rn  consoling  dear ! 
To  meet  thee  early,  leave  thee  late, 
Hu  been  so  long  my  bliss,  my  fate, 
That  now  I  Jfeel  thy  love's  sweet  ray, 
Which  came,  like  sunshine,  every  day, 
And  all  my  pain,  my  sorrow  chas'd. 

Shines  on  a  lone  and  loveless  waste. 

Moore* 

Twas  but  for  a  moment — and  yet  in  that  time 

She  crowded  th'  impressions  of  many  an  hour : 

Her  eye  had  a  glow,  like  the  sun  of  her  climc, 

Which  wak'd  ev'ry  feeling  at  once  into  flower ! 

Moore, 
Nay,  tempt  mc  not  to  love  again, 

lliere  was  a  time  when  love  was  sweet ; 

Dear  Nea !  had  I  known  thee  then. 

Our  sQols  had  not  been  slow  to  meet ! 

Bat,  oh !  this  weary  heart  hath  mn 

So  many  a  time  the  rounds  of  pain. 

Not  e'en  far  thee,  thou  lovely  one  I 

Would  I  endure  such  pangs  again. 

JIf oors. 
Oh !  thou  ahalt  be  all  else  to  me. 

That  heart  can  feel  or  tongue  can  feign ; 

in  praise,  admire,  and  worship  thee, 

But  must  noi,  dare  not,  love  again. 

In  pleasure's  dream  or  sorrow's  hour. 
In  crowded  hall  or  lonely  bower, 
Hie  business  of  my  soul  shall  be. 
For  ever  to  remember  thee ! 

Moore^ 
0  magic  of  love !  nnembellish'd  by  you. 

Has  the  garden  a  blush  or  the  herbage  a  hue  7 
Or  blooms  there  a  prospect  in  nature  or  art, 
like  the  vista  that  shines  through  the  eye  to  the 
heart  7  Moore, 

That  happy  oiinglement  of  hearts, 
Where^  chang'd  as  chemic  compounds  are, 
Each  with  its  own  ezbtence  parts. 
To  find  a  new  one,  happier  far ! 

Jfoore'f  Looet  of  the  Angde, 

Oh  what,  while  I  could  hear  and  see 
Such  words  and  looks,  was  heaven  to  me  7 
lliongh  grooB  the  air  on  earth  I  drew, 
Twas  bleasod,  while  she  breath'd  it  too; 
llioqgh  dark  the  flowers,  though  dim  the  sky, 
Love  knt  tneru  iight,  while  she  was  nigh. 

jtffwre's  Lou$  of  the  AngoU* 
Love  waa  to  his  impassion'd  soul 
Not,  as  with  others,  a  mere  part 
Of  hia  ezistencev  but  the  whole  — 
Hie  very  lifb-hreath  of  his  heart 

Ifosre'f  LoMi  ^  th§  Angek, 
V 


Moore, 


Man,  while  he  loves,  is  never  quite  dcprav'd. 
And  woman's  Triumph,  is  a  lover  0av'd. 

Han.  O,  Lamh. 

Oh !  who  the  exquisite  delight  can  tell. 
The  joy  which  mutual  confidence  imparts. 
Or  who  can  paint  the  charm  unspeakable 
Which  links  in  tender  bands  two  faithful  hearts  7 
In  vain  assail'd  by  fortune's  envious  darts, 
Their  mitigated  woes  are  sweetly  shar'd. 
And  doubled  joy  reluctantly  departs : 
Let  but  the  sympathising  heart  be  spar'd. 
What  sorrow  seems  not  light,  what  peril  is  not 
dar'd?  Mr»,  Tighe'e  Peyehe. 

Oh !  never  may  suspicion's  gloomy  sky 
Chill  the  sweet  glow  of  fondly  trusting  love ! 
Nor  ever  may  he  feel  the  scowling  eye 
Of  dark  distrust  his  confidence  reprove ! 
In  [leasing  error  may  I  rather  rove. 
With  blind  reliance  on  the  hand  so  dear. 
Than  let  cold  prudence  from  my  eyes  remove 
Those  sweet  delusions,  where  no  doubt,  nor  fear. 
Nor  fiiul  disloyalty,  nor  cruel  change  appear. 

Mrs.  Tighe'e  Peyeke. 

Ohf  who  art  tlion  who  dtu^st  of  love  complain  ? 
He  is  a  gentle  spirit  and  injures  none ! 
His  foes  are  ours ;  from  them  tlie  bitter  pain, 
The  keen,  deep  anguish,  the  heart-rending  groan, 
Which  in  his  milder  reign  are  never  known. 
His  tears  are  softer  than  the  April  showers, 
White-handed  innocence  supports  his  throne ; 
His  sighs  are  sweet  as  breath  of  earliest  flowers. 
Affection  guides  his  steps,  and  peace  protects  his 
bowers.  Mrs.  Tighe^$  Peyehe, 

When  pleasure  sparkles  in  the  cup  of  youth, 
And  the  gay  hours  on  downy  wing  advance ; 
Oh !  then,  't  is  sweet  to  hear  the  lip  of  truth 
Breathe  the  soft  vows  of  love,  sweet  to  entrance 
The  raptur'd  soul  by  intermingling  glance 
Of  mutual  bliss;  sweet  amid  roseate  bowers. 
Led  by  the  hand  of  bve,  to  weave  the  dance, 
Or  unmolested  crop  life's  fairy  flowers, 
Or  bask  in  joy's  bright  sun  through  calm  un« 
'clouded  hours.  Jtfrs.  Tighe^e  Poyehe 

When  vez'd  hy  cares  and  harasa'd  by  distresb. 
The  storms  of  fortune  chiU  thy  soul  with  dread. 
Let  love,  consoling  love !  still  sweetly  bless. 
And  his  assuasive  balm  benignly  shed : 
This  downy  plumage  o'er  thy  pillow  spread, 
Shan  lull  thy  weeping  sorrows  to  repose : 
To  love  the  tender  heart  hath  ever  fled, 
As  on  its  mother's  breast  the  infant  throws 
Its  tobbing  ftce,  and  there  in  sleep  xbrgeti  its  woe^ 

Mr9,  TyJke's  Psydbt 
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LOVE. 


Oh  I  most  ador*d !  Oh.  I  most  regretted  love ! 
Oh !  jogrs  that  never  must  agam  be  mine, 
And  thou,  loet  hope,  ftrewell  I  -— Vamly  I  rove, 
For  never  ahall  I  reach  that  land  divine. 
Nor  ever  ahall  thy  beama  celestial  ahine 
Again  upon  my  sad  onheeded  way ! 

Oh  yon,  for  whom  I  write !  whose  hearts  can  melt 
At  the  soft  thrilling  voice  whose  power  you  prove. 
You  know  what  charm,  nnatterably  felt, 
Attends  the  unexpected  voice  of  Love ! 
Above  the  lyre,  the  late*8  soft  notes  above. 
With  sweet  enchantment  to  the  soul  it  steals. 
And  bears  it  to  Elysium^s  happy  grove ; 
You  best  can  tell  the  raptures  Psyche  feels         • 
When  k>ve*s  ambrosial  lip  the  vows  of  Hymen 
seals.  Mn.  Tiglki'*  Ptycke. 

Oh !  have  yon  never  known  the  silent  charm 
That  undisturbM  retirement  yields  the  soul, 
Where  no  intruder  might  your  peace  alarm, 
And  tenderness  have  vvept  without  control. 
While  melting  Ibndness  o'er  the  bosom  stole  7 
Did  fency  never,  in  some  lonely  grove. 
Abridge  the  hours  which  must  in  absence  roll ! 
Those  pensive  pleasures  did  you  never  prove. 
Oh,  you  have  never  lov'd !  You  know  not  what  is 
love !  Jlfrs.  Tighe'$  Piyche. 

Man  may  despoil  his  brother  man  of  all 

That 's  great  or  glittering — ^kingdoms  fidl — Ghosts 

yield  — 
Friends  fail— slaves  fly-- and  all  betray,  and, 

more 
Than  all,  the  most  mdebted — but  a  heart 
That  loves  without  self-bve!    *Tis  here!   now 

prove  it  Bynm's  Sardanapaha. 

Peace !  I  have  sought  it  where  it  should  be  found, 
In  love  —  with  love  too — which  perhaps  descrv'd 

it; 
And,  in  ite  stead,  a  heaviness  of  heart — 
A  weakness  of  the  spirit — listless  days, 
And  nighte  inexorable  to  sweet  sleep, 

Have  come  upon  me. 

Byron'B  Heaven  and  EartJL 

Alas  *  ^hat  else  is  love  but  sorrow  7    Even 

lib  who  made  the  earth  and  love,  had  soon  to  grieve 

Above  ite  first  and  best  inhabitants. 

Byron's  Heaven  and  Earth, 

My  Adah  !  let  me  call  thee  mine. 
Albeit  thou  art  not :  't  is  a  word  I  cannot 
Part  witLi,  although  I  must  from  thee. 

Byron'e  Heaven  and  Earthy 

Let  none  think  to  fly  the  danger, 

Tor  souB  or  late  love  is  his  own  avenger. 

Byron, 


He  who  hath  k>^d  not,  here  vrodd  learn  that  Ims, 
And  make  his  heart  a  spirit;  he  who  knows 
That  tender  mystery,  will  love  the  more. 
For  this  is  lovers  recess,  where  vain  men's  woes 
And  the  world's  waste  hath  driven  him  fki  from 

those. 
For  *t  is  his  nature  to  advance  or  die ; 
He  sUnds  not  still,  but  or  decays  or  growi 
Into  a  boundless  blessing,  which  may  vie 
With  the  immortal  lights,  in  ite  eternity ! 

Byron's  ChUde  HarM, 

Oh  love !  no  habitant  of  earth  thou  art— 
An  unseen  seraph,  we  believe  in  thee, 
A  feith  whose  martyrs  are  the  broken  heart; 
But  never  yet  hath  seen,  nor  e'er  shall  see. 
Hie  naked  eye,  thy  form  as  it  shall  be ; 
The  mind  hath  made  thee,  as  it  peopled  heaveoi 
Even  with  ite  own  desiring  phantasy, 
And  to  a  thought  such  shape  and  image  given, 
As  haunto  the  unquench'd  soul— parch*d — wea- 
ried -^  wrung — and  riven. 

Bynm's  CAOde  BsfsU. 

Oh !  I  envy  those 
Whose  hearte  on  hearts  as  feithfhl  can  repose, 
Who  never  feel  the  void,  the  wandering  thought 
Hiat  sighs  o*er  visions  —  such  as   mine  bath 
wrought  Byron't  Giamr. 

Yes,  love  indeed  is  light  6*001  heaven, 
A  spark  of  that  immortal  fire 
With  angels  shar'd,  by  AUa  given, 
To  lift  firom  earth  our  low  desire. 
Devotion  wafts  the  mind  above. 
But  heaven  itoelf  descends  in  love ; 
A  feeling  from  the  god-head  caught. 
To  wean  from  self  each  sordid  thought; 
A  ray  of  him  who  formM  the  whole : 

A  glory  circling  round  the  soul ! 

Bynm's  GUmB* 

Ijore  win  find  ite  way 

Through  paths  where  wolves  would  fbar  to  prcji 

And  if  it  dares  enough  't  were  hard 

If  passion  met  not  some  reward. 

By/m's  G'mm> 

The  cold  in  clime  are  cold  in  blood. 
Their  love  can  scarce  deserve  the  name: 
But  mine  was  like  the  lava  flood 
That  hoik  in  ^Etna's  breast  of  flame. 

Byfsn's  0^^^- 

To  love  the  softest  hearte  are  prone. 
But  such  can  ne'er  be  all  his  own ; 
Too  timid  in  his  woes  to  share. 
Too  meek  to  meet,  or  brave  despair : 
And  sterner  hearts  alone  can  feel 

The  wound  thdt  time  can  never  heaL 

ByrmCe  Giam* 


Thas  passions  fire  and  woinan*8  art, 
Can  turn  and  tam«  the  sternest  heart ; 
From  these  its  form  and  tone  are  ta*en. 
And  what  they  make  it,  must  remain, 
fiat  break — before  it  bend  again. 

Byrmi'B  Giaour, 
Oan  too  the  gknce  none  saw  beside ; 
Hie  smile  none  else  might  understand ; 
The  whisper'd  thought  of  hearts  allied, 
Tie  pressure  of  the  thrilling  hand. 

Byron, 

Then  there  were  sighs  the  deeper  for  suppression, 
And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft, 
And  burning  blushes,  though  for  no  transgression. 
Trembling,  when  met,  and  restlessness  when  left. 

Byron, 
I  deemM  that  time,  I  deem*d  that  pride 
Had  quenchM  at  length  my  boyish  flame ; 
Nor  knew,  till  seated  by  thy  side, 
My  heart  in  all,  save  hope,  the  same. 

Byron, 

Man's  love  is  of  man's  life  a  thing,  a  part, 
Tis  woman's  whole  eidstence ;  man  may  range 
The  court,  the  camp,  church,  vessel,  and  the  mart. 
Sword,  gown,  gain,  glory,  offer  in  exchange ; 
Pride,  &me,  ambition,  to  fill  up  his  heart; 
And  few  there  are  whom  these  cannot  estrange ; 
Men  have  all  these  resources,  we  but  one  — 
To  kre  again,  and  be  again  undone. 

Byron. 

Alas !  the  We  of  women !  it  is  known 

To  be  a  lovely  and  a  fbarAil  tiling ; 

For  all  of  theirs  upon  that  die  is  thrown. 

And  if  't  is  lost,  life  has  no  more  to  bring 

To  them  but  mockeries  of  the  past  alone. 

Byron, 

tipon  his  hand  she  laid  her  own  — 

Idgfat  was  the  touch,  but  it  thrilPd  to  the  bone, 

And  shot  a  chiUness  to  his  heart. 

Which  fix*d  him  beyond  the  power  to  start 

Byron^i  Siegt  of  Corinth, 
Yes— it  was  love — if  thoughts  of  tenderness. 
Tried  in  temptation,  strengthen^  by  distress, 
Uamov'd  by  absence,  firm  in  every  clime, 
And  yet— oh  more  than  all !  untired  by  time , 
Which  nor  defeated  hope,  nor  baffled  wile, 
^'^oiild  render  sullen  were  she  near  to  smile, 
^  rage  oould  fire,  nor  sickness  fl-et  to  vent 
On  her  one  murmur  of  his  discontent ; 
^Vhich  still  would  meet  with  joy,  with  calmness 

part, 
Ust  that  his  look  of  grief  should  reach  her  heart; 
Which  nought  removed,  nor  menaced  to  remove— 
If  there  be  love  in  mortals — this  was  love ! 

Byron'o  Comnr, 


And  he  was  moum*d  by  one  whose  quiet  grief; 
Less  loud,  outlasts  a  people's  for  their  chie£ 
Vain  was  all  question  ask'd  her  of  the  past, 
And  vain  e'en  menace  —  silent  to  the  last ; 
She  Udd  nor  whence  nor  why  she  lefl  behind 
Her  all  for  one  who  seem'd  but  little  kind. 

Why  did  she  love  him  7  curious  fool  I  be  still 

Is  human  love  the  growth  of  human  will  ? 
To  her  he  might  be  gentleness ;  the  stem 
Have  deeper  thoughts  than  your  dull  eyes  discern^ 
And  when  they  love,  your  smilcrs  guess  not  how 
Beats  the  strong  heart,  though  less  the  lips  avow, 

Byron^M  Lara 

All  the  stars  of  heaven, 
Th»  deep  blue  moon  of  night,  lit  by  an  orb 
Which  looks  a  spirit,  or  a  spirit's  world— 
The  hues  of  twilight — ^the  sun's  gorgeous  coming— 
His  setting  indescribable,  which  fills 
My  eyes  with  pleasant  tears  as  I  behold 
Him  sink,  and  feel  my  heart  float  8of\ly  with  him 
Along  the  western  paradise  of  clouds  — 
The  forest  shade ->  the  green  bough  —  iha  bird's 

voice. 
The  vesjter  bird's — which  seems  to  sing  of  love, 
And  mingles  with  the  song  of  cherubim. 
As  the  day  closes  over  Eden's  walls  — 
All  these  are  nothing,  to  my  eyes  and  heart, 
Like  Adah's  face :  I  turn  from  earth  to  heaven 
To  gaze  on  it 

Byron^B  Cain. 

The  all-absorbing  flame 
Which,  kindled  by  another,  grows  the  same. 
Wrapt  in  one  blaze ;  the  pure,  yet  f\meral  pile. 
Where  gentle  hearts,  like  Bramins,  sit  and  smile. 

Byron, 

With  thee,  all  toils  are  sweet ;  each  clime  hath 

charms; 
Eaiih — sea  alike — our  world  within  our  arms. 

Byron^i  Bride  cf  Ahydoo, 
Holy  and  fervent  love !  had  earth  but  rest 
For  thee  and  thine,  this  world  were  all  too  fair ! 
How  could  we  thence  be  wean'd  to  die  without 

despair  7  Afrs.  Hemana'e  Poena 

They  sin  who  tcU  us  love  can  die : 

With  love  all  other  passions  fly. 

All  others  are  but  vanity ; 

In  heaven  ambition  cannot  dwell. 

Nor  avarice  in  the  vaults  of  hell ; 

Earthly  these  passions  of  the  earth, 

They  perish  where  they  have  their  birth , 

But  Lcve  is  indestructible ; 

Its  holy  tiame  for  ever  bumeth. 

From  heaven  it  came,  to  heaven  rctumcth. 


Afightier  far 
Tliizi  Strang^  of  nerre  or  sinew,  or  the  swaj 
Of  magic  potent  over  eon  and  star, 
Is  lore,  though  ofl  to  agony  distrest. 
And  though  his  &Toiirite  seat  he  feeble  woman's' 
breast.  Word9wortlL 

There  is  a  comfort  in  the  strength  of  love ; 
*T  will  make  a  thing  endurable,  which  else 
Would  overset  the  brain,  or  break  the  heart 

Wordtworth* 

I  love  thee,  and  I  feel 
Tliat  on  the  fi>untain  of  my  heart  a  seal 
Is  set  to  keep  its  waters  pure  and  bright 
For  thee. 

In  many  ways  does  the  fhll  heart  reveal 
The  presence  of  the  love  it  would  conceal 

CdUridgt, 

liove  is  a  superstition  that  doth  fear 
The  idol  which  itself  has  made 

Sir  7%>ma»  Overhtry, 

God  gives  us  love.    Something  to  love 

He  lends  us ;  but  when  love  is  grown 

To  ripeness,  that  on  which  it  throve 

Falls  off,  and  love  is  left  alone. 

TVnnytoiL 

Let  no  one  say  that  there  is  need 

Of  time  for  love  to  grow ; 
Ah  no !  the  bve  that  kills  indeed 

Despatches  at  a  blow. 

Love  is  a  pearl  of  purest  hue, 

But  stormy  waves  are  round  it, 
And  dearly  may  a  woman  rue 

The  hour  that  first  she  fi)und  it 

Jfitt  Lamdon. 
It  is  a  fearful  thing 
To  love  as  I  love  thee ;  to  feel  the  world  — 
The  bright,  the  beautiful,  joy-giving  world  — 
A  blank  without  thee.    Never  more  to  me 
Can  hope,  joy,  fear,  wear  different  seeming.   Now, 
I  have  no  hope  that  does  not  dream  for  thee ; 
I  have  no  joy  that  is  not  shar*d  by  thee ; 
f  have  no  fear  that  does  not  dread  for  thee ; 
All  that  I  once  took  pleasure  in  —  my  lute, 
U  only  sweet  when  it  repeats  thy  name ; 
My  flowers,  I  only  gather  them  for  thee ; 
Tlie  book  drops  listless  down,  I  cannot  read, 
Unless  it  is  to  thee ;  my  lonely  hours 
Are  spent  in  shaping  forth  our  future  lives, 
After  my  own  romantic  fantasies. 
*ie  is  the  star  round  which  my  thoughts  revohro 

Like  satellites. 

Mim  LaniuC$  Pmm$, 


LordHoOamd. 


Love  is  of  heavenly  birth. 
But  turns  to  death  on  touching  earth. 

iirisf 

Love !  tliou  art  not  a  king  alone, 

Both  slave  and  king  thou  art ! 

Who  seeks  to  sway,  muft  stoop  to  own 

Thy  kingdom  of  the  heart 

The  New  Timon. 

To  say  he  lov'd, 
Was  to  affirm  what  oft  his  eye  avouch'd. 
What  many  an  action  testified,  and  yet. 
What  wanted  confirmation  of  his  tongue. 

J.  Sheridan  Knmetes, 

Love  not-— love  not — the  thing  you  lovo  may 
change. 
The  rosy  lips  may  cease  to  smile  on  you ; 
The  kindly  beaming  eye  grow  cdd  and  strange, 
The  heart  still  warmly  beat,  and  not  fi>r  you. 

Mr$,  Norttm. 

Oh !  love,  love  well,  but  only  once !  for  never  shall 

the  dream 
Of  youthful  hope  return  again  on  life's  dark  rolling 

stream.  Mn.  Norlom 

Into  my  heart  a  silent  look 

FlashM  from  thy  careless  eyes. 
And  what  before  was  shadow,  took 

The  light  of  summer  skies. 
The  first-born  love  was  in  that  look ; 

The  Venus  rose  fbom  out  the  deep 

Of  those  inspiring  eyes. 
I  Btdwer^s  Focaw. 

There's  a  k^e  which,  bom 
In  early  dajrs,  lives  on  through  silent  years, 
Nor  ever  shines  but  in  the  hour  of  sorrow. 
When  it  shows  brightest — ^like  the  trembling  light 
Of  a  pale  sunbeam  breaking  o'er  the  face 
Of  the  wild  waters  in  their  hour  of  warfiire. 

France$  Kemile  BuUer — Francis  I 

The  sweetest  joy,  the  wildest  woe  is  love; 

The  taint  of  earth,  the  odour  of  the  skies, 

Is  in  it 

Bailey's  Fetlus 

Ok  I  love  is  like  the  rose. 

And  a  month  it  may  not  see, 

£2re  it  withers  where  it  givws. 

BatZc^f  Fettef 

But  lov'd  he  never  after  7    Came  there  none 

To  roll  the  stone  from  his  sepulchral  heart. 

And  sit  in  it  an  angel  7 

Bsdey't  Festet 

Love  is  a  sorry  slavey 

And  a  sad  master. 

Smmu^BPt 


LOVE. 
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The  Biok  flool, 
That  boma  with  Iove*g  deluBions,  ever  dreanu, 
Oreadini^  its  loasefl.    It  for  ever  makes 
A  gloomy  shadow  grather  in  the  skies. 
And  clouds  the  day;  and,  looking*  far  beyond 
The  glory  in  its  gaze,  it  sadly  sees 
Countless  privations,  and  fkr-coming  stonnB, 
Shrinking  from  what  it  conjures. 

8immt^$  Poem$, 

Hien  crnsh,  e  *en  in  the  hour  of  birth 

The  infant  buds  of  love, 
And  tread  the  growing  fire  to  earth 

Ere  *t  is  dark  in  clouds  above. 
Cherish  no  more  a  cyprcaa  tree 

To  shade  thy  future  years, 
Nor  nurse  a  heurt-flame  that  must  be 

QoenchM  only  with  thy  tears. 

HalUek'$  Poenu. 

Love  has  perish'd :  —  hist,  hist,  how  they  tell, 
Beating  pulse  of  mine,  his  funeral  knell ! 
Love  is  dead  !  ay,  dead  and  gone ! 
Why  should  I  be  living  on  ? 

Afrf .  E,  O.  Srmtk'i  Poena. 

Gi?e  me  to  love  my  fallow,  and  in  love. 
If  with  none  other  grace  to  chaunt  my  strain, 

Sweet  key-note  of  soft  cadences  above. 
Sole  star  of  solace  in  lifers  night  of  pain ; 

Chief  gem  of  Eden,  fracturM  in  the  fall 

That  ruinM  two  fond  hearts  and  tarnished  all ! 

Ralpk  HmfL 

Our  bve  came  as  the  early  dew 

Comes  unto  drooping  flowers ; 
Dropping  its  first  sweet  freshness  on 

Our  life*s  dull,  lonely  hours : 
Ab  each  pale  blossom  lifls  its  head, 
RevivM  with  blessings  nightly  shed. 

By  summer  breeze  and  dew, — 

Oh !  thus  our  spirits  rose  beneath 

Lovers  gentle  dews  and  living  breath. 

To  drink  of  life  anew ! 

Jtfrs.  J?.  S,  NickoU. 

She  had  mark*d 

The  silent  youth,  and  with  a  beauty^s  eye 

Knew  well  she  was  belovM ;  and  though  her  light 

And  bounding  spirit  still  was  wild  and  gay, 

And  sporting  in  tiie  revel,  yet  her  hours 

Of  solitude  were  visited  by  him 

Who  lookM  with  such  deep  passion. 

PercivaL 

Unhappy  he,  who  lets  a  tender  heart, 

Bound  to  him  by  the  ^es  of  earliest  love. 

Fall  from  him  by  his  own  neglect,  and  die, 

Because  it  met  no  kindness. 

PtreivaU 


mm 


Love's  altar  oft  is  kindled  by  the  ray 
That  beams  from  gratitude. 

Afr«.  HoWb  Otmond  Oronenor. 

L(yve*s  reign  is  eternal. 

The  heart  is  his  throne, 

And  he  has  all  seasons 

Of  Mo  for  his  own, 

O,  P.  Morru 

O,  he  *8  accurst  from  all  that 's  f  ood, 
Who  never  knew  Love*s  healing  power ; 
Such  sinner  on  his  sins  must  brood. 
And  wait  alone  his  hour. 
If  stranger  to  earth's  beauty— human  love. 
There  is  no  rest  below,  nor  hope  above. 

Dana 

If  we  love  one  another. 
Nothing,  in  truth,  can  harm  us,  whatever  mi 
chances  may  happen. 

LongfiUoto'i  EvangeUni, 

True  love  is  at  home  on  a  carpet, 

And  mightily  likes  his  ease, — 
And  true  love  has  an  eye  for  a  dinner, 

And  starves  beneath  shady  trees. 
His  wing  is  the  fan  of  a  lady. 

His  foot  *8  an  invisible  thing. 
And  his  arrow  is  tij|^*d  with  a  jewel. 

And  shot  from  a  silver  string. 

WUli$'$  Poemg. 

Love  knoweth  every  form  of  air. 

And  every  shape  of  earth. 
And  comes,  unbidden,  everywhere. 

Like  thought*s  mysterious  birth. 

WiiUs't  Poem 

Love 
Has  lent  life's  wings  a  rosy  hue ; 
But,  ah !  Love's  dyes  were  caught  above ; 
They  brighten  —  but  they  wither  too. 

WiUia'o  Poem. 

Ask  me  not  why  I  should  love  her : 

Look  upon  those  soul^full  eyes ! 
Look  while  mirth  or  feeling  move  her, 

And  sec  tliere  how  sweetly  rise 
Thoughts  gay  and  gentle  fVom  a  breast 
Which  is  of  innocence  the  nest  — 
Which,  though  each  joy  were  fVom  it  flcdi 
By  truth  would  still  be  tenanted ! 

Hqffman'i  Pssnu 

Oh,  early  love,  too  fair  thou  art 
For  earth,  —  too  beautiful  and  pute ; — 

Fast  fade  thy  day-dreams  from  the  heart, 
But  all  thy  waking  woes  endui'e 

Jirnr.  Whitman. 
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Thus  warred  he  kng  time  against  his  will. 
Till  that  through  weaknew  he  was  (brcM  at  last 
To  yield  himself  unto  the  mighty  ill. 
Which  as  a  victor  prond  gan  ransack  fitst 
His  inward  parts,  and  all  his  entrails  wast. 
That  neither  blood  in  ftce,  nor  life  in  heart. 
It  left,  but  both  did  quite  dry  up  and  blast, 
As  piercing  lercn,  which  the  inner  part 
Of  every  thing  consomes,  and  calcineth  by  art. 

Spenser^t  Fairy  i^ueeiL 

She  greatly  gan  enamoured  to  wax. 
And  with  vain  thoughts  her  falsed  iiincy  t«zi 
Her  fickle  heart  conceived  hasty  fire. 
Like  sparks  of  fire  that  fall  in  slender  flex, 
That  shortly  burnt  into  extreme  desire. 
And  ransackM  all  her  veins  with  passion  entire. 

Spetuer'B  Fairy  Queen. 

Sad,  sonr,  and  full  of  fancies  frail 
She  grew,  yet  wist  the  neither  how  nor  why; 
She  wist  not  (silly  maid)  what  she  did  aile, 
Yet  wist  she  was  not  well  at  ease  perdy, 
Yet  thought  it  was  not  love  but  some  melancholy. 

Spenter'e  Fairy  Queen, 

Nor  aught  it  mote  the  noble  maid  avail. 

Nor  slake  the  fiiry  of  her  cruel  flame, 

But  that  she  still  did  waste,  and  still  did  wait. 

That  through  long  languor,  and  heart  burning 

brame. 
She  shortly  like  a  pined  ghost  became. 

Speneer^e  Fairy  Qtuen, 

The  gnawing  envy,  the  heart  fretting  fear, 
The  vain  surmises,  the  distrustfiil  shows. 
The  fklse  reports  that  fiying  talcs  do  bear. 
The  doubts,  the  dangers,  the  delays,  the  woes, 
llie  feigned  friends,  the  unassured  foes. 
With  thousands  more  than  any  tongue  can  tell, 
Do  make  a  lover's  life  a  witch's  helL 

Speneer'e  Hymn  in  honour  of  Looe, 
The  rolling  wheel,  that  runneth  oflen  round. 
The  hardest  steel  in  tract  of  time  doth  tear ; 
And  drizzling  drops,  that  of\cn  do  redound. 
Firmest  flint  doth  in  continuance  wear : 
Yet  cannot  I,  with  many  a  dropping  tear, 
And  long  entreaty,  soften  her  hard  heart. 
That  she  will  once  vouchsafe  my  plaint  to  bear, 
Or  look  with  pity  on  my  painful  smart : 
Rut  when  I  plead,  she  bids  me  play  my  part ; 
And  when  I  weep,  she  says  tears  are  but  water ; 
And  when  I  sigh,  she  says  I  know  the  art ; 
And  when  I  wail,  she  turns  herself  to  laughter ; 
f^  do  I  weep  and  wail,  aad  plead  in  vain. 
While  she  as  steel  and  flint  doth  still  remain. 

Spemer* 


Humbled  with  fear  and  awful  reverenoe, 
Before  the  Pxttstool  of  his  majesty. 
Throw  thyself  down,  with  trembling  innooenea, 
Nor  dare  look  up  with  corruptible  eye 
On  the  dread  face  of  that  great  deity. 
For  fear,  lest  if  he  chance  to  look  on  thee. 
Thou  turn  to  nought,  and  quite  oonfi)unded  be. 

SpetiMtr 

Lovers*  eyes  more  sharply  sighted  be 

Than  other  men's,  and  in  dear  love's  delight 

See  more  than  any  other  eyen  can  see. 

Spmeer 

hopren  and  madmen  have  such  soothing  brains, 
Such  sharp  fantasies,  that  they  apprehend 
More  than  cool  reason  ever  comprehends. 

Shake,  Mideummer  Nighte  Dream 

Such  as  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are ; 

Unstaid  and  skittish  in  all  motions  else, 

Save,  in  the  constant  image  of  the  creature 

That  is  bclov'd. 

Shake.  Tufdfth  Night 

Then,  the  lover; 

Sighing  like  fVimace,  with  a  woeful  ballad 

Made  to  his  mistress'  eye-brow. 

Shake.  Ae  you  like  it. 

If  thou  remember'st  not  the  slightest  iblly 
That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into. 

Thou  hast  not  lov'd. 

Shake.  Ae  you  like  it 

A  lover  may  bestride  the.gossamours 
That  idle  in  the  wanton  summer  air. 
And  yet  not  fall ;  so  light  is  vanity. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUel 

It  is  my  soul,  that  calls  upon  my  name ; 

How  silver-swect  sound  lovers'  tongues  by  night, 

Like  softest  music  to  attending  ears. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

Now  it  is  about  the  very  hour 
That  Silvia,  at  fi-iar  Patrick's  cell,  should  meet  me 
She  will  not  fail ;  far  lovers  break  not  hours, 
Unless  it  be  to  come  before  their  time ; 
So  much  they  spur  their  expedition. 

Shake.  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona 

Why  so  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover  7 

Pr'ythee  why  so  pale? 

Will,  when  looking  well  can't  move  her. 

Looking  ill  prevail? 

Pr'ythee  why  so  pale? 

Quit,  quit,  for  shame !  this  will  not  move. 

This  cannot  take  her; 

If  of  herself  she  will  not  Jove^ 

Nothing  can  make  her:-— 

The  devil  take  her. 

Sir  Jokm  SmMmg. 
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A  lover  is  the  Tery  fi)ol  of  nature. 

Made  sick  by  his  own  wantonness  of  thought. 

His  fever*d  fancy. 

TTumuon'B  Saphonisha, 

Thus  would  he  wile  his  lonely  hours  away 
Disoatisfied,  nor  knowing*  what  he  wanted ; 
Nor  glowing  reverie,  nor  poet's  lay. 
Could  yield  his  spirit  that  for  which  it  panted, 
A  bosom  whereon  he  his  head  might  lay, 
And  hear  the  heart  beat  with  the  love  it  granted. 

Byron, 

Instead  of  poppies,  willows 
Wav*d  o*er  his  couch ;  he  meditated,  fend 
Of  those  sweet  bitter  thoughts  which  banish  sleep, 
And  make  the  worldling  sneer,  the  youngling  weep. 

Byron, 

Ah !  I  remember  well  (and  how  can  I 
But  evermore  remember  well)  when  first 
Our  flame  began,  when  scarce  we  knew  what  was 
The  flame  we  felt ;  when  as  we  sat  and  sigh'd 
And  lookM  upon  each  other,  and  conceiv*d 
Not  what  we  ailM  —  yet  something  we  did  ail ; 
And  yet  were  well,  and  yet  we  were  not  well. 
And  what  was  our  disease  we  oould  not  telL 
Then  would  we  kiss,  then  sigh,  then  look,  and  thus 
In  that  first  garden  of  our  simpleness 
We  spent  our  childhood.     But  when  years  began 
To  reap  the  fruit  of  knowledge,  ah,  how  then 
Would  she  with  graver  looks,  with  sweet  stem 

brow, 
Check  my  presumption  and  my  forwardness ; 
Yet  still  would  give  me  flowers,  still  would  me 

show 
What  she  would  have  me,  yet  not  have  me  know. 

Charles  Lamb. 

And  had  he  not  long  read 
The  heart's  hush'd  secret,  in  the  soft  dark  eye 
Lighted  at  his  approach,  and  on  the  cheek. 
Colouring  all  crimson  at  his  lightest  look  7 

Mi8$  London, 

They  parted  as  all  lovers  part;^ 

She  with  her  wrongM  and  breaking  heart ; 

But  he  rejoicing  to  be  fi*ee. 

Bounds  like  a  captive  from  his  chain. 
And  wilfblly  believing  she 

Hath  found  her  liberty  again; 
Or  if  dark  thoughts  will  cross  his  mind, 
They  are  but  clouds  before  the  wind. 

'  Mioi  London, 

Never  thread  was  spun  so  fine, 
Nerer  spider  stretch'd  the  line. 
Would  not  hold  the  lovers  true 
Thai  would  really  swing  for  you. 

O.  W.  Hdnui. 


Tell  me  not  of  a  soft-sighing  lover ; 

Such  things  may  be  had  by  the  score ; 

IM  rather  be  bride  to  a  rover, 

And  polish  the  rifle  he  bore. 

EUza  Cook 

This  hand  hath  oft  been  held  by  one 

Who  now  is  far  away; 
And  here  I  sit  and  sigh  alone, 

Through  all  the  weary  day. 

BaUey'o  Feoiun 

They  never  lov'd  as  thou  and  I, 

Who  minister'd  the  moral. 
That  aught  which  deepens  love  can  lie 

In  true  love's  lightest  quarrel. 
They  never  knew,  in  times  of  fear, 

The  eafety  ef  Affection^ 
Nor  sought,  when  angry  Fate  drew  neai, 

Love's  Altar  for  protccticm;  — 
They  never  knew  how  kindness  grows 

A  vigil  and  a  care, 

Nor  watch'd  beside  the  heart's  repose 

In  silence  and  in  prayer. 

Btdwer^o  Pteme 

For  weaker  loves  be  storms  enough 

To  frighten  back  Desire; 

We  have  no  need  of  gales  so  rough 

To  fan  our  steadier  fire. 

Bulwer''$  Poeme. 

Our  love  it  ne'er  was  reckon'd,' 

Yet  good  it  is  and  true; 

It's  half  the  world  to  me,  dear. 

It's  all  the  world  to  you! 

Hooa 

Let  US  love  now,  in  this  onr  fiiirest  youth. 
When  love  can  find  a  full  and  fond  return. 

Fercual 


LUST. 


As  pale  and  wan  as  ashes  was  his  look. 
His  body  lean  and  meagre  as  a  rake. 
And  skin  all  wither'd  like  a  dried  rook ; 
Thereto  as  cold  and  dreary  as  a  snake. 
That  seem'd  to  tremble  evermore  and  quake. 

Speneer'B  Fairy  Q^een, 

Lust  is,  of  all  the  firailties  of  our  nature, 
What  most  we  ought  to  foar ;  the  headstrong  beast 
Rushes  along,  impatient  ;;f  the  course ; 
Nor  hears  the  rider's  call,  nor  feels  the  rein. 

Rowe'e  Royal  Convert 

Capricious,  wanton,  bold,  and  brutal  lust. 
Is  meanly  selfish ;  when  resisted,  cruel ; 
And,  like  the  blast  of  pestilential  winds. 
Taints  the  sweet  bloom  of  nature's  fairest  forms. 

MiUon'e  Comuo. 
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But  when  lust. 
By  unchaste  looks,  loose  gestures,  and  fiml  talk, 
But  most  by  lewd  and  lavish  arts  of  sin. 
Lets  in  defilement  to  the  inward  parts. 
The  soul  grows  clotted  by  contagion, 
Imbodies  and  imbrutes,  till  she  quite  lose 
The  divine  property  of  her  first  being. 

Jfttton's  Csmiff . 

I  know  the  very  difference  that  lies 
^Twixt  hallowM  love  and  base  unholy  lust; 
I  know  the  one  is  as  a  golden  spur, 
Urging  the  spirit  to  all  noble  aims ; 
The  other  but  a  Ibal  and  miry  pit, 
O'erthrowing  it  in  midst  of  its  career. 

Fanny  KembU  Butler.  —  Francu  L 


LUXURY. 

There,  in  her  den,  lay  pompous  luxury, 
StrctchM  out  at  length ;  no  vice  could  boast  such 

high 
And  genial  victories  as  she  had  won : 
Of  which  proud  trophies  there  at  large  were  shown, 
liesides  small  states  and  kingdoms  ruined, 
Tiiose  mighty  monarchies,  that  had  overspread 
The  spacious  earth,  and  stretchM  their  conquering 

arms 
From  pole  to  pde,  by  her  ensnaring  charms 
Were  quite  consumM  :  there  lay  imperial  Rome, 
That  vanquished  all  the  world,  by  her  o*eroome : 
FetterM  was  th*  old  Assyrian  lion  there ; 
llie  Grecian  leopard,  and  the  Persian  bear ; 
With  others  numberless,  lamenting  by : 
Examples  of  the  power  of  luxury. 

itfoy's  Henry  11, 

It  is  a  shame,  that  man,  that  has  the  seeds 
Of  virtue  in  him,  springing  unto  glory, 
Should  make  his  soul  degenerous  with  sin. 
And  slave  to  luxury ;  to  drown  his  spirits 
[n  lees  of  sloth ;  to  yield  up  the  weak  day 
To  wine,  to  lost,  and  banquets. 

Marmyon^$  HoBand'e  Leaguer, 

O  luxury !  thou  cursM  by  heaven's  decree. 
How  ill-exchangM  are  things  like  these  for  thee ! 
How  do  thy  potions,  with  insidious  joy, 
DifPise  their  pleasures  only  to  destroy ! 
Kingdoms  by  thee  to  sickly  greatness  grown, 
BosLBt  of  a  florid  vigour  not  their  own : 
At  evVy  draught  more  large  and  large  they  grow, 
A  bloated  mass  of  rank  unwieldy  woe ; 
Till  »appM  their  strength,  and  ev*ry  part  unsound, 
ihiWB  down,  they  sink,  and  spread  a  ruin  round. 

GddemUh's  Deeerted  VUlage. 


Vain  end  of  human  strength,  of  human  skill, 
Conquests,  and  triumph,  and  domain,  and  pomp^ 
And  ease  and  luxury !    O  luxury. 
Bane  of  elated  life,  at  affluent  states. 
What  dreary  change,  what  ruin  is  not  thine? 
How  doth  thy  bowl  intoxicate  the  mind ! 
To  the  soft  entrance  of  thy  rosy  cave 
How  dost  thou  hire  the  fortunate  and  great! 
Dreadf\il  attraction !  while  behind  thee  gapes 
Th*  un&thomable  gulf  where  Asher  lies 
O'erwhelmM,  forgotten ;  and  high  boasting  Cham; 
And    Elam's    haughty    pomp;    and    beauteooi 

Greece  f 
And  the  great  queen  of  earth,  imperial  Rome. 

Dyer*»  Ruine  tf  Romt, 

War  destroys  men,  but  luxury  mankind 
At  once  corrupts ;  the  body  and  the  mind. 

CrowiCt  Caliguk, 

Fell  luxury !  more  perilous  to  youth 

Than  storms  or  quicksands,  poverty  or  chains. 

Hannah  More'e  BeUhazxau 

So&s  't  was  half  a  sin  to  sit  upon. 
So  costly  were  they ;  carpets  every  stitch 
Of  workmanship  so  rare,  they  made  you  wish 
You  could  glide  o*er  them  like  a  golden  fish. 

oyfee» 

I  cannot  spare  the  luxury  of  believing 
That  all  things  beautiful  are  what  they  seem. 


MADNESS. 

If  a  phrenzy  do  possess  the  brain. 
It  so  disturbs  and  blots  the  form  of  thingi^ 
As  fiintasy  proves  altogether  vain. 
And  to  the  wit  no  true  relation  brings. 

Sir  John  Davit. 

This  is  mere  madness ; 

And  thus  awhile  the  fit  will  work  on  him : 

When  that  the  golden  couplets  are  disclosed, 

His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Shake,  HanileL 

Ecstasy! 

My  pulse,  as  yoursf  doth  temperately  keep  time, 

And  make  as  healthflil  music :  It  is  not  madness 

Hiat  I  have  utter'd :  bring  me  to  the  test. 

And  I  the  matter  will  re-word ;  which  madness 

Would  gambol  from. 

Shake,  HamUt 

Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul. 

That  not  your  trespass,  but  my  madness  speaks : 

It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place : 

Whiles  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within, 

Infiicts  unseen. 

Shake.  Hamkt 
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Alas !  how  ia  *t  with  70a  7 
lli&t  yoa  do  bend  your  ejes  on  vacancy. 
And  with  the  incorporeal  air  do  hold  diaooone  T 

Shak$,  HamUt. 

0  what  a  noble  mind  is  here  o'erthrown ! 

The  oourticr^B,  scholar's,  soldier's,  eye,  tongue, 

sword; 
The  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state. 
The  glass  of  fashion,  and  the  mould  of  form. 
The  observed  of  all  observers  !  quite,  quite  down  I 
And  I,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretched, 
lliat  suck*d  the  honey  of  his  music  vows, 
Now  see  that  noble  and  most  sovereign  reiEMon, 
Like  sweet  bells  jangled,  out  of  time  and  harsh* 

Shakt.  Hamlet, 

This  is  the  vexy  coinage  of  your  brain : 

This  bodiless  creation  ecstasy 

Is  very  cunning  in. 

ShaKB,  Hiitiiuet* 

• 

1  am  not  mad  ;  —  I  would  to  heaven  I  were ! 
For  then,  *t  is  like  I  should  forget  myself; 
O,  if  I  coold,  what  grief  should  I  forget ! 

Shak$»  King  John. 

I  am  not  mad ;  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  plague  of  each  calamity. 

Shaks,  King  John. 

Alack,  *t  is  he ;  why,  he  was  met  even  now 
As  mad  as  the  vext  sea ;  singing  aloud, 
CrownM  with  rank  liuniter,  and  furrow  weeds. 
With  burdocks,  hemlock,  nettles,  cuckow  flowers. 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  sustaining  com. 

Shako.  King  Loar, 

How  stiff  is  my  vile  sense. 
That  I  stand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  sorrows !  better  I  were  distract : 
80  should  my  thoughts  be  severed  from  my  griefi, 
And  woes,  by  wrong  imagination,  lose 
The  knowledge  of  themselves. 

Shako.  King  Loar. 
O  princei,  I  conjure  thee,  as  thou  believ'st 
lliere  is  another  comfort  than  tliis  world. 
That  thou  neglect  mo  not,  with  that  opinion 
That  I  am  touched  with  madness. 

Shfiko.  Metufor  Moa. 

lliere  is  a  pleasure  in  being  mad. 
Which  none  but  madmen  know. 

Dryden^o  Spamoh  Friar. 

He  raves,  his  words  are  loose 
As  heaps  of  sand,  and  scattering  wide  ftem  sense : 
So  high  he 's  mounted  on  his  airy  throne. 
That  now  the  wind  has  got  into  his  head. 
And  turns  his  brains  to  phrensy. 

Dryden'o  Spanioh  Friar. 


O  this  poor  brain !  ten  thousand  shapes  of  fury 
Are  whirling  there,  and  reason  is  no  more. 

Fielding^o  Eurydiee. 

His  brain  is  wrecked  ^- 
For  ever  in  the  pauses  of  his  speech 
His  lip  doth  work  with  inward  mutterings 
And  his  fixed  eye  is  riveted  fearfully 
On  something  that  no  other  sight  can  spy. 

Maivrin'o  Bertram. 

She  looked  on  many  a  face  with  vacant  eye, 
On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what ; 
She  saw  them  watch  her  without  asking  why. 
And  reck*d  not  who  around  her  pillow  sate ; 
Not  speechless,  though  she  spoke  not ;  not  a  sigh 
Relieved  her  thoughts,  dull  silence  and  quick  chat 
Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served ;  she  gave 
No  sign,  save  breath,  of  having  lefl  the  grave. 

Byron, 

Every  sense 
Had  been  o'erstrung  by  pangs  intense ; 
And  each  frail  fibre  of  her  brain 
(As  bow-strings,  when  relaxed  by  rain. 
The  ening  arrow  launch  aside) 
Sent  forth  her  thoughts  all  wild  and  wide. 

Byron^o  Parioina. 

This  wretched  brain  gave  way. 

And  I  became  a  wreck,  at  random  driven. 

Without  one  glimpse  of  reason  or  of  heaven. 

Moore'o  LaOa  Roolk 

Gentle  as  angel's  ministry 

Tlie  guiding  hand  of  love  should  be. 

Which  seeks  again  those  chords  to  bind 

Which  human  woe  hath  rent  apart-— 
To  heal  again  the  wounded  mind. 

And  bind  anew  the  broken  heart 
The  hand  which  tunes  to  harmony 
The  cunning  harp  whose  strings  are  riven. 
Must  move  as  light  and  quietly 
As  that  meek  breath  of  summer  heaven. 
Which  woke  of  old  its  melody ;  — 
And  kindness  to  the  dim  of  soul, 
Whilst  aught  of  rude  and  stem  control 

The  clouded  heart  can  deeply  feel, 

Is  welcome  as  the  odours  fiuined 

From  some  unseen  and  floweiy  land, 

Around  the  weary  seaman's  keeL 

J.O.  W»ttM» 


MAN. 


His  life  WM  gentle ;  and  the  elements 
So  mixM  in  him,  that  nature  might  stand  op. 
And  say  to  all  the  world, —  Thio  io  a  man! 

Shako.  JuUuo  C 
28* 
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8ce,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  hie  brow : 
IIjperion*8  curls ;  the  front  of  Jove  himself; 
An  eye  like  Man,  to  threaten  and  command ; 
A  station,  like  the  herald  Mercury, 
New-lighted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill ; 
A  combination,  and  a  form,  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal, 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man. 

Sh4ik$,  Handd. 
He  was  a  man,  take  him  fi>r  all  in  all, 

I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again.  - 

Shak9.  HamUL 

If  yon  were  men,  as  men  yon  are  in  show, 

Tou  would  not  use  a  gentle  lady  so. 

Shakt,  Midnanmer  Nights  Dream, 

Ho  bears  him  like  a  portly  gentleman ; 
And,  to  say  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him, 
To  be  a  virtuous  and  well-govem*d  youth. 

Shdkt.  Romeo  and  Juliet. 

He  was  not  bom  to  shame : 
Upon  his  brow  shame  is  asham*d  to  sit; 
For  *t  is  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  crown*d 
Sole  monarch  of  the  universal  earth. 

Shaio,  Romeo  and  Juliet, 

There  *s  no  trust, 
No  faith,  no  honesty  in  men ;  aD  pcrjur'd, 
All  fi>rsworn,  all  naught,  aD  dissemblers. 

Shako,  Romeo  and  Juliet. 
He  was  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  stomach,  ever  ranking 
Himself  with  princes ;  one,  that  by  suggestion 
Ty*d  all  the  kingdom ;  simony  was  fair  play ; 
His  own  opinion  was  his  law.    I*  th*  presence 
He  would  say  untruUis ;  and  be  ever  double, 
Both  in  his  words  and  meaning :  He  was  never, 
But  where  ho  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful : 
His  promises  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty ; 
But  his  performance,  as  he  is  now,  nothing. 

Shako.  Henry  VIIL 
This  cardinal, 
Tliough  from  an  humble  stock,  undoubtedly 
Was  fashionM  to  much  honour.     From  his  cradle 
He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one ; 
Kxceeding  wise,  fair  spoken,  and  persuading : 
Lofly,  and  sour,  to  them  that  lov*d  him  not ; 
But,  to  those  men  that  sought  him,  sweet  as 
summer.  Shako,  Henry  VIIL 

His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world : 

He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident. 

Or  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.    His  heart's 

ms  mouth : 

What  his  breast  forges,  that  his  tongue  must  vent ; 

And«  being  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 

He  hesro  the  name  of  death. 

Shako,  CortoZomw. 


Bat  we  an  are  muA, 
In  oar  own  natures  frail ;  and  oap^bie 
Of  oar  flesh,  few  are  angels. 

Shako,  Hrtfy  VIJl 

His  years  bnt  yoong,  but  his  experience  old ; 
His  head  unmellow*d,  but  his  judgment  rips 
And,  in  a  word,  (for  far  behind  his  worth 
Come  all  the  praises  that  I  now  bestow,) 
He  is  complete  in  feature,  and  in  mind. 
With  all  good  grace  to  grace  a  gentleman. 

Shako.  Two  Gentlemen  0/  Verooo, 

A  sweeter  and  a  lovelier  gentleman, 
Fram*d  in  the  prodigality  of  nature. 
Young,  valiant,  wise,  and,  no  doubt  right  royal; 
The  spacious  world  cannot  again  afir^d. 

Shako.  Richard  UL 

By  his  light. 
Did  an  the  chivalry  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  acts :'  he  was,  indeed,  the  glass 
Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  dress  themselves. 

Shako.  Henry  IV.    PartlL 

In  speech,  in  gait, 
In  diet,  in  affections  of  delight, 
In  military  rules,  humours  of  blood. 
He  was  the  mark  and  glass,  copy,  and  book, 
That  &shionM  others. 

Shako.  Henry  IV.    Port  IL 

,  Jfo  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 

Open  as  day,  for  melting  charity : 

Yet,  notwithstanding,  being  incensed,  he's  flint; 

As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  sudden 

As  flaws  congealed  in  the  spring  of  day. 

Shako.  Henry  IV.    FartH 

By  my  hopes, 
(This  present  enterprise  set  off*  his  head,) 
I  do  not  think  a  braver  gentleman, 
More  active-valiant,  or  more  valiant-youngi 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  b  now  alive. 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  nobler  deeds. 

Shdko.  Henry  IV.    PartL 

However  we  may  praise  ourselves, 

Our  fimcies  are  more  giddy  and  infirm. 

More  longing,  wavering,  sooner  lost  and  won, 

Than  women*s  are. 

Shako.  Twdfth  Ni^ 

Man  is  a  vagabond  both  poor  and  proud. 

He  treads  on  beasts  who  give  him  cklhes  tod 

food; 
But  the  gods  catch  him  wheresoe'er  h«  lork^ 
Whip  him,  and  set  him  to  aU  painfol  works: 
And  yet  he  brags  he  shatt  be  crownM  when  dead. 

Were  ever  princes  in  a  BrideweU  bred  7 

Crmm, 
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For  some  phikMophen  of  late  here. 
Write,  men  luive  four  legs  hy  natare, 
And  that  *t  is  costom  makes  them  go 
Erroneoosly  upon  but  iMO.      j,,^,  jj^^^^j^ 

Man  was  mark*d 
A  friend  in  his  creation  to  himself^ 
And  may  with  fit  ambition  conceive 
The  greatest  blessings,  and  the  brightest  honours 
Appointed  for  him,  if  he  can  achieve  them 
The  riglit  and  noble  way. 

Ifoistf^er's  (?tiardtan. 

Man  is  supreme  lord  and  master 
Of  his  own  ruin  and  disaster ; 
Controls  his  fate,  but  nothing  less 
In  ordVi ng  his  own  happiness: 
For  all  his  care  and  providence 
Is  too,  too  feeble  a  defence 
To  render  it  secure  and  certain 
Against  the  injuries  of  fortune; 
And  oft,  in  spite  of  all  hu  wit. 
Is  lost  with  one  unlucky  hit, 
And  ruin*d  with  a  circumstance, 
And  mere  punctilio  of  chance. 

jHosttnger's  ChtardkoL 

Bm  &ir  large  front,  and  eye  sublime,  declared 
Absolute  rule,  and  hyacinthine  locks 
Bound  from  his  parted  forelock  manly  hung 
Qostering,  but  not  beneath  his  shoulders  broad. 

Jlfiiton*«  Paradist  LoM, 

Man  hath  his  daily  work  of  body  or  mind 
Appointed,  which  declares  his  dignity, 
And  the  regard  of  heav'n  on  all  his  ways ; 
While  other  animals  unactive  range. 
And  of  their  doings  God  takes  no  account 

MUton^B  Paradiie  LotL 

In.  the  sweat  of  thy  &ce  shalt  thou  eat  bread. 
Tin  thoa  return  unto  the  ground ;  for  thou 
Out  of  the  ground  wast  taken,  know  thy  birth. 
For  dust  thou  art,  and  shalt  to  dust  return. 

MUlon'i  ParadiM  Lett. 

Eternal  deities. 
Who  rule  the  worid  with  absolute  decrees, 
And  write  whatever  time  shall  bring  to  pass, 
With  pens  of  adamant,  on  plates  of  brass ; 
Why  is  the  race  of  human  kind  your  care, 
Beyond  what  all  his  feUow-creatures  are  7 
He  with  the  rest  is  liable  to  pain. 
And  like  the  sheep,  his  brother  beast,  is  slain. 
Cold,  hunger,  prisons,  iUs  without  a  cure, 
AU  these  he  must,  and  guiltless  oC  endure ; 
Or  does  your  justice,  power,  or  prescience  fail, 
When  the  good  suffer,  or  the  bad  prevail  7 
What  worse  to  wretched  virtue  could  beftH, 
If  &te  or  giddy  fbrtona  govemM  all? 


Nay,  worse  than  other  beasts  is  our  estate : 
lliem,  to  pursue  theb  pleasures,  you  create ; 
We,  bound  by  harder  laws,  must  curb  our  will. 
And  your  commands,  not  our  desires,  fulfil ; 
Then,  when  the  creature  is  unjustly  slain. 
Yet  afler  death  at  least  he  feels  no  pain ; 
But  man,  in  life  surcharged  with  woe  before. 
Not  freed  when  dead,  is  doom'd  to  suffer  more. 

Dryden*»  Palamxm  and  AreiU, 

Men  are  but  children  of  a  larger  growth ; 
Our  appetites  are  apt  to  change  as  theirs. 
And  full  as  craving  too,  and  full  as  vain. 

Dryden^B  AUfor  Loce» 

Man  u  but  man,  inconstant  still,  and  various ! 
There  *s  no  to-morrow  in  him  like  to-day  \ 
Perhaps  the  atoms  rolling  in  his  brain. 
Make  him  think  honestly  the  present  hour ; 
The  next  a  swarm  of  base  ungrateful  thoughts 
May  mount  aloft. 

Dryden. 

O  inconstant  man ! 
How  will  you  promise !  how  will  you  deceive ! 

Otway*$  Venice  Preeerved* 

Trust  not  a  man :  we  are  by  nature  false. 
Dissembling,  subtle,  cruel,  and  inconstant ; 
When  a  man  talks  of  love,  with  caution  hear  him. 
But  if  he  swears,  he  '11  certainly  deceive  thee. 

OtvDay*$  Orphan, 

Men  are  ;iot  still  the  same ;  our  appetites 
Are  various,  and  inconstant  as  the  moon, 
That  never  shines  with  the  same  fiice  again : 
*T  is  nature's  curse  never  to  be  resolv'd, 
Busy  to-day  in  the  pursuit  of  what  ^ 

To-morrow's  eldest  judgment  may  despise. 

Sauthern'i  DigappoitUmeid 

Drive  me,  O  drive  me  fiiom  that  traitor,  man  I 
So  I  might  'scape  that  monster,  let  me  dwell 
In  lions'  haunts,  or  in  some  tiger's  den : 
Place  me  on  some  steep,  craggy,  ruin'd  rock. 
That  bellies  out,  just  dropping  in  the  ocean : 
Bury  me  in  the  hollow  of  its  womb : 
Where,  starving  on  my  cold  and  flinty  bed, 
I  may  from  far,  with  giddy  apprehension, 
See  infinite  fathoms  dovm  the  rumbling  deep; 
Yet  not  e'en  there,  in  that  vast  whirl  of  death. 
Can  there  be  found  so  terrible  a  ruin 
As  man !  false  man !  smiling,  destructive  man 

Le0 
Cease,  man  of  woman  bom,  to  hope  rehcf 
From  daily  trouble  and  continued  grief; 
The  hope  of  joy  deliver  to  the  wind. 
Suppress  thy  passions,  and  prepare  thy  mind 
Free  and  fiimiliar  with  misfortune  grow. 
Be  os'd  to  sorrow,  tad  inur'd  to  woe  * 
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By  weakening  toU  an  hoaiy  age  overcome. 
See  thy  decrcane,  and  hasten  to  the  tomb. 

Prior'9  SeUman, 

But  do  these  worlds  display  their  beams,  or  guide 

Tlicir  orbs,  to  serve  tiiy  use,  to  please  thy  pride  7 

Thyself  bdt  dust,  thy  stature  but  a  span, 

A  moment  thy  duration,  foolish  man ! 

As  well  may  the  minutest  emmet  say, 

7*hat  Caucasus  was  raisM  to  paw  his  way ; 

The  snail,  that  Lebanon^s  extended  wood 

Was  destined  only  for  his  walk  and  food ; 

The  vilest  cockle,  gaping  on  the  coast 

That  rounds  the  amj^e  seas,  as  well  may  boast 

The  craggy  rock  projects  above  the  sky, 

That  he  in  safety  at  its  foot  may  lie ; 

And  the  whole  occan^s  confluent  waters  swell. 

Only  to  quench  his  thirst,  and  blanch  his  shell 

Prior'9  SotomaiL 

CondemnM  to  sacrifice  his  childish  years 
To  babbling  ignorance,  and  empty  fears ; 
To  pass  the  riper  period  of  his  ago. 
Acting  his  part  upon  a  crowded  stage ; 
To  lasting  toils  expoB*d,  and  endless  cares. 
To  open  dangers,  and  to  secret  snares ; 
To  malice,  which  the  vengeful  fee  intends. 
And  the  more  dangerous  love  of  seeming  friends. 

Prior'9  Soloman, 

Brutes  find  out  where  their  talents  lie; 
A  bear  will  not  attempt  to  fly; 
A  fbunder'd  horse  will  ofl  debate, 
Before  he  tries  a  fiv&.barr'd  gate; 
A  dog  by  instinct  turns  aside 
Who  sees  the  ditch  loo  deep  and  wide; 
But  man  we  find  the  only  creature 
Who,  led  by  folly,  combats  nature; 
Who,  when  she  loudly  cries  —  forbear, 
With  obstinacy  fixes  there; 
And,  where  his  genius  least  inclines, 
Absurdly  bends  his  whole  designs. 

Stoifi  an  Poetry, 

As  Rochcfbucault  his  maxims  drew 
From  nature,  I  believe  them  true; 
They  argue  no  corrupted  mind 
In  him:  the  fliult  is  in  mankind. 

Vain  human  xmdl  fantastic  race. 

'J'hy  various  fi)lUes  who  can  trace? 

Self-love,  ambition,  envy,  pnde, 

T^irir  empire  in  our  hearts  divide. 

StmfL 

This  vast  and  solid  earth,  that  blazing  sun. 
Those  skies,  thro*  which  it  rolls,  must  all  have  end. 
\IMiaf  tnen  is  man  7  the  smallest  part  of  nothing. 


Fond  man !  the  vision  of  a  moment  made ! 
Dream  of  a  dream !  and  riiadow  of  a  shade! 

Yottng*o  Parapkmee  tfjtk 

Father  of  mercies !  why  from  silent  earth 
Did*st  thou  awake,  and  curse  me  into  birth? 
Tear  me  from  quiet,  ravish  mo  from  night. 
And  make  a  thankless  present  of  thy  light? 
Push  into  being  a  reverse  of  thee. 
And  animate  a  clod  with  misery  7 

Young^i  Last  Day, 

O  what  a  mirade  to  man  u  man, 
Triumphantly  distressM !  what  joy  I  what  dread! 
Alternately  transported,  and  alarm*d ! 
What  can  preserve  my  life !  or  what  destroy! 
An  angePs  arm  can*t  snatch  me  firom  the  grave; 
Legions  of  angels  can't  confine  me  there. 

Young'i  Night  Tkou^ 

How  poor,  how  rich,  how  abject,  how  august. 

How  complicate,  how  wonderful  is  man ! 

How  passing  wonder  He,  who  made  him  such! 

Who  centred  in  our  make  such  strange  extiemei. 

From  dificrent  natures  marvellously  mixt, 

Connexion  exquisite  of  distant  worlds ! 

Distingttisht  link  in  being*s  endless  chain ! 

Midway  fh>m  nothing  to  the  Deity ! 

A  beam  ethereal,  sullyM,  and  abaorpt! 

Tho*  sully*d,  and  dishonourM,  still  divine! 

Dim  miniature  of  greatness  absolute ! 

An  heir  of  glony  I  a  frail  child  of  dust ! 

Helpless  immortal !  insect  infinite ! 

A  worm!  a  god! 

Toung'9  Night  T^Mffid 

All  promise  is  poor  dilatory  man. 
And  that  thro'  ev'iy  stage :  when  young  mdeed, 
In  full  content,  we,  sometimes,  nobly  rest, 
Unanxious  for  ourselves ;  and  only  wbh, 
As  duteous  sons,  our  fttliers  were  more  wise. 
At  thirty  man  suspects  himself  a  fool ; 
Knows  it  at  forty,  and  reforms  his  plan ; 
At  fifty  chides  his  infamous  delay, 
Pushes  his  prudent  purpose  to  resolve ; 
In  all  the  magnanimity  of  thought 
Resohres;  and  re-resolves;  then  dies  the  sams. 

Young'9  Night  Tkau^ 

HeavVs  sov*reign  saves  all  beings,  but  himself, 
That  hideous  sight, — a  naked  human  heart 

Young*9  Night  Tkmgkt, 

Man,  know  thyself.    All  wisdom  centres  there: 
To  none  man  seems  ignoble,  but  to  man. 

ywis^'f  Night  Tkougitt- 

•Tis  vain  to  seek  in  men  for  more  than  man. 
Though  proud  in  promise,  big  in  previous  lhougfa!» 
£IxpiBrience  damps  our  triumph. 

Young'i  Night  Though 


We  wisely  strip  tha  steed  we  mean  to  buy : 
Judge  wc,  in  their  caparisons,  of  men  7 

Young'i  Nighi  Thoughts. 
Let  business  vex  him,  avarice  blind. 
Let  doubt  and  knowledge  rack  mankind. 
Let  error  act,  opinion  speak. 
And  want  afflict,  and  sickness  break, 
And  ang^r  born,  dejection  chill, 
And  joy  distract,  and  sorrow  kill. 
Till,  armM  by  care,  and  taught  to  mow, 
Time  draws  the  long  destructive  blow. 

PameWt  AUegtny  on  Man, 
Mankind  one  day  serene  and  free  appear ; 
The  next,  they  *rc  cloudy,  sullen  and  severe ; 
New  passions,  new  opinions  still  excite ; 
And  what  they  like  at  noon,  they  leave  at  night 
Hiey  gain  witii  labour  what  they  quit  with  ease ; 
And  health,  for  want  of  change,  becomes  disease : 
Religion's  bright  authority  they  dare, 
And  yet  are  slaves  to  superstitious  fear. 
They  counsel  others,  but  themselves  deceive, 
And  though  they  *re  cozenM  still,  they  still  believe. 
So  fiilse  their  censure,  fickle  their  esteem, 
Hiis  hour  they  worship,  and  the  next  blaspheme. 

Oarth, 
Not  always  actions  show  the  man ;  we  find 
Who  does  a  kindness,  is  not  tlierefore  kind ; 
Perhaps  prosperity  bccalmM  his  breast. 
Perhaps  the  wind  just  shifted  from  the  east : 
Not  therefore  humble  he  who  seeks  retreat. 
Pride  guides  his  steps,  and  bids  him  shun  the 

great: 
Who  combats  bravely  is  not  there£>re  brave. 
He  dreads  a  death-bed  like  the  meanest  slave ; 
Who  reasons  wisely  is  not  therefore  wise. 
His  pride  in  reasoning,  not  in  acting,  lies. 

Pope*f  Moral  E$atty§, 
In  vain  the  sage  with  retrospective  eye, 
Would  from  th'  apparent  "•  what,"  conclude  the 

"  why," 
Infer  the  motive  from  the  deed,  and  show, 
Tliat  which  we  chancM,  was  what  we  meant  to  do. 
Behold  if  fortune  or  a  mistress  frowns. 
Some  plunge  in  business,  otlicrs  shave  their  crowns; 
To  ease  the  soul  of  one  oppressive  weight. 
This  quits  an  empire,  that  embroils  a  state : 
The  same  aduitt  complexion  has  impellM 
Charles  to  the  convent,  Philip  to  the  field. 

Pope's  Moral  Eooays, 
See  the  same  man  in  vigour,  in  the  gout; 
Alone,  in  company ;  in  place,  or  out; 
Early  at  business,  and  at  hazard  late ; 
MmA.  at  a  fbx-cbase,  wise  in  a  debate ; 
Dnmk  at  a  borough)  civil  at  a  ball ; 
ftiendly  at  Hackney,  ftithless  at  Whitehall 

Pcps'f  Jforai  EsmnfS, 


Manners  vrith  fortunes,  humours  turn  with  climeit 
Tenets  with  books,  and  principles  with  times. 

Pop€*B  Moral  EnatfS 
What  crops  of  wit  and  honesty  appear 
From  spleen,  £rom  obstinacy,  hate,  or  fear ! 
See  anger,  zeal,  and  fortitude  supply ; 
£v*n  avarice,  prudence ;  sloth,  philosophy ; 
Lust,  through  some  certain  strainers  well  rcfin'd, 
Is  gentle  love,  and  charms  aU  womankind ; 
Envy,  to  which  the  ignoble  mind  *s  a  slave, 
Is  emulation  in  the  learn*d  or  brave ; 
Nor  virtue,  male  or  female,  can  we  name. 
But  what  will  grow  on  pride  or  grow  on  shame. 
This  nature  gives  us  (let  it  check  our  pride,) 
The  virtue  nearest  to  our  vice  allyM ; 
Reaison  the  bias  turns  to  good  from  ill. 
And  Nero  reigns  a  Titus  if  he  will. 
The  fiery  soul  abhorrM  in  Catiline, 
In  Dccius  charms,  in  Curtius  is  divine : 
The  same  ambition  can  destroy  or  save. 
And  make  a  patriot  as  it  makes  a  knave. 

Pope's  Essay  on  Man, 

Know  nature's  children  all  divide  her  care ; 
The  fur  tiiat  warms  a  monarch,  warmM  a  bear. 
While  man  exclaims,  **  see  all  things  for  my  use !" 
**  See  man  for  mine  !**  replies  a  pamperM  goose : 
And  just  as  short  of  reason  he  must  fall. 
Who  thinks  all  made  for  one,  not  one  for  all. 

Pqpe*f  Essay  on  Man, 

Man  cares  for  all :  to  birds  he  gives  his  woods, 
To  beasts  his  pastures,  and  to  fish  his  floods: 
For  some,  his  interest  prompts  him  to  provide. 
For  some  his  pleasure,  yet  for  more  his  pride : 
All  feed  on  one  vain  patron,  and  enjoy 
Th*  extensive  blessing  of  his  luxury. 
That  very  life  his  learned  hunger  craves. 
He  saves  firom  famine,  from  the  savage  saves ; 
Nay,  feasts  the  animal  he  dooms  his  feast. 
And,  till  he  ends  the  being,  makes  it  blest : 
Which  sees  no  more  the  stroke,  or  feels  the  pain. 
Than  favonrM  man  by  touch  ethereal  slain. 
The  creature  had  his  feast  of  life  before ; 
Thou  too  must  perish  when  thy  feast  is  o*er ! 

Pope's  Essay  on  Man 

See  him  from  nature  rising  slow  to  art ! 
To  copy  instinct  there  was  reason's  part : 
Thus  then  to  man  the  voice  of  nature  spake  -— 
Go,  fitim  the  creatures  thy  instructions  take ; 
Learn  from  the  birds  what  food  the  thickets  yid^ 
Learn  from  the  beasts  the  physics  of  the  field. 
Thy  arts  of  building  from  the  bee  receive ; 
Learn  of  the  mole  to  plough,  the  worm  to  weav« . 
Learn  of  the  little  Nautilus  to  sail. 
Spread  the  thin  ^U,  and  catch  the  driving  gale. 

Pope's  Essay  on  Mm% 


Behold  the  child  by  nataro*8  kindlj  Uw 
PleasM  with  a  rattle,  tickled  with  a  straw ; 
Some  livelier  plaything  giYea  his  youth  delight, 
A  little  louder,  but  as  empty  quite ; 
Scarfs,  gartcrt,  gold,  amuao  his  riper  itage ; 
And  beads  and  pray'r-books  are  the  toys  of  age ; 
Pleas'd  with  thi$  bauble  still,  as  that  before; 
Till  tirM  he  sleeps,  and  life's  poor  play  is  o*er. 

Pope't  Eitay  on  Man. 

When  the  proud  steed  shall  know  why  man 

restrains 
His  fiery  course,  or  drives  him  o*er  the  plains ; 
When  the  dull  ox,  why  now  he  breaks  the  clod. 
Is  now  a  victim,  and  now  Egypt's  god ; 
Hien  shall  man's  pride  and  duUness  comprehend 
His  actions,  passions,  being's  use  and  end ; 
Why  doing*  suflfring,  check'd,  impell'd ;  and  why 
This  hour  a  slave,  the  next  a  deity. 

Pope'»  E$9ay  on  Man. 

Know  then  thysclfj  presume  not  God  to  scan : 
The  proper  study  of  mankind  is  man. 
Plac'd  on  this  isthmus  of  a  middle  state, 
A  being  darkly  wise  and  rudely  great. 
With  too  much  knowledge  for  the  sceptic's  side. 
With  too  much  weakness  for  the  stoic's  pride. 
He  hangs  between,  in  doubt  to  act  or  rest ; 
In  doubt  to  deem  himself  a  god  or  beast 

Pope*s  E9$ay  on  Man. 

Superior  beings  when  of  late  they  saw 
A  mortal  man  unfold  all  nature's  law, 
Admir'd  such  wisdom  in  an  earthly  shape, 
And  show'd  a  Newton  as  we  show  an  ape. 

Pope*9  E$my  on  Man. 

A  man  so  various  that  he  seem'd  to  be 
Not  one,  but  all  mankind's  epitome ; 
Stiff  in  opinion,  tilwnyn  in  the  wrong, 
Was  every  thing  by  starts,  and  nothing  .ong. 
But  m  the  course  of  one  revolving  moon. 
Was  chymist,  fiddler,  statesman  and  buffoon. 
Then  all  for  women,  painting,  rhyming,  drinking, 
Besides  ten  thousand  freaks,  that  died  in  thinking ; 
Blcss'd  madman,  who  could  every  hoar  employ 
In  something  new  to  wish,  or  to  enjoy ! 
In  squand'ring  wealth  was  his  peculiar  art. 
Nothing  went  unrewarded  but  desert     o^^  |^ 

Wliat  is  the  mind  of  man  7    A  restless  scene 
Of  vanity  and  weakness ;  shifting  still. 
As  shift  tlie  lights  of  our  uncertain  knowledge ; 
Or  as  the  various  gale  of  passion  breathes. 

Tkommm''9  CorittanaM, 
Thus  they  rejoice,  nor  think 
I  hat  <vith  to-morrow's  sun,  their  annual  toil 
lle«n*s  agam  the  never-ceasing  round. 

ThomoaiC*  Staoom,  \ 


Man,  who  madly  deems  himself  the  hrd 
Of  all,  is  nought  but  weakness  and  dependence. 
TluB  sacred  truth,  by  sour  experience  taught, 
Thou  must  have  learnt,  when,  wandering  all  alone, 
Each  bird,  each  insect,  flitting  thro*  the  sky, 
Was  more  sufficient  for  itself  than  thou. 

Thonum^i  Conolarm* 

Allure  the  people; 
IVain  them  by  every  art :  poise  every  temper : 
Avarice  will  sell  his  soul :  buy  that  and  mould  it 
Weakness  will  be  deluded ;  these  grow  eloquent. 
Is  there  a  tottering  faith  7  grapple  it  fast 
By  flatt'ry :  and  profusely  deal  thy  fiivoun. 
Threaten  the  guilty.    Entertain  the  gay. 
Frighten  the  rich.    Find  wishes  for  the  wanton: 
And  reverence  fcr  the  godly; — let  none  'scape 
thee.  HUTb  Menpe. 

Men  are  machines,  with  all  their  boasted  freedom, 
Their  movements  turn  upon  some  favourite  pasiim; 
Let  art  but  find  the  foible  out, 
We  touch  the  spring,  and  wind  them  at  oar 
pleasure.  Broofce's  Giutamu  Vata 

Hie  way  to  conquer  men  is  by  their  passions ; 
Oatch  but  the  ruling  foible  of  their  hearts, 
And  all  their  boasted  virtues  shrink  before  yoo. 

Tolson'f  Eari  tf  Warwick 

Man's  foeble  race  what  ills  avrait. 
Labour  and  penury,  the  racks  of  pain, 
Disease  and  sorrow's  sweeping  train. 
And  death,  sad  refuge  from  the  storms  of  fkte. 

(?niy'«  Pngrett  qfPoetf. 

How  vain  the  ardour  of  the  crowd. 

How  low,  how  little  are  the  proud. 

How  indigent  the  great ! 

&fvy'«  iSjpriiy. 

How  fow  are  found  with  real  talents  Ueas'd, 
Fewer  with  nature's  gifts  contented  rest 
Man  from  his  sphere  eccentric  starts  astray. 
All  hunt  for  fome  {  but  most  mistake  the  way. 

ChunkiWt  Rotdal 

Then  what  is  man  7  and  what  man  seeing  this, 
And  having  human  feelings,  does  not  blusli 
And  hang  bis  head,  to  think  himself  a  roan. 

Cowper*i  TaA. 

I  remember  as  her  bier 

Went  to  the  grave,  a  lark  sprung  up  alofi, 

And  soar'd  amid  the  sunshine  calling 

So  full  of  joy,  that  to  the  mourner's  ear. 

More  moumfolly  than  dirgo  or  passing  beD, 

His  joyful  carol  came,  and  mode  us  foel 

That  of  the  multitude  of  beings,  none 

But  man  was  wretched ! 

SmUhey'tJ^gntfAxt, 
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The  minion  flit  as  g9j^ 
Am  if  created  only  like  the  fly 
That  spreads  his  motley  wings  in  fh'  eye  of  noon. 
To  sport  their  seasoOf  and  be  seen  no  more. 

Cowptr"*  TaA, 
Ah,  why,  all  righteous  father,  didst  then  make 
Thb  creature,  man  7  why  wake  the  miconscions 

dust 
To  life  and  wretchedness  7  O  better  far 
Still  had  he  slept  in  uncreated  night, 
If  this  be  the  lot  of  being !  Was  it  for  this 
lliy  breath  divine  kindled  within  his  breast 
The  vital  flame  7  For  this  was  thy  fkir  image 
Stampt  on  his  soul  in  godlike  lineaments  7 
For  this  dominion  given  him  absolute 
0*er  all  thy  works,  only  that  he  might  reign 
Sapreme  in  woe. 

Afflietion  one  day  as  she  hark*d  to  the  roar 

Of  a  stormy  and  struggling  billow, 

Drew  a  beantiffal  form  on  the  sand  of  the  shore 

With  the  branch  of  a  weeping  willow. 

Jupiter,  struck  with  the  noble  plan. 

As  he  roam*d  on  the  verge  of  the  ocean. 

Breathed  on  the  figure,  and  calling  it  man, 

Endued  it  with  life  and  with  motion. 

A  creature  so  glorious  in  mind  and  in  frame. 

So  stampt  with  each  parentis  impression. 

Between  them  a  point  of  contention  became, 

Each  claiming  the  right  of  possession. 

He  is  mine,  says  affliction,  I  gave  him  his  birth, 

I  alone  am  his  cause  of  creation ; 

Tlie  materials  were  furnished  by  me,  answered 

earth ; 

I  gave  him,  said  Jove,  —  animation. 

The  gods  all  assembled  in  solemn  divan, 

AAer  bearing  each  claimants  petition. 

Pronounced  a  definitive  verdict  on  man. 

And  thus  settled  his  filters  disposition. 

Let  affliction  possess  her  own  child  till  the  woes 

Of  life  seem  to  harass  and  goad  it ; 

After  death — give  his  body  to  earth  whence  it  rose, 

And  his  spirit  to  Jove  who  bestowM  it 

Sheridan, 

The  mind  of  man  is  vastly  like  a  hive  ; 
His  thoughts  so  busy  ever  —  all  alive ! 
But  here  the  simile  will  go  no  further ; 
For  bees  are  making  honey,  one  and  all ; 
Man*s  thoughts  are  busy  in  producing  gall. 
Committing  as  it  were  self-murder. 

Dr.  WolcoCi  Peter  Pindar. 

Man  *s  an  ass  I  say ; 
Too  fond  of  thunder,  lightning,  storm  and  rain : 
Hie  hides  the  charming  cheerful  ray 
That  spreads  a  smile  on  hill  and  plain. 

Dr.  WolcaCe  Peter  Pindar. 


And  in  that  rock  are  shapes  of  shells,  and  forms 
Of  creatures  in  old  worlds,  of  nameless  worms. 
Whose  generations  lived  and  died  ere  man, 

A  worm  of  other  clas^,  to  crawl  began. 

Crahhe. 

Again  attend ! — and  see  a  man  whose  cares 
Are  nicely  placM  on  either  world's  affairs, — 
Merchant  and  saint ;  *t  is  doubtful  if  he  knows 
To  which  account  he  most  regard  bestows. 

Crahbt 

O  man!  while  in  thy  early  years. 

How  prodigal  of  time ! 
Misspending  all  thy  precious  hours, 

Tliy  glorious  youthful  prime ! 
Alternate  follies  take  the  sway ; 

Licentious  passions  bum; 

With  tcnfeld  force  give  nature*s  law. 

That  man  was  made  to  mourn. 

Bvrm 

The  hunting  tribes  of  earth  and  air, 
Respect  the  brethren  of  their  birth ; 
Nature,  who  loves  the  claim  of  kind. 
Less  cruel  chase  to  each  assigned; 
The  falcon,  poised  on  soaring  wing. 
Watches  the  wild-duck  by  the  spring; 
The  slow  hound  wakes  the  fi>x*s  lair. 
The  grey-hound  presses  on  the  hare; 
The  eagle  pounces  on  the  lamb. 
The  wolf  devours  the  fleecy  dam ; 
Even  tiger  fell,  and  sullen  bear, 
Their  likeness  and  their  lineage  spore, 
Man,  only,  mars  kind  nature's  plan, 
And  turns  the  fierce  pursuit  on  man. 

ScoU*e  Rckihf 

And  even  the  wisest,  do  the  best  they  can. 
Have  moments,  hours,  and  days,  so  unprepared. 
That  you  might  **  brain  them  with  their  lady's  fim:' 
And  sometimes  ladies  hit  exceeding  hard. 
And  fans  turn  into  falchions  in  fair  hands. 
And  why  and  wherefi>re  no  one  understands. 

Syron 

He  knew  himself  a  villain — but  he  deemed 

The  rest  no  better  than  the  thing  he  seemed ; 

And  scorned  the  best  as  hypocrites  who  hid 

Those  deeds  the  bolder  spirit  plainly  did. 

He  knew  himself  detested,  but  he  knew 

The  hearts  that  loathed  him  crouched  and  arcaded 

too. 
Lone,  wild,  and  strange,  he  stood  alike  exempt 
From  all  affection  and  from  all  contempt 

Byron^e  Cormrit 

True  they  had  vices — such  are  nature's  growd»- 
But  only  the  barbarian's — wo  have  both. 

Byrm'e  AtlanM 
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Admire,  ezulti  despise,  laa^h,  weep,— fer  here 
There  is  sach  matter  for  all  feeling : — Man ! 
Hkni  pendalara  betwixt  a  smile  and  tear. 

Byron*9  CkiUs  HmUL 

Bom  to  be  pIonghM  with  years,  and  sown  with 

cares, 
And  reap*d  by  death,  lord  of  the  hmnan  sotL 

Byron'i  Henen  and  Earth, 

Matorer  manhood  now  arrives, 

And  other  thoughts  come  on, 
But  with  the  baseless  hopes  of  youth. 

Its  g-encrous  warmth  is  gone; 
Cold,  calculating  cares  succeed 
The  timid  thought,  the  wary  deed. 

The  full  realities  of  truth ; 
Back  on  the  past  he  turns  his  eye, 
Hemembering,  with  an  envious  sigh. 

The  happy  dreams  of  youth . 
So  reaches  he  the  latter  stage 
Of  this  our  mortal  pilgrimage. 

With  feeble  step  and  slow; 

New  ills  that  latter  stage  await. 

And  old  experience  learns  too  late. 

That  all  is  vanity  below. 

Southeif»  PoemM, 

Once  in  the  flight  of  ages  past. 

There  liv'd  a  man : — and  who  was  hk7 

—  Mortal !  howeVr  thy  lot  be  cast. 

That  man  resembled  theo. 

Jatnta  Mootgoaufy. 

*T  is  man^s  pride. 

His  highest,  worthiest,  noblest  boast. 

The  privilege  lie  prises  most. 

To  stand  by  helpless  woman^s  side. 

Jlfrs.  Hotfor^s  Margaret  of  Af^mt, 

Yes,  thou  mayst  sneer,  but  still  I  own 

A  love  that  spreads  from  xone  to  zone : 

No  time  the  sacred  fire  can  smother ! 

Where  breathes  the  man,  I  hail  the  brother. 

Man !  how  sublime, — from  Heaven  his  birth  ^ 

The  God*8  bright  Image  walks  the  earth ! 

And  if,  at  times,  his  footstep  strays, 

I  pity  where  I  may  not  praise. 

Biilwer^f  Potms, 

Lean  more  reverence — not  for  rank  or  wealth, — 

that  needs  no  learning ; 
That  comes  quickly— quick  as  sin  does !  ay,  and 

oflrn  leads  to  sin ; 
But  Cor  Adam's  seed,  Man  !  Trust  me,  't  is  a  clay 

above  your  scorning, 
With  God*h  image  stampM  upon  it,  and  God's 

kindling  breath  within. 

JIf its  BarrOfg  Poemg, 
Let  di  think  less  of  men  and  more  of  God. 

BaSU^M  Fe9tu9. 


Man  is  one : 
And  he  hath  one  great  heart    It  is  thus  we  M, 
With  a  gigantic  throb  athwart  the  sea; 
ESach  others*  rights  and  wrongs ;  thus  are  we  men. 

BaUey'9  Fattu. 
Man  crouches  and  blushes, 

Abeconds  and  oonoeals; 
He  creepeth  and  pcepeth, 

He  palters  and  steals; 
Infirm,  melancholy, 

Jealous  glancing  around; 
An  oa(  an  accomplice. 

He  poisons  the  ground. 

Rtdfk  Waldo 
Profbunder,  profounder, 

Man's  spirit  must  dive: 
To  his  aye-rolling  orbit 

No  goal  win  arrive. 
Hie  heavens  that  now  draw  liim 

With  sweetness  untold. 

Once  round,— for  new  heavens 

He  spumeth  the  old. 

Ralph  Waldo 

By  misery  unrepell*d,  unawcd 

By  pomp  or  power,  thou  seest  a  Mav 
In  prince  or  peasant  —  slave  or  lord  — 

Pale  priest  or  swarthy  artiscn. 

WhUtier's  Poem, 
Through  all  disguise,  form,  place  or  name 

Beneath  the  flaunting  robe  of  sin. 
Through  poverty  and  squalid  shame, 

Tliou  lookest  on  the  man  within: 
On  man,  as  man,  retaining  yet, 

Howe'er  debosM,.  and  soiPd,  and  dim, 
The  crown  upon  his  forehead  set — 

Hie  immortal  gift  of  God  to  him. 

WhUHef'o  Pt 


Man  on  his  brother's  heart  hath  trod  — 

Man  is  man's  mortal  (be ! 

Man  is  antagonist  to  God  — 

This  only  do  I  know ! 

A.  J.  H.  Dugamnok 

O  mighty  brother-soul  of  man. 

Where'er  thou  art,  in  low  or  high, 

Thy  skyey  arches  with  exulting  span 

O'er-roof  inflnlty. 

James  RusseU  LowM, 

All  that  hath  been  roajcstical 

In  lifb  or  death,  since  time  began. 
Is  native  in  the  simple  heart  of  all. 

The  angel-heart  of  man. 

James  Ruoodl  LowdJ 

Boy's  pleasures  are  for  boyhood — its  best  cares 
Befit  us  not  in  our  performing  years. 

W,  O.  S&Mtt 
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Manhood  at  last !  —  and,  with  its  conflcioamess, 

Are  fltrength  and  freedom ;  freedom  to  pnraoe 
Hie  purposes  of  hope  —  the  godlike  bliss 

Born  in  the  struggle  for  the  great  and  true  I 
And  cvery^  energy  that  should  be  mine, 

This  day  I  dedicate  to  its  object, — Life ! 
So  help  me  Heaven,  that  never  I  resign 

The  duty  which  devotes  me  to  the  strife. 

W.  G.  Sinmu, 

The  sool  of  man 
Createfh  its  own  destiny  *of  power ; 
And  as  the  trial  is  intenser  here, 
Hb  being  hath  a  nobler  strength  in  Heaven. 

Wim$'$  Poem*. 

Many  a  man,  still  young,  though  wisely  sad. 
Paces  the  sweet  old  shadows  with  a  sigh. 
The  spirits  are  so  mute  to  manhood's  eaj 
That  tranc'd  the  boy  with  musia 

H^tSis'f  Poan9. 

ThoQ  hast  the  secret  strange 
Vo  read  that  hidden  book,  the  human  heart; 
Thok  '>ast  the  ready  writer's  practis'd  art ; 

Thou  hast  the  thought  to  range 
Hie  broadest  circle  intellect  hath  ran-— 
And  thoa  art  God*s  best  work  —  an  honest  man. 

W%Ui9U  Poem. 
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From  that  day  forth,  in  peace  and  joyous  bliss 
They  livM  together  long  without  debate ; 
Nor  priTate  jars,  nor  spite  of  enemies. 
Could  shake  the  safe  assurance  of  their  states. 

Sptnier'9  Fairy  Queen, 

Nothing  shall  assuage 
Tour  love  but  marriage :  for  such  is 
The  tying  of  two  in  wedlock,  as  is 
The  toning  of  two  lutes  in  one  key :  for 
Striking  the  strings  of  the  one,  straws  will  stir 
Upon  the  strings  of  the  other ;  and  in 
Two  minds  Unk'd  in  love,  one  cannot  be 
Delighted,  but  the  other  rejoiceth. 

LiUff*§  Safpho  and  Phaan. 

Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth. 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attomeyshipw 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  I. 

What  ia  wedlock  forced  but  a  hell. 
An  age  of  discord  and  continual  strife  7 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  Uiss, 
And  18  a  pattern  of  celestial  peace. 

Shake.  Henry  VI.    Part  I. 

The  instances,  that  second  marriage  move. 
Are  base  reipects  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love. 

Shaie.HamUL 

W 


But  earlier  happy  is  the  rose  dietiUid, 

Than  that  which,  withering  on  the  virgin  thorxu 

Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  single  blessedness. 

Shake,  Mideummer  NighVe  Dream. 

Pale  primroses. 

That  die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  Cehold 

Bright  Phcebus  in  his  strength,  a  malady 

Most  incident  to  maids. 

Shake.  WirUer'e  Tale. 

Mistress,  know  yourself;  down  on  your  knees 
And  thank  heaven,  listing,  for  a  good  man's  love. 
For  I  must  tell  you  friendly  in  your  ear, — 
Sell  when  you  can ;  you  are  not  for  all  markets. 

Shake.  Ae  you  like  iL 

Her  gentle  spirit 
Commits  itself  to  yours  to  be  directed. 
As  from  her  lord,  her  governor,  her  king. 

Shake.  Merchant  of  Venice, 

For  know,  lago. 

But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Desdemona, 

I  ¥rould  not  my  unhoused  free  condition 

Put  into  circumspection,  and  confine 

For  the  sea's  worth. 

Shake.  OthettOk 

'T  is  not  to  make  me  jealous. 

To  say  my  wife  is  fair,  feeds  well,  loves  company. 

Is  free  of  speech,  sings,  plays  and  dances  weU; 

Where  virtue  is,  these  are  moro  rirtuous : 

Nor  from  my  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 

The  smallest  fear. 

Shake.  OlheOo 

No  sweet  aspersions  shall  the  heavens  let  fall 
To  make  this  contract  grow ;  but  barren  hate. 
Sour-eyed  disdain,  and  discord,  shall  bestrew 
The  union  of  your  bed  with  weeds  so  loathly. 
That  you  shall  hate  it  both ;  therefore  take  heed. 

Shake.  Tempeeu 

When  the  priest 
Should  ask — if  Catharine  should  be  his  wife. 
Ay,  by  gogs-wouns,  quoth  he ;  and  swore  so  loud 
That,  all  amaz'd,  the  priest  let  fall  the  book ; 
And,  as  he  stoop'd  again  to  take  it  up, 
This  mad-brain'd  bridegroom  took  him  such  a  cufl. 
That  dovm  fell  priest  and  book,  and  book  and 

priest; 
Now  take  them  up,  quoth  he,  if  any  list. 

fiSkdbi.  Tameng  the  Shrem 

Neglected  beauty  now  is  priz'd  by  gold ; 
And  sacred  bve  is  basely  bought  and  sold : 
Wives  are  grown  traffic,  marriage  is  a  trade, 
And  when  a  nuptial  of  two  hearts  is  made, 
Hiere  must  of  moneys  too  a  wedding  be. 
That  coin,  as  well  as  men,  may  multiply. 

Ranio^ 
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Th«  jojs  of  marriage  are  the  heaven  oa  earth, 

Lifc*8  paradiee,  great  prinoesa,  the  wouVu  quiet, 

Siiiewi  of  concord,  earthlj  immortaUtj, 

Fkemhj  of  plcarares. 

Jakm  Fmr^M  Broken  Heart. 

I'ake  thof  iDoeh  of  my  ooonaeL    Marrj  not 
In  hacte ;  fi>r  ahe  that  takes  the  best  of  hnabands. 
Puts  on  a  golden  fetter :  for  husbands 
Are  like  to  painted  fiiiit,  which  promise  much. 
But  still  deceive  us,  when  we  oome  to  touch  them. 

CtfpMf  s  Wkuiigig. 

How  roanj  shepherds*  daughters,  who  in  dntj 
To  gripting  fathers  have  enthralTd  their  beauty, 
To  wait  upon  the  gout,  to  walk  when  pleases 
Old  January  halt !    O  that  diseases 
Should  link  with  youth !  she  that  hath  such  a  mate, 
Is  like  two  twins,  bom  both  incorporate ; 
Th*  one  living,  th*  other  dead  :  the  living  twin 
Must  needs  be  slain  throu^  noisomeness  of  him 
He  carries  with  him :  such  are  their  estates, 
Who  merely  marry  wealth,  and  not  their  mates. 

Brown*§  pMetoraU. 

The  hour  of  marriage  ends  the  female  reign ! 
And  we  give  all  we  have  to  buy  a  chain ; 
Hire  men  to  be  our  lords,  who  were  our  slaves; 
And  bribe  our  lovers  to  be  peijur'd  knaves. 
O,  how  they  swear  to  heaven  and  the  bride. 
They  will  be  kind  to  her,  and  none  beside ; 
And  to  themselves,  the  while  in  secret  swear. 
They  will  be  kind  to  ev*r/one  but  her  I 

CrmofCe  EngUeh  Friar, 
Huw  near  am  I  to  happiness 
That  earth  exceeds  not?  not  another  like  it 
Hie  treasures  of  the  deep  are  not  so  precious. 
As  are  the  oonoeal*d  oomferts  of  a  man 
Iiock*d  up  in  woman*s  love.    I  scent  the  air 
Of  blessings,  when  I  oome  but  near  the  house ; 
What  a  delicious  breath  marriage  sends  forth ! 
Hie  violet-bed  *s  not  sweeter.    Honest  wedlock 
Is  like  a  banqucUng-house  built  in  a  garden. 
On  which  the  spring's  chaste  flowers  take  delight 
To  cast  their  modest  odours. 

MiddidmCe  Wemea  heware  WemeiL 

I'Vir  any  man  to  match  above  his  rank 
Is  but  to  sell  his  liberty. 

Maeeinger, 

What  do  you  think  of  marriage  7 
I  take 't,  as  those  that  deny  purgatoiy : 
It  locjilly  contains  or  heaven  or  hell; 

'J'herf«*s  no  third  place  in  it 

WebeUr. 

Hero  love  his  golden  shafts  employs,  here  lights 
His  constant  lamp,  and  waves  his  purple  wings, 
Keigii^  here  and  revels. 

RoaUyU  Two  NMe  Kuumen, 


Tempting  gold  alooe 
In  this  our  age  more  marriages  oompkiBS 
Than  virtue,  merit,  or  the  feroe  of  love. 
*Tis  not  th*  external  sweetness  of  the  feco. 
The  invmrd  excellence  of  a  virtuous  mind. 
The  just  behaviour  and  the  graceful  mien. 
With  all  th*  endowment  nature  can  bestow, 
Can  please  the  wretch  whose  riches  are  his  god ; 
Who  *d  rather  ransack  Indian  mines  for  gold. 
Than  revel  in  some  matchless  beauty's  arms : 
For  which  may  he  ncw^r  taste  the  joy  it  yields; 
But  as  a  Midas  wallowing  in  his  store. 
Let  him  cursM  be  amid  his  heaps  of  wealth. 

Wandeeford. 

Not  in  court  amours, 
Mix*d  dance,  or  wanton  mask,  or  midnight  ball. 
Or  serenade,  which  the  starv'd  lover  sings 
To  his  proud  fiiir,  best  quitted  with  disdain. 

MiiUm's  Paradiae  Lett 

Our  Maker  bids  increase ;  who  bids  abstain 
But  our  destroyer,  fee  to  Qod  and  man. 

MUiem'e  Paradiee  IML 

Hail  wedded  love,  mysterious  law,  true  source 
Of  human  oflipring,  sole  propriety 
In  paradise  of  all  things  common  else ! 

MHUnCe  Paradiee  LetL 

Founded  in  reason,  loyal,  just,  and  pure, 

Relations  dear,  and  all  the  charities 

Of  fether,  son,  and  brother  first  were  known. 

Mikon'e  Paradiee  LetL 

Perpetual  fountain  of  domestic  sweets. 
Whose  bed  is  undefU*d  and  chaste  pronounc*d. 
Present  or  past,  as  saints  and  patriarchs  us*d. 

MtUon'e  Paradiee  Lett. 

Whom  thus  the  angel  interrupted  mild : 
Lament  not,  Eve,  but  patiently  resign 
What  justly  thou  hast  lost ;  nor  set  thy  heart. 
Thus  over-fend,  on  that  which  is  not  thine 
Thy  going  is  not  lonely ;  with  thee  goes 
Thy  husband ;  him  to  fellow  thou  art  bound ; 
Where  he  abides,  think  there  thy  native  soil 

Jlft2am*«  Paradiee  LciU 

For  wedlock  without  love,  some  say, 

Is  but  a  lock  without  a  key; 

It  is  a.  kind  of  rape  to  many 

One  that  neglects,  nor  cares  not  fer  ye; 

For  what  does  make  it  ravishment. 

But  being  against  the  mind's  consent? 

ButUr'e  Hu^bree, 

O  horror !  honor !  afier  this  alliance. 

Let  tigers  match  with  hinds,  and  wolves  with 

sheep; 
And  every  creature  oouple  with  its  fee. 

Jhyden^e  Spamtk  Fner. 


All  of  a  tcnour  was  their  after  Jift, 
No  day  discolour'd  with  domestic  strife ; 
No  jealousy,  but  mutual  truth  believM, 
Secure  repose,  and  kindness  iindeoeiv*d. 

DrydaC9  Paiamon  and  ArcUe. 

This  is  the  way  all  parents  prove, 
In  managing  their  children*8  love; 
Tliat  ibrce  *em  t*  intermarry  and  wed, 
Am  if  th*  were  bur*ing  of  the  dead ; 
Cast  earth  to  earth,  as  in  the  grave. 
To  join  in  wedlock  all  they  have. 

Builer'9  HudSbroi, 

When  you  would  give  all  worldly  plagues  a  name. 
Worse  than  they  have  already,  call  *em  Wife ! 
But  a  new  married  wife  *s  a  teeming  mischief 
Fun  of  herself:  Why  what  a  deal  of  horror 
Has  that  poor  wretch  to  come,  that  married  yes- 
terday. Ottotfy*f  Orphan, 

Marriage  to  maids  is  like  a  war  to  men ; 
The  battle  causes  fear,  but  the  sweet  hopes 
Of  winning  at  the  last,  stiJl  draws  *em  in. 

Xe«*f 


And  now  your  matrimonial  Cupid, 

Laah*d  on  by  time,  grows  tir*d  and  stupid. 

For  story  and  experience  tell  us 

Tliat  man  grows  old  and  woman  jealous. 

Both  would  their  Uttle  ends  secure; 

He  sighs  for  freedom,  she  for  power: 

His  wishes  tend  abroad  to  roam. 

And  hers  to  domineer  at  home. 

Prior's  Abna, 

Thy  rise  of  ftrtune  did  I  only  wed. 
From  its  decline  determin*d  to  recede  7 
Bid  I  but  purpose  to  embark  with  thee 
On  the  smooth  surface  of  a  summer's  sea. 
While  gentle  zephyrs  play  in  prosperous  gales, 
And  fortune's  favour  fills  the  swelling  sails ; 
But  wodd  fbrsake  the  ship,  and  make  the  shore. 
When  the  winds  whistle,  and  the  tempests  roar  7 
No,  Heniy,  no :  one  sacred  oath  has  tied 
Our  loves ;  one  destiny  our  life  shall  guide. 
Nor  wild,  nor  deep,  our  common  way  divide ! 

Prior*9  Henry  and  Emma* 

Though  fools  spam  Hymen  s  gentle  powersi 

We,  who  improve  his  golden  hours. 

By  sweet  experience  know 

That  marriage,  rightly  understood. 

Gives  to  the  tender  and  the  good 

A  paradise  below. 

dMon, 

(% !  fbr  a  ourse  upon  the  cunning  priest, 

Who  ooQJorM  us  together  in  a  yoke 

lliat  galls  me  now. 

Swihem^B  DUafpoMmnL 


Are  we  not  one  7  are  we  not  joinM  by  heay'n  7 
Each  interwoven  with  the  other'a  fote  7 
Are  we  not  mix'd  like  streams  of  meeting  rivers, 
Whose  blended  waters  are  no  more  distingiush^d. 
But  roll  into  the  sea  one  common  flood  7 

iloioe*s  Fair  Pemtad. 
Yet  here  and  there  we  grant  a  gentle  bride. 
Whose  temper  betters  by  the  father's  side ; 
Unlike  the  rest  that  double  human  care. 
Fond  to  relieve,  or  resolute  to  share : 
Happy  the  man  whom  thus  his  stars  advance  I 
The  curse  is  general,  bat  the  Uessing  chance. 

PamdC9  Hetiod, 
Abroad  too  kind,  at  home  *tis  stead&st  hate. 
And  one  eternal  tempest  of  debate. 

Foung'f  Looe  ofFamB, 

I've  heard  my  honest  uncle  often  say. 
That  lads  should  a'  for  wives  that's  virtuoos  pray 
For  the  maist  thrifty  man  could  never  get 
A  weel-stor'd  room,  unless  his  wifo  wad  let. 

AUan  JUanMOfft 

O  marriage !  marriage !  what  a  curse  is  thinct 
Where  hands  alone  consent  and  hearts  abhor. 

Wedded  love  is  founded  on  esteem, 
Which  the  fair  merits  of  the  mind  engage. 
For  those  are  charms  which  never  can  decay ; 
But  time  which  gives  new  whiteness  to  the  swan. 
Improve,  their  lurtre.  p^^,^  M^riamnt. 

Oh  speak  the  joy !  ye  whom  the  sudden  tear 
Surprises  often,  when  you  kxtk  around, 
And  nG4hing  strikes  the  eye  but  sights  of  bliss. 
All  various  nature  pressing  on  the  heart, 
And  elegant  sufficiency,  content; 
Retirement,  rural  quiet,  friendship^  books. 
Ease  and  altemate  labour,  useful  life, 
Progressive  virtue,  and  approving  heaven. 
These  are  the  matchless  joys  of  virtoous  love ; 

And  thus  their  oMmienti  fly. 

J%om9tm*9  8m9om* 

But  happy  they !  the  happiest  of  their  kind ! 
Whom  gentler  stars  unite,  and  in  one  fote 
Their  hearts,  their  fortunes,  and  their  beings  Uend. 
*T  is  not  the  coarser  tie  of  human  laws. 
Unnatural  oft,  and  fbr^ign  to  the  mind, 
Tliat  binds  their  peace,  but  harmony  itself^ 
Attuning  all  their  passions  into  love  * 
Where  friendship  full  exerts  her  softest  power 
Perfect  esteem  enlivened  by  desire 
Ineffable,  and  sympathy  of  sool ; 
Thought  meeting  thought,  and  will  preventinf  wiil. 
With  boondicss  confidence :  for  nought  bnt  Utn 
Can  answer  Wve,  and  render  bliss  secure. 

Ttoisen'f  iSsoaoM 


What  ifl  the  world  to  them, 
Its  pomm  ite  pleasnro,  and  ita  nooseiiM  aU  T 
Who  in  each  other  clasp  whatever  fiur 
High  &ncy  fomsi  and  lavish  hearts  can  wish. 
Or  in  the  mind,  or  mind-illmnin'd  face ; 
Troth,  goodness,  honoor,  harmony,  and  love, 
The  richest  boontj  of  indulgent  heaven« 

Ah,  gentle  dames !  it  gars  me  greet, 
To  think  how  monjr  oomsels  sweet. 
How  monjr  lengthened  sage  advices. 
The  hushand  frae  the  wiA  despises ! 

Burns, 

Ev*n  in  the  hapfnest  choice,  where  fav'ring  heaven 
Has  equal  kve  and  easj  fortune  given, — 
Think  not,  the  husband  gain*d,  that  all  is  done ; 
The  prize  of  happiness  must  still  be  won : 
And,  oft,  the  careless  find  it  to  their  cost, 
The  lover  in  the  husband  may  be  lost; 
The  graces  might,  alone,  his  heart  allnre ; 
Thej  and  the  virtues,  meeting  must  secure 

Lard  LytOdon. 

Gh  friendly  to  the  best  pursuits  of  man. 
Friendly  to  thought,  to  virtue,  and  to  peace, 
Domestic  life  in  rural  leisure  passed ! 
Few  know  thy  value,  and  few  taste  thy  sweetii. 
Though  many  boast  thy  fevours,  and  affisct 
To  understand  and  choose  thee  fer  their  own. 

Cowper'B  Ttuk 

Domestic  happiness,  thou  only  bliss 
Of  paradise  that  has  survived  the  fell ! 

Coioper'f  Ta$h 

lliou  art  the  nurse  of  virtue.    In  thine  arms 
She  smiles,  appearing  as  in  truth  she  is, 
HeavVbom  and  destined  to  the  skies  again. 
Thou  art  not  known  where  pleasure  is  adored* 
That  reeling  goddess  with  the  smeless  waist 
And  wandVing  eye,  still  leaning  on  the  arm 
Of  novelty,  her  fickle  fi^l  support ; 
For  thou  art  meek  and  constant,  hating  change, 
And  finding  in  the  calm  of  truth-tied  kve 
Joy  that  her  stonny  raptures  never  yield. 

Coipper'f  Task, 

No  jealousy  their  dawn  of  love  overcast. 

Nor  blasted  were  their  wedded  days  with  strife ; 

Kach  season  lookM  delightfhl  as  it  past. 

To  the  fend  husband,  and  the  fidthfiil  wife. 

Beyond  the  lowly  vale  of  shepherd  life 

Tney  never  roam*d  I  secure  beneath  the  storm, 

Which  in  ambition's  lofty  land  is  rife, 

MThere  peace  and  love  are  cankered  by  the  worm 

IK  pride  each  bud  of  joy  industrious  to  deferm. 


Wedlock  *s  a  saucy,  sad,  femiliar  state. 
Where  felks  are  very  apt  to  scold  and  hate: 
Love  keeps  a  modest  distance,  is  divine. 
Obliging,  and  says  ev'ry  thing  that  *s  fine. 

Dr.  WoleoCt  Pder  PtMbr. 
Across  the  threshold  led. 
And  every  tear  kissM  off  as  soon  as  shed. 
His  house  she  enters,  there  to  be  a  light 
Shining  within,  when  all  without  is  night; 
A  guardian  angel  o*er  his  life  presiding. 
Doubling  his  pleasure,  and  his  cares  dividing ! 

Roger$*§  Human  L^e, 

O  we  do  all  ofl^d^ 

There  *s  not  a  day  of  wedded  life,  if  we 

G>unt  at  its  close  the  little,  bitter  sum 

Of  thoughts,  and  words,  and  looks  unkind  and 

nroward. 

Silence  that  chides  and  vroondings  of  the  eye  — > 

But  prostrate  at  each  other's  feet,  we  should 

Each  night  fergiveness  ask. 

Jtfof ttrin's  Bertram, 

Fun  wen  we  know  that  many  a  fevourite  air, 

That  charms  a  party,  fiuls  to  charm  a  pair. 

And  as  Augusta  play'd,  she  look'd  around. 

To  see  if  one  was  dying  at  the  sound. 

But  aU  were  gone — a  husband,  wrapt  in  gloom, 

StalkM  careless,  listless,  up  and  down  the  room. 

CrMt. 
A  something,  light  as  air  —  a  look, 

A  word  unkind  or  wrongly  taken— 

Oh!  love,  that  tempests  never  shook, 

A  breath,  a  touch  like  this  has  shaken. 

And  ruder  winds  wiU  soon  rush  in 

To  spread  the  breach  that  words  begin; 

And  eyes  ferget  the  gentle  ray 

They  wore  in  courtship's  smiling  day; 

And  voices  lose  the  tone  that  shed 

A  tenderness  round  all  they  said; 

Tin  fest  declining,  one  by  one. 

The  sweetnesses  of  love  are  gone. 

And  hearts,  so  lately  mingled,  seem 

Like  broken  clouds, ->- or  like  the  stream. 

That  smiling  left  the  mountain's  brow. 

As  though  its  waters  ne'er  could  sever. 

Yet  ere  it  reach'd  the  plain  below. 

Breaks  into  floods,  and  parts  fer  ever. 

Jtfbort'f  LuOm  lUM 

Althdogh  my  heart,  in  earlier  youth. 

Might  kindle  with  more  wild  desire, 
Believe  me,  it  has  gain'd  in  truth     , 

Much  more  than  it  has  lost  in  Bre ; 
The  flame  now  warms  my  inmost  core. 

That  then  but  sparkled  on  thy  brow : 
And  though  I  seem'd  to  k>ve  thee  morOt 

Yet  oh,  I  love  thee  better  now. 
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l%e  pare,  open,  proeperoiu  love. 
That,  pledgM  on  earth,  and  seal'd  above, 

Grows  in  the  worId*s  approvingr  eyes. 
In  friendship's  smile,  and  home's  caress; 

Collecting  all  the  heart*s  sweet  ties 
Into  one  knot  of  happiness. 


Moon, 


To  cheer  thy  sickness,  watch  thy  health, 
Partake,  but  never  waste  thy  wealth. 
Or  stand  with  smile  nnmurmnring  by. 
And  lighten  half  thy  poverty. 

Byron* »  Bride  of  Mydm. 

Few — none — find  what  they  love  or  could  have 

lovM, 
lliongh  accident,  blind  contact,  and  the  strong 
Necessity  of  loving,  have  remov'd 
Antipathies — but  to  recur,  ere  long, 
EnvenomM  with  irrevocable  wrong. 

ByronU  ChUde  Harold, 

The  kindest  and  the  happiest  pair 
Win  find  occasion  to  forbear; 
And  something,  ev'iy  day  they  live, 
To  pity,  and  perhaps  ibrgive. 

Cowper'o  Mutual  Forbearance, 

On  thee,  blest  youth,  a  &ther*s  hand  confers 
The  maid  thy  earliest,  fondest  wishes  knew; 

Each  soft  enchantment  of  the  soul  is  hers ; 
Hiine  be  the  joys  to  firm  attachment  due. 

Rogere'e  Poeme. 

Say,  shall  I  love  the  fading  beauty  less. 
Whose  spring-tide  radiance  has  been  wholly 
mine? 
No— come  what  will,  thy  steadfast  truth  I  '11  bless ; 
In  youth,  in  age,  thine  own — for  ever  thine. 

A,  A.  Watte, 

I  bless  thee  fiir  kind  looks  and  words 

Shower'd  on  my  path  like  dew. 
For  all  the  love  in  those  deep  eyes, 

A  gladness  ever  new! 
For  the  voice  which  ne'er  to  mine  replied. 

Bat  in  kindly  tones  of  cheer; 
Tar  every  spring  of  happiness 

My  soul  hath  tasted  here! 

Mre.  Hemane*e  Poeme. 

She  tum'd  —  and  her  mother's  gaze  brought  back 
£k.ch  hue  of  her  childhood's  faded  track. 
Qfa !  hush  the  song,  and  let  her  tears 
Flow  to  the  dream  of  her  early  years ! 
Holy  and  pure  are  the  drops  that  fall. 
When  the  young  bride  goes  firom  her  Other's  hall ; 
She  g'oes  unto  love  yet  untried  and  new — 
She  parts  from  love  which  hath  still  been  true. 

JIfrt.  Hemane'e  Poeme, 


I  bless  thee  for  the  noble  heart. 

The  tender  and  the  true,  « 

Where  mine  hath  found  the  happiest  rest 

That  e'er  fond  woman's  knew; 
I  bless  thee,  fidthful  fl'iend  and  guide. 

For  my  own,  my  treasur'd  share. 
In  the  moumfiil  secrets  of  thy  soul. 

In  thy  sorrow  and  thy  care. 

3frf .  Hemane*e  Poeme, 

And  if  division  come,  it  soon  is  past, 
Too  sharp,  too  strange  an  agony  to  last ! 
And  like  some  river's  bright,  abundant  tide. 
Which  art  or  accident  had  fbrc'd  aside. 
The  well-springs  of  affection  gushing  o'er. 
Back  to  their  natural  channels  flow  once  more. 

jlfff.  Norton, 

Oh!  married  love!  —  each  heart  shall  own,  . 

Where  two  congenial  souls  unite, 
Thy  golden  chains  inlaid  with  down. 

Thy  lamp  with  heaven's  own  splendour  bright. 

Langhome, 

But  if  no  radiant  star  of  love. 
Oh,  Hymen,  smile  upon  thy  rite. 

Thy  chain  a  vnretched  weight  shall  prove. 
Thy  lamp  a  sad  sepulchral  light 

iMitghorrffi, 

Then  come  the  wild  weather— come  sleet  or  come 

snow. 
We  will  stand  by  each  other,  however  it  blow; 
Oppression  and  sickness,  and  sorrow  and  pain, 
Shall  be  to  our  true  love  as  links  to  the  chain. 

Longfelhw,  —  From  the  German, 

While  other  doublets  deviate  heie  and  there. 
What  secret  handcuff  binds  that  pretty  pair  7 
Gompactest  couple !  pressing  side  to  side,  — 
Ah !  the  white  bonnet — that  reveals  the  bride ! 

O.  W.  Holmee, 

Together  should  our  prayers  ascend; 
Together  would  we  humbly  bend. 

To  praise  the  Almighty  name; 
And  when  I  saw  her  kindling  eye 
Beam  upward  in  her  native  sky, 

My  soul  should  catch  the  flame. 

«^«ei  Frieiie 

I  saw  her,  and  I  lov'd  her-* 

I  sought  her,  and  I  won; 
A  dozen  pleasant  summers. 

And  more,  since  then  have  run* 
And  half  as  many  voices 

Now  prattling  by  her  side, 
Remind  me  of  the  autumn 

When  she  became  my  bride. 

Tkomae  MMkeltuf 

29» 
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The  parent  love  the  wedded  lore  inchidei, 
The  one  permiU  the  two  their  mutual  mooda, 
Tlie  two  each  other  know  *niid  myriad  multitudea. 

8.  Margant  FtMer. 
Not  for  the  summer-hour  alone, 

When  skies  resplendent  shine, 
And  youth  and  pleasure  fill  the  throne. 

Our  hearts  and  hands  we  twine; 
But  ibr  those  stern  and  wintry  days 

Of  peril,  pain,  and  fear. 
When  Heavcn*s  wise  discipline  doth  make 

Tliis  earthly  journey  drear. 

Mrs.  Sigoumey'M  Poem*, 
Not  ibr  thu  span  of  life  alone. 

Which  as  a  blast  doth  fly. 
And  like  the  transient  flower  of  grass, 

Just  blossom,  droop,  and  die; 
But  ftr  a  beings  without  end. 

This  TOW  of  bve  we  take ; 
Grrant  ua,  oh  God  I  one  home  at  laat, 

Fcff  our  Redeemer's  sake. 

Mrs.  Sig€umei^§  Poona. 


MEETING. 

A  hundred  thousand  welcomes :  I  could  weep* 
And  I  could  laugfh ;  I  am  light,  and  heavy :  wek 

come: 
A  curse  begin  at  very  root  of  his  heart, 
That  is  not  glad  to  see  thee! 

Shdk9,  CoMamtt. 
As  a  kmg-parted  mother  with  her  child 
Flays  ibndly  with  her  tears,  and  smiles  in  meeting ! 
So  weeping,  smiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  earth. 
And  do  thee  farour  with  my  royal  hands. 

ShakM.  Richard  11. 
Ah,  Juliet,  if  the  measure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heapM  like  mine,  and  that  thy  skill  be  more 
To  blaaon  if,  then  sweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  air,  and  let  rich  music's  tongue 
Unfold  the  imaginM  happiness  that  both 
Receive  in  either  by  this  dear  encounter. 

Shaks.  Romeo  and  JuUaL 
It  gives  me  wonder,  great  as  my  content, 

To  see  you  here  before  me. 

^  Shako,  OMla, 

Pir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  house : 

it  must  appear  in  other  wai^  than  words, 
Thei^fore  I  scant  tois  breathing  courtesy. 

Shaka.  Merehani  of  Venice, 
I  swear 
By  the  simplicity  of  Venus*  doves ! 
By  that  which  knitteth  souls,  and  prospers  lovers ! 
In  that  same  place  thou  hast  appointed  me, 
To-morrow  truly  will  I  meet  with  thee. . 

Shake,  Mideummer  Night  e  Dream, 


Hie  joys  of  meeting  pay  the  pangs  of  absence; 

Else  who  oodd  bear  it? 

RoweU  Tameihfu 

Absence,  with  all  its  pains, 
Is  by  this  charming  moment  wip'd  away. 

ThomeeaCe  Agamemnon, 

When  bvers  meet  in  adverse  hour, 

*T  is  like  a  sun-glimpse  through  a  shower, 

A  watery  ray  an  instant  seen. 

Then  darkly  closing  clouds  between. 

SceU'e  Roktlnf, 

It  is  the  hour  when  they 

Who  love  us  are  accustomed  to  descend 

Through  the  deep  clouds  o*er  rocky  Ararat ! 

How  my  heart  beats! 

Byron'' e  Heaven  and  JBord, 

And  doth  not  a  meeting  like  this  make  amends 
For  all  the  long  years  I  've  been  wandVing  away— 
To  see  tlius  around  me  niy  youth's  early  friends, 
As  smiling  and  kind  as  in  that  happy  day  ? 
Though  haply  o*cr  some  of  your  brows  as  o'er  mine, 
The  snow  fall  of  time  may  be  stealing— what  then  ? 
Like  Alps  in  the  sunset,  thus  lighted  by  wine, 
We  '11  wear  the  gay  tinge  of  youth's  roses  again. 

Anee, 

There 's  not  a  fibre  in  my  trembling  frame 
That  does  not  vibrat»when  thy  step  draws  near, 
There 's  not  a  pulse  that  throbs  not,  when  I  bear 

Thy  voice,  thy  breathing,  nay  thy  very  name. 

Franeee  KembU  BvOer 

And  must  they  meet  first  in  a  careless  crowd  ? 
This  was  a  moment's  grie£ 


MieeLendmL 

The  morning- blush  was  lighted  up  by  hope,— 

The  hope  of  meeting  her. 

Miee  Landen, 

Ah  me! 

Hie  world  b  full  of  meetings  such  as  this  — 

A  thrill,  a  voiceless  challenge  and  reply— 

And  sudden  partings  after! 

Wime^ePeeiM. 

I  have  said  I  would  not  meet  him  — 

Have  I  said  tlie  words  in  vain  7 
Sunset  bums  along  the  hill-tops. 

And  I  'm  waiting  here  again : 
But  my  promise  is  not  broken. 

Though  I  stand  where  once  we  met; 
When  I  hear  his  coming  fijotsteps, 

I  can  fly  him  even  yet  ,   ^  _^ 

I  will  not  wait  his  coming 

He  wiU  surely  come  once  more ; 

Though  I  said  I  would  not  meet  him, 

I  have  told  him  so  be&re. 

PhabeCeraf. 
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MELANCHOLY. 

Ten  me,  sweet  lord,  what  !■  *t  that  takes  from  thee 
Hij  stomach,  pleasure,  and  thy  gulden  sleep  7 
Why  dost  thou  bend  thy  eyes  upon  the  earth  7 
And  start  so  often  when  thou  sitt*8t  alone  7 
Why  hast  thou  lost  the  fresh  blood  in  thy  cheeks, 
And  ^v*n  thy  treasures  and  my  rigfhts  of  thee 
To  thiek>eyM  musing,  and  curs'd  melancholy  7 

Shaki.  Henry  IV.    Part  I. 

O  melancholy! 

Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom  7  find 

The  ooze,  to  show  what  coast  thy  sluggish  carrack 

Might  eas'liest  harbour  in  7 

Shales,  Cymbeline. 

I  have  neither  the  scholar^s  melancholy, 

Which  is  emulation ;  nor  the  musician^ 

MHiieh  is  fitntastical ;  nor  the  courtier's. 

Which  is  pride ;  nor  the  soldier's,  which  is  ^ 

Ambition ;  nor  the  lawyer's,  which  is  politic ; 

Nor  the  lady's,  which  is  nice ;  nor  the  lover's. 

Which  is  aU  these :  but  it  is  a  melancholy 

Of  mine  own ;  compounded  of  many  simples, 

Extracted  f\com  many  objects,  and,  indeed. 

The  sundry  contemplation  of  my  travels ; 

In  which  my  often  rumination  wraps  me 

In  a  moat  hum'roos  sadness. 

8hak9,  its  yott  like  it. 

That  melancholy, 

Though  ending  in  distraction,  should  work 

So  fiur  upon  a  man  as  to  compel  him 

To  court  a  thing  that  hath  nor  sense,  nor  being, 

Is  unto  me  a  miracle. 

Masmngny  Duke  ef  MUan. 

Melancholy 
Is  not,  as  you  conceive,  an  indisposition 
Of  body,  but  the  mind's  disease ;  so  ecstasy, 
Fantastic  dotage,  madness,  {tenzy,  rapture. 
Of  mere  imagination,  differ  partly 
From  melancholy ;  which  is  briefly  this : 
A  mere  commotion  of  the  mind,  o'ercharg'd 
With  fear  and  sorrow ;  first  begat  i*  th'  brain. 
The  seal  of  reason,  and  from  thence,  derived 
As  suddenly  into  the  heart,  the  seat 

Of  our  affection. 

Jckm  jFVjnPt  Lover*§  MdanektHy, 

But  hail,  thou  goddess,  sage  and  bely, 
Hail,  divinest  melancholy! 
Whose  saintly  visage  is  too  bright 
To  hit  the  sense  of  human  sight, 
And  therefore  to  our  weaker  view. 
Overlaid  with  black,  staid  wisdom's  hue. 

MiHon'B  n  Pemenm, 

Hiese  pleasures,  melancholy,  give. 
And  I  with  thee  will  choose  to  live. 

MtttoR't  B  Penuromk 


He  comes !  he  comes !  in  every  breeze  the  power 

Of  philosophic  melancholy  comes  I 

His  near  approach,  the  sudden  starting  tear. 

The  glowing  cheek,  the  mild  dejected  air. 

The  softened  feature,  and  the  beating  heart. 

Pierced  deep  with  many  a  virtuous  pang,  declare. 

O'er  all  the  soul  his  sacred  influence  breatlies ! 

Inflames  imagination ;  thro'  the  breast 

Infuses  every  tenderness ;  and  far 

Beyond  dim  earth  ezalts  the  swelling  thought 

Thom$on*»  Sea$on$, 

There  is  a  mood 
(I  sing  not  to  the  vacant  and  the  young,) 
There  is  a  kindly  mood  of  melancholy, 
Tliat  wings  the  soul,  and  points  her  to  the  skies. 

Dyer's  Ruitu  efRome, 
With  eyes  uprais'd,  as  one  inspir'd. 
Pale  melancholy  sat  retir'd. 
And  from  her  wild  sequester'd  seat. 
In  notes  by  distance  made  more  sweet, 
Pour'd  through  the  mellow  horn  her  pensive  soul. 

CoUine^s  PaseioM, 

Responsive  to  the  sprightly  pipe,  when  all 
In  sprightly  dance  the  village  youth  were  join'd, 
Edwin,  of  melody  aye  held  in  thrall. 
From  the  rode  gambol  far  remote  reclin'd, 
Sooth'd  with  the  soft  notes  warbling  in  the  wind  t 
Ah  then,  aD  jollity  seem'd  noise  and  folly 
To  the  pure  soul  by  fancy's  fire  refin'd ! 
Ah,  what  is  mirth,  but  turbulence  unholy, 
When  with  the   charm   compared  of  heavenly 
melancholy !  BeaUie'e  Minslrd. 

Melancholy  is  a  fearful  gift ; 
What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truth  7 
Which  strips  the  distance  of  its  phantasies. 
And  brings  life  near  in  utter  darkness, 

Making  the  cold  reality  too  reaL 

ByrotL 
Melancholy 
Sits  on  me,  as  a  cloud  along  the  sky. 
Which  ¥nll  not  let  the  sun-beams  through,  nor  yet 
Descend  in  rain,  and  end ;  but  spreads  itself 
Twixt  heaven  and  eartii^  like  envy  between  man 

And  man  — an  everlasting  mist 

oyron. 

Go,  you  may  caU  it  madness,  folly,  — 

You  shall  not  chase  my  gloom  away ; 

There 's  such  a  charm  in  melancholy, 

I  would  not,  if  I  could,  be  gay ! 

RagmB* 

Ah,  there  are  moments  for  us  here,  when,  seeing 
Life's  inequalities,  and  woe,  and  care. 
The  buroens  laid  upon  our  mortal  being 
Seem  heavier  than  the  human  heart  can  bear. 

PhaibeCan^ 
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There  it  &  shadow  on  my  heart 
I  cannot  fling  aside. 

AUce  Carey. 
A  shade  hath'passM 
Athwart  mj  brightest  visions  here ; 
A  cloud  of  darkest  gloom  hath  wrappM 
The  remnant  of  my  brief  career ; 
No  song,  no  echo  can  I  win, 
The  sparkling  fount  hath  dried  within. 

Margaret  David$aiL 

Strange  that  the  love-lorn  heart  wiU  beat 

With  rapture  wild  amid  its  folly ;  — 

No  grief  so  soft,  no  pain  so  sweet 

As  love's  delicious  melancholy.  « 

3f rf.  OegmtL 

I  shrink  from  the  embitterM  close 

Of  my  own  melancholy  tale : 
*Tis  long  since  I  have  wak'd  my  woes  — 

And  nerve  and  voice  together  &il ! 
The  throb  beats  &ster  at  my  brow, 

My  brain  feels  warm  with  starting  tears. 
And  I  shall  weep  —  but  heed  not  thou! 

*Twill  soothe  awhile  the  ache  of  years ! 

The  heart  transfix*d  —  worn  out  with  grief— 

Will  turn  the  arrow  £ar  relieC 

Wmii'9  MeUmie, 

Blame  not,  if  oft  in  melancholy  mood 
This  theme  too  far  such  fancy  hath  pursued. 
And  if  the  soul  that  with  high  hope  should  beat. 
Turns  to  the  gloomy  gravels  unblest  retreat. 

Robert  Sandt, 

As  the  drain'd  finmtain,  fiil'd  with  autunm  leaves. 

The  field  swept  naked  of  its  gamerM  sheaves ; 

So  wastes  at  noon  the  promise  of  our  dawn. 

The  springs  all  choking,  and  the  harvest  gone. 

O.  W.  Hdma. 

There  is  no  music  in  this  life 

That  sounds  with  happy  laughter  solely ; 

There  *s  not  a  string  attunM  to  mirth, 

But  has  its  chord  of  melancholy. 

Thama9Hood, 


.     MEMORY. 

We  will  revive  those  times,  and  in  our  memories 

Preserve,  and  still  keep  firesh,  like  flowers  in  water, 

Those  happier  days ;  when  at  our  eyes  our  souls 

Kindled  their  mutual  fires,  their  equal  beams 

Shot  and  rcturn*d,  'till  link*d  and  twin*d  in  one, 

Thev  chain'd  our  hearts  together. 

DenkanCe  Sophy, 

I  tad  memory  oeen  lost  with  innocence, 
We  had  not  known  the  sentence,  nor  th'  ofience : 
Tvas  his  chief  punishment,  to  keep  in  store, 
Taa  sad  remembrance  what  he  was  before. 


None  grow  so  old, 
Not  to  remember  where  they  hid  their  gold ; 
From  age  such  art  of  memory  we  learn, 
To  forget  nothing  what  is  ear  conoem : 
Their  interest  no  priest,  nor  sorcerer 
Forgets,  nor  lawyer,  nor  philosopher ; 
No  understanding,  memory  can  want, 
Where  wisdom  studious  industry  doth  plant. 

Denham» 

Come,  flattering  memory !  and  tell  my  heart 
How  kind  she  was,  and  with  what  pleasing  ait 
She  strove  its  fondest  wishes  to  obtain. 
Confirm  her  power,  and  faster  bind  my  chain. 

LyUleUm, 

O  remembrance ! 
Why  dost  thou  open  all  my  wounds  again  ? 

Lhs'm  TheodomtM 

A  oonfusM  report  passM  thro*  my  ears ; 
But  flill  of  hurry,  like  a  morning  dream. 
It  vanishM  in  the  business  of  the  day. 

Lee's  (Edipm. 

Thinking  will  make  me  mad :  why  must  I  think, 
When  no  thought  brings  me  comfort  7 

SouihenCe  Fatal  Marriage. 

Thought  is  damnation !  'T  is  the  plague  of  devils 
To  think  on  what  they  are ! 

Rowe'a  AmbUiou$  Stepmother. 

Perish  the  lover,  whose  imperfect  flame 
Forgets  one  feature  of  the  nymph  he  loved. 

Shanatmu, 

Ask  the  faithful  youth 
Why  the  cold  urn  of  her,  whom  long  he  lov^d. 
So  oflen  fills  his  arms ;  so  oflen  draws 
His  lonely  footsteps  at  the  silent  hour 
To  pay  the  moumfbl  tribute  of  his  tears  7 
Oh !  he  will  tell  thee  that  the  wealth  of  worlds 
Should  ne'er  seduce  his  bosom  to  forego 
That  sacred  hour  when,  stealing  from  the  noise 
Of  care  and  envy,  sweet  remembrance  soothes 
With  virtue's  kindest  looks  his  aching  breast, 
And  turns  his  tears  to  rapture. 

Akentide's  Pleaauret  of  Imaginatiuk 

O  memory !  thou  fond  deceiver. 

Still  importunate  and  vain. 

To  former  joys  recurring  ever. 

And  turning  all  the  past  to  pain ; 

Thou,  like  the  world,  th'  oppiest  oppressing. 

Thy  smiles  increase  the  wretch's  woe ! 

And  he  who  wants  each  other  blessing. 

In  thee  must  ever  find  a  foe. 

Oeidtmkk 

Remembrance  wakes  with  all  her  busy  train. 
Swells  at  my  breast,  and  turns  the  past  to  pain. 

OoUamith'§  Deoerted  ViUage. 
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Stlil  o'er  these  scenes  my  memoiy  wakes, 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser  care ; 

Time  but  the  impression  deeper  makes 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear. 

Bwm», 

And  scenes,  long  past,  of  joy  and  pain. 
Came  wildering  o*er  his  aged  brain. 

SeoWa  Lay  of  the  Latt  Min$trtl 
ThroQgh  the  shadowy  past. 
Like  a  tomb^earcher,  memory  ran, 
Lifting  each  shroud  that  time  had  cast 

O^er  buried  hopes. 

Mwr£9  Lavea  of  the  AngA, 

On  this  dear  jewel  of  my  memory 

My  heart  will  ever  dwell,  and  late  in  vain 

Possessing  that,  essay  to  make  me  wretched. 

Lord  John  RuaaeWi  Don  Cario$» 

The  intrepid  Swiss,  that  guards  a  foreign  shore, 

CondemnM  to  climb  his  mountain  clifis  no  more ; 

If  chance  he  hears  that  song,  so  sweetly  wild. 

Which  on  those  hills  his  infant  hours  beguiled ; 

Melts  at  the  long-lost  scenes,  that  round  him  rise. 

And  sinks  a  martyr  to  repentant  sighs. 

nogvfWt 

It  haunts  me  still,  though  many  a  year  hut  fled. 
Like  some  wUd  mek)dy.  jj^^,,  j^^ 

But  ever  and  anon  of  griefi  subdued. 
There  comes  a  token  like  a  scorpion^s  sting, 
Scarce  seen  but  with  fiesh  bitterness  imbued ; 
And  slight  withal  may  be  the  thingt  whi<h  bring. 
Back  cm  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  could  fling 
Aside  for  ever :  it  may  be  a  sound — 
A  tone  of  music — summer's  cTe^or  spring, 
A  flower  —  the  wind  —  the  ocean — which  shall 

wound. 
Striking  the  electric  chain  wherewith  we  are 

darkly  bound ; 
And  how  and  why  we  know  not,  nor  can  trace 
Home  to  its  cloud  this  lightning  of  the  mind, 
But  feel  the  shock  renew'd,  nor  can  efiace 
The  blight  and  blackening  which  it  leaves  behind. 
Which  out  of  things  familiar,  undesigned, 
When  least  we  deem  of  such,  calls  up  to  view 
"Hie  spectres  whom  no  exorcism  can  bind, 
Tbe  cold — the  chang'd  —  perchance  the  dead — 

anew. 
The  moum'd,  the  bv'd,  the  lost — too  many !  yet 

how  lew  I  Byron'a  CMUk  HaroUL 

Bat  in  that  instant,  o*er  his  soul 
Winters  of  memory  seemed  to  roll, 
And  gather  in  that  drop  of  time 
A  life  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime. 
O'er  him  who  loves,  or  hates,  or  fears, 
Such  moment  pours  the  grief  of  years. 

Byron's  CTtodur. 


Alas !  the  heedlessness  of  all  around 
Bespoke  remembrance  only  too  profound. 

Byron's  Lanu 
Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy, 
While  sorrow's  memory  is  a  sorrow  still. 

ByrotCa  Doge  of  Vemc% 

And  thus,  as  in  memory's  bark  we  shall  glide 
To  visit  the  scenes  of  our  boyhood  anew, 
Though  oft  we  may  see,  looking  down  on  the  tide, 
T^e  wreck  of  full  many  a  hope  shining  through- 
Yet  still,  as  in  fancy  we  point  to  the  flowers. 
That  once  made  a  garden  of  all  the  gay  shore, 
Deceiv'd  for  a  moment,  we'll  think  them  still  ours, 
And  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  life's  morning  once 
more.  Anon, 

A  pen  —  to  register;  a  key — 

That  winds  through  secret  wards; 

Are  well  assign'd  to  Memory 

By  aJlogotic  Bard..  Worinwrtl. 

Lull'd  in  the  countless  chambers  of  the  brain. 
Our  thoughts  are  link'd  by  many  a  hidden  chain  • 
Awake  but  one,  and  lo,  what  myriads  rise ! 
Each  stamps  its  image  as  the  other  flies ! 

Roger9*a  Pleawrea  of  Memory, 

Recall  the  trayeller,  whose  alter'd  form 
Has  borne  the  bufiet  of  the  mountain  storm : 
And  who  will  first  iiis  fond  impatience  meet  ? 
His  fliithful  dog 's  ahready  at  his  foot ! 

Rogera^a  Pleaaurea  if  Memory, 

Sweet  memory,  wafied  by  the  gentle  gale. 
Oft  up  the  stream  of  time  I  turn  my  sail. 
To  view  the  fairy  haunts  of  long-lost  hours. 
Blest  with  for  greener  shades,  for  lovelier  flowers. 

Rqgera^a  Pleaaurea  of  Memory 

Hail,  memory,  hail  I  in  thy  exhaostless  mine. 
From  age  to  age  unnumber'd  treasures  shine ! 
Thought  and  her  shadowy  brood  thy  call  obey. 
And  place  and  time  are  subject  to  thy  sway ! 

Rogera'^a  Pleaaurea  of  Memory, 

That  heart,  methinks. 

Were  of  strange  mould,  which  kept  no  cherish'd 

print 

Of  earlier,  happier  times,  when  lifo  was  fresh, 

And  love  and  innocence  made  holyday : 

Or,  that  own'd 

No  transient  sadness,  when  a  dream,  a  glimpse 

Of  foncy  touch'd  past  joys. 

HiUhoim 

Memories  on  memories !  to  my  soul  again 
There  come  such  dreams  ^  vanish'd  love  and 
bliss. 
That  my  wrung  hoart,  though  long  inured  to  palu. 
Sinks  with  the  fulness  of  its  wretchedness 

Phasbe  Cara^ 


Ah,  tell  me  not  that  memory 

Sheds  gladnew  o*er  the  peflt; 
What  18  recaird  by  faded  flowen 

Save  that  they  do  not  last? 

Were  it  not  better  to  forget, 

Than  but  remember  and  regret? 

Mitt  London, 

Number  the  riches  by  tiiy  memory  hoarded, 
Relics  of  joys  thy  by-past  years  have  known, — 

How  many  reoi  things  are  there  recorded  ? 
How  much  tnu  light  was  o^er  thy  pathway 
thrown  3frs.  Embury, 


MERCY. 

Some  clerks  no  doubt  in  their  deTicefuI  art, 
Whether  this  heavenly  thing  whereof  I  treat. 
To  wecten  mercy,  be  of  justice  part. 
Or  drawn  forth  from  her  by  divine  entreat : 
This  well  I  wote,  that  sure  she  is  as  great. 
And  meriteth  to  have  as  high  a  place, 
Sith  in  the  Almighty's  everlasting  scat. 
She  first  was  bred  and  bom  of  heavenly  race. 
From  thence  poured  down  on  men  by  influence 
of  grace.  Spen»er'9  Fairy  Qtuen. 

The  quality  of  mercy  is  not  strainM ; 
It  droppcth,  as  the  gentle  raia  firom  heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath :  it  is  twice  blessed ; 
It  blcsscth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes : 
*T  is  mightiest  in  the  mightiest ;  it  becomes 
The  throned  monarch  better  than  his  crown. 

Shak»0  MerehatU  of  Venice, 

Earthly  power  doth  then  show  Ukest  gods, 
When  mercy  seasons  justice. 

Shake,  Merchant  of  Venice. 

Though  justice  be  thy  plea,  consider  this— > 

That  in  the  course  of  justice,  none  of  us 

Should  see  salvation :  we  do  pray  for  mercy ; 

And  that  same  prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 

The  deeds  of  mercy. 

Shake.  Merchant  ef  Venice, 

No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  *longs. 

Not  the  king's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  sword. 

The  marshal'^  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe, 

Become  them  with  one  half  so  good  a  grace. 

As  mercy  does 

Shake,  Mea,for  Mea, 

Mercy  is  not  itself  that  ofl  looks  so ; 
Pardon  is  still  the  nurse  of  second  woe. 

Shake,  Mea.  for  Mea, 

Merciful  heaven ! 

thou  rather  with  thy  sharp  and  sulphurous  bolt, 

Split'st  the  onwedgeable  and  gnarled  oak. 

Than  the  sofi  myrtle. 

Shake,  Men,  for  Mea, 


How  would  you  be. 

If  he,  which  is  the  top  of  judgment,  should 

But  judge  as  you  do  7  O,  think  on  that ; 

And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips, 

Like  man  new  made ! 

Shake,  Mm.  for  Me^ 

Wilt  thoo  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  ? 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful. 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge. 

Shake.  Titue  Andromaie, 

If  little  faults  proceeding  on  distemper, 

Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  shall  we  stretch  our  eye. 

When  capital   crimes,  chew'd,  swallow'd,  and 

digested. 

Appear  before  us  7 

Shake,  Henry  V, 

I  am  an  unable  suitor  to  your  virtues ; 
For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law. 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly. 

Shake,  Timon  ef  AtheM, 

Say — pardon,  king;  let  pity  teach  thee  how: 
The  word  is  short,  but  not  so  short  as  sweet ; 
No  word,  like  pardon,  for  kings'  mouths  so  sweet 

Shake,  Richard  IL 

The  mercy  that  was  quick  in  us  but  late. 
By  your  own  counsel  is  suppress'd  and  kill'd : 
You  must  not  dare,  for  shame,  to  talk  of  mercy; 
For  your  own  reasons  turn  into  your  bosoms. 
As  dogs  upon  their  masters  worrying  them. 

Shake.  Henry  V. 

'T  is  wen  known,  that  whiles  I  was  protector. 
Pity  was  all  the  &ult  that  was  in  me ; 
For  I  should  melt  at  an  offender's  tears. 
And  lowly  worde  were  ransom  fi>r  their  fault. 

Shake.  Henry  V.    Part  IL 

Press  not  a  falling  man  too  far;  tis  virtue: 

His  faults  lie  open  to  the  laws ;  let  them. 

Not  you,  correct  him. 

Shake,  Henry  VJJL 

The  greatest  attribute  of  heaven  is  mercy ; 
And  'tis  the  crown  of  justice,  and  the  glory, 
Where  it  may  kill  with  right,  to  save  with  pity. 
Beaunumt  and  Fletcher'e  Loeer*e  Progreee, 

Great  minds  erect  their  never-fkiling  trophies 
On  the  firm  base  of  mercy ;  but  to  triumph 
O'er  a  suppliant,  by  base  fbrtone  captiv'd, 
Arguee  a  bastard  oonquest 

Maeeinger*9  Emperor  of  the  EaeL 

O  think !  think  upward  on  the  thrones  above : 
Disdain  not  mercy,  since  they  mercy  love ; 
If  mercy  were  not  mingled  with  their  ptm% 
This  wretched  world  oould  not  snbeist  an  hoar. 
Sir  W.  Xhnenanfe  Siege  ofRhode$. 


MERIT. 
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Wretched,  by  ev'ry  pamion  led, 
Som  sinfiil,  and  to  many  errors  bred. 
Has  use  of  mercy  still ;  and  does  esteem 
Creation  a  less  work,  than  to  redeem. 

Sir  W.  Davenant  en  the  ReMtoratUm, 

He  that  *s  merciiiil 
Unto  the  bad,  is  cruel  to  the  good. 

Randalph*B  Mute's  Looking-gla$8. 
Less  pleasure  take  brave  minds  in  battle  won 
Than  in  rcsi^ring  such  as  are  undone : 
Tigers  have  courage,  and  the  rugged  bear. 
But  man  alone  can,  whom  he  conquers,  spare. 

Waller,  to  my  Lord  Protector, 

On  piety  humanity  is  built, 

And  on  humanity  much  happiness. 

Yming*9  Nighi  ThoughiB, 

T  is  mercy !  mercy ! 
Hie  mark  of  heav*n  impress'd  on  human  kind, 
Mercy,  that  gladh  the  world,  deals  joy  around ; 
Mercy  tliat  smooths  the  dreadful  brow  of  power, 
And  makes  dominion  light ;  mercy  that  saves, 
ffinds  up  the  broken  heart,  and  heals  despair. 

Rowe^9  Lady  Jane  Orey, 

In  mercy  end  justice  both, 
llurough  heaven  and  earth,  so  shall  my  glory  excel. 
But  mercy  first  and  last  shall  brightest  shine. 

MiktnCs  Paradue  LoiU 

0  mercy,  heavenly  bom !    Sweet  attribute  I 
Than  great,  thou  best  prerogative  of  power ! 
Justice  may  guard  the  throne,  but  joinM  with  thee, 
On  jocks  of  adamant,  it  stands  secure, 

And  braves  the  storm  beneath. 

8omer9iU^9  Cha$€, 

Let  usurpation,  that  eternal  slave 

To  fear,  the  tyrants  greater  tyrant,  dye 

Her  thirsty  purple  deep  in  native  blood ; 

Hie  lawful  prince,  by  daring  to  fbrgive. 

Asserts  the  great  prerogative  of  heav*n. 

And  proves  his  claim  divine. 

Jeffery'e  Edvoin, 

Hate  shuts  her  soful  when  dove-eyed  Mercy  pleads. 

Sprague*B  Poems, 

Man  may  dismiss  compassion  fifom  his  heart, 

But  God  will  never. 

Cotoptr's  Taaik, 

Spider !  thou  need^st  not  run  in  fear  about 
To  shun  my  curious  eyes: 

1  won*t  humanely  crush  thy  bowels  out-— 
Lest  thou  should'st  eat  the  flies; 

Nor  will  I  roast  thee  with  a  damn*d  delighti 
Thy  strange  instinctive  fertitude  to  see  j 
For  there  is  one  who  might 
One  day  roast  me. 


Of  God  she  sung,  and  of  the  mild 
Attendant  mercy,  that  beside 
His  awful  throne  for  ever  smiPd, 
Ready  with  her  white  hand  to  guide 
His  bolts  of  vengeance  to  their  prey  — 
That  she  might  quench  them  on  their  way ! 

Moore^B  Lovee  of  the  Angds, 

'  The  world  would  be  lonely. 
The  garden  a  wilderness  left  to'  deform, 
If  the  flowers  but  rememberM  the  dulling  winds 

only. 
And  the  fields  gave  no  verdure,  lor  fear  of  the 

storm.  Charles  Siaiin» 


MERIT. 


Who  shall  go  about 
To  cozen  fertune  and  be  honourable 
Without  the  stamp  of  merit !  let  none  presume 
To  wear  an  undeserved  dignity. 

Shaks,  Merchant  of  Vetoes^ 

O,  that  estates,  degrees,  and  ofiices. 
Were  not  derivM  corruptly !  and  that  dear  honour 
Were  purchase  by  the  merit  of  the  wearer ! 
How  many  then  should  cover,  that  stand  bare  7 
How  many  be  commanded,  that  command  7 
How  much  low  peasantry  would  then  be  glean'd 
From  the  true  seed  of  honour  7  and  how  much 

honour 
Pick'd  from  the  chaff  and  ruin  of  the  times, 
To  be  new  varnish'd7 

Shaks,  Merchant  of  Venieo, 

Oh,  your  desert  speaks  loud ;  and  I  should  wrong 

it, 
To  lock  it  in  tho  wards  of  covert  bosom ; 

When  it  deserves  with  characters  of  brass 

A  ferted  residence  *gainst  the  tooth  of  time, 

And  razure  of  obliviaii. 

Shaks,  Mea,for  Mea» 

There  *8  a  proud  modesty  in  merit ! 
Averse  firom  asking,  and  resolvM  to  pay 
Ten  times  the  gifts  it  asks. 

DryderCs  Cleomenes, 

Be  then  the  first  true  merit  to  befi-iend. 

His  praise  is  lost  who  waits  till  all  commend. 

Pope, 

Good  actions  crovm  themselves  with  lasting  bays, 
Who  deserves  well,  needs  not  another's  praifte. 

•i*^  Hsam 

Merit  like  his,  the  fertune  of  Uie  mind. 
Beggars  all  wealth. 

ThemsoH^s  Tanend  and  Sigitmsmdm 

tbrivsH'd  as  thy  merit,  btf  thy  fiuue. 


MESSENGER. 

With  that  he  gn^e  hia  able  hone  the  head, 
And,  bending  forward,  etnick  his  armed  heels 
Against  the  panting  sides  of  his  poor  jade 
Up  to  the  rowel.head,  and  starting  so, 
He  seemM  in  running  to  devour  the  way, 
Staying  no  longer  question. 

Shaka.  Henry  IV.    Pari  IL 

Tet  the  first  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  losing  office ;  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  sullen  bell, 
Remember'd  knoUing  a  departing  friend. 

8hak9.  Henry  IV.    Part  II. 

Thou  tremblest ;  and  tbe  whiteness  in  thy  cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 
Even  such  a  man,  so  faint,  so  spiritless. 
So  dull,  BO  dead  in  look,  so  woe-bcgone. 
Drew  Priam*s  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night. 
And  would  have  told  him  half  his  Troy  was  burnt 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Pari  II. 

One  of  my  fellows  had  the  speed  of  him ; 
Who,  almost  dead  fi>r  breath,  had  scarcely  more 
Than  would  make  up  his  message. 

Shake.  Maeheik. 

If  thou  8peak*st  false, 
Upon  the  next  tree  ahalt  thou  hang  alive ; 
Till  famine  cling  thee :  if  thy  speech  be  sooth, 
I  care  not  if  thou  dost  for  me  as  much. 

Shake.  Maehdk. 

Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France  * 
For  ere  thou  canst  report  I  will  be  there. 
The  thunder  of  my  cannon  shall  be  heard. 

Shake.  Kiag  John. 

Fr'ythee,  say  on;    « 
The  sitting  of  thine  ejre,  and  cheek,  proclaim 
A  mSitter  from  thee :  and  a  birth  indeed. 

Which  throes  thee  much  to  yield. 

Shake.  Tempest 

I  have  not  seen 

So  likely  an  ambassador  of  love ; 

A  day  in  April  never  came  so  sweet. 

To  show  how  costly  summer  was  at  hand. 

As  this  fore-spurrer  comes  before  his  lord. 

Shake.  Merchant  of  Vemee. 

I  must  go  send  some  better  messenger ; 
I  fear  my  Julia  would  not  deign  my  lines, 
Receivmg  them  from  such  a  worthless  pmt 

Shake.  Tun  GenOemen  of  Verona. 

Ue  g7be,  I  will  not  hear  thy  vain  excuse, 
Isut,  as  thou  lov*st  thy  life,  make  speed  from  hence. 
Shake.  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona, 
igo^^goi  look,  how  I  go; 
ftwifter  than  arrow  from  the  Tartar's  bow. 

Shake.  Mideammer  Ni^e  Dream. 


He  comes,  the  herald  of  a  iH^sy  world. 

With  spatter'd  boots,  strappM  waist,  and  f^osai 

locks; 
News  fhim  all  nations  lumbering  at  his  back, 
l^rue  to  his  charge,  the  dose-packM  kwd  behind, 
Yet  careless  what  he  brings,  his  one  concern 
Is  to  conduct  it  to  the  destined  inn ; 
And,  having  droppM  th*  expected  bag,  pass  on. 
He  whistles  as  he  goes,  light-hearted  wretch, 
Cdd  and  yet  cheerful :  messenger  of  grief 
Perhaps  to  thousands,  and  of  joy  to  some ; 
To  him  indifferent  whether  grief  or  joy. 

Cowpa^i  Tadt, 

The  Tartar  lighted  at  the  gate. 
But  scarce  upheld  his  fainting  weight; 
His  swarthy  visage  spake  distress. 
But  this  might  be  6*001  weariness: 
His  garb  with  sanguine  spots  was  dyed. 
But  these  might  be  from  his  courser's  side ; 
He  drew  the  token  fix>m  his  vest, 
Angel  of  death !  'tis  Hassan's  cloven  crest! 

*   Byrofi'e  Giaoer, 


MIND. 


Sordid  and  dunghill 
Minds,  compos'd  of  earth,  in  that  gross  element 
Fix  all  their  happiness ;  but  purer  spirits, 
Furg'd  and  refin'd,  shake  off  that  clog  of 
Human  frailty. 

Beaumont  and  Fietcher'o  Elder  Bnthan 

Retir'd  thoughts  enjoy  their  own  delights, 
As  beauty  doth  in  self-beholding  eye ; 
Man's  mind  a  mirror  is  of  heavenly  sights, 
A  brief  wherein  all  miracles  scumm'd  lie, 
Of  ftirest  forms,  and  sweetest  shapes  the  store, 
Most  graceful  all,  yet  thought  may  grace  tbem 
more.  SoathwdL 

Hail,  horrors !  hail, 
Infernal  world,  and  thou,  profoundest  hell. 
Receive  thy  new  possessor;  one  who  brings 
A  mind  not  to  be  chang'd  by  place  or  timet 
The  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 
Can  make  a  heav'n  of  hell,  a  hell  of  heav'o. 

AftboR's  Pandite  LtH 

Mind,  mind    alone,  (bear    witness   earth  u^ 

heaven!) 
The  living  fountains  in  itself  contains 
Of  beauteous  and  sublime :  here,  hand  in  hand, 
Sit  paramount  the  graces ;  here  enthron'd. 
Celestial  Venus,  vvith  divinest  airs. 
Invites  the  soul  to  never-&ding  joy. 

Akeneid^e  Pleaeara  oflmagiaeim 


Look  then  abroad  through  nature,  to  the  range 
or  planets,  guns,  and  adamantine  spheree, 
Wheeling  unshaken  through  the  void  immense ; 
And  speak,  O  man,  does  this  c^Hicious  scene 
With  half  that  kindling  majesty  dilate 
Thj  strong  conception,  as  when  Brutus  rose 
Reftilgent  from  the  stroke  of  Cesar's  fate. 
Amid  the  crowd  of  patriots ;  and  his  arm 
Aloft  extending,  like  eternal  Joto, 
When  guilt  brings  down  the  thxmder,  calTd  aloud 
On  Tally's  name,  and  shook  his  crimson  steel. 
And  bade  the  father  of  his  cotmtry  hail  ? 
For  lo  I  the  tyrant  prostrate  on  the  dust. 
And  Rome  again  is  free! 

Akengide's  PUtuttres  of  Imagination, 

The  immortal  mind,  superior  to  his  fate. 
Amid  the  outrage  of  external  things. 
Firm  as  the  solid  base  of  this  great  world. 
Rests  on  his  own  foundation.    Blow,  ye  winds ! 
Ye  waves !  ye  thunders !  roll  your  tempests  on ! 
Shake,  ye  old  pillars  of  the  marble  sky ! 
Till  aD  its  orbs  and  all  its  worlds  of  fire 
Be  loosen'd  fhnn  their  seats ;  yet  still  serene. 
The  unconquer'd  mind  looks  down  upon  the  wreck ; 
And  ever  stronger  as  the  storms  advance. 
Firm  through  the  closing  ruin  holds  his  way, 
Where  nature  calls  him  to  the  deetin'd  goal. 

Akenaide's  Pleatures  of  Jmaginadon. 

With  curious  art  the  brain,  too  finely  wrought. 
Preys  on  herselfj  and  is  destroy'd  by  thought ! 
Constant  attention  wears  the  active  mind, 
Bbts  out  her  pow'rs,  and  leaves  a  blank  behind. 

ChurckOL 

For  jost  experience  tells,  in  ev'ry  soil, 
lliat  those  who  think,  must  govern  those  who  toil ; 
And  all  that  freedom's  highest  aims  can  reach 
Is  but  to  lay  proportiou'd  loads  on  each. 

GoldimUh'B  TrmeOer, 

Bfind,  despatch'd  upon  the  busy  toil. 
Should  range  irbiBie  Providence  has  blessed  the 

■oi]; 
Visitiiig  every  flow'r  with  labour  meet. 
And  gathering  all  her  treasures  sweet  by  sweet. 
She  should  imbue  the  tongue  with  what  she  sips, 
And  shed  the  balmy  blessing  on  the  lips, 
lliat  good  diffus'd  may  more  abundant  grow. 
And  speech  may  praise  the  pow'r  that  bids  it  flow. 

\jOWptrm  (/OnVSfSSROIL 

Oar  souls  at  least  are  free,  and  't  is  in  vain 
We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  obey— 
Hie  spirit  in  the  end  will  have  its  way. 

Heads  bow,  kneesbend,  eyes  watch  around  a  throne, 
And  bands  obey— our  hearts  are  still  our  own. 


The  gaudy  glass  of  fortune  only  strikes 
The  vulgar  eye ;  the  suffinge  of  the  wise. 
The  praise  that 's  worth  ambition,  is  attain'd 
By  sense  alone,  and  dignity  of  mind. 

ArmBirong'B  Art  of  Preserving  Health 

The  mind  doth  shape  itself  to  its  own  wants, 
And  can  bear  all  things. 

Joanna  BaiUie'o  Rayner, 

By  earth,  and  hell,  and  heaven. 

The  shroud  of  souls  is  riven. 

Mind,  mind  alone 

Is  light,  and  hope,  and  life,  and  power ! 

Elarth's  deepest  night,  from  this  blest  hour. 

The  night  of  mind  is  gone. 

Ebenexer  EQkiL 

The  mind  within  me  panted  afler  mind. 

The  spuit  sigh'd  to  meet  a  kindred  spirit. 

And  in  my  human  heart  there  was  a  void. 

Which'  nothing  but  humanity  could  fill. 

JofMM  Montgomery, 

Mind's  command  o'er  mind. 
Spirit's  o'er  spirit,  is  the  clear  effect 
And  natural  action  of  an  inward  gif% 

Given  of  God. 

BaUeyU  FeotuB, 

Tet  millions  never  think  a  noble  thought; 
But  with  brute  hate  of  brightness  bay  a  mind 
Which  drives  the  darkness  out  of  them,  like  hounds. 

Bailey's  FeotuM, 

Tlio  mind  is  as  the  fiiee — for  who  goes  forth 

In  public  walks  without  a  veil  at  least  7 

*T  is  this  constraint  makes  half  life's  misery. 

Jtftss  Landom. 
Time  has  small  pow'r 
O'er  features  the  mind  moulds.    Roses  where 
They  once  have  hloom'd  a  fragrance  leave  behind; 
And  harmony  will  linger  on  the  wind ; 
And  suns  continue  to  light  up  the  air, 
When  set;  and  music  from  the  broken  shrine. 
Breathes,  it  is  said,  around  whose  altar-stone 
His  flower  the  votary  has  ceas'd  to  twine  :— 
Types  of  the  beauty  that,  when  youth  is  gone. 
Breathes  fitnn  the  soul  whose  brightness  mocks 
decline.  Georgo  HSL 

With  mind  her  mantling  cheek  must  glow, 

Her  voice,  her  beaming  eye  must  show 

An  aU-inspiring  souL  ' 

LmiJMMs, 

It  is  sure. 

Stamped  by  the  seal  of  nature,  that  the  well 

Of  mind,  where  all  its  waters  gather  pure. 

Shall  with  unquestioned  spell  all  hearts  allnro. 

Wisdom  enshrined  in  beauty— Oh !  how  high 

The  order  of  that  kveliness. 

^erdvaPs  Psesis 


Hie  mind 

Fwgea  from  knowled^  an  archangers  apear, 

And  with  the  apirits  that  compel  the  world, 

ConflictB  for  empire. 

Wmi$*9  Poem*. 

What*8  the  brow 

Or  the  eye'a  lustre,  or  the  atep  of  air, 

Or  cokmr,  but  the  beavtifiil  links  that  chain 

The  mind  from  its  rare  element  7 

WWii'B  Poem. 

Woe,  woe,  to  all  who  i^riiid 
Their  brethren  of  a  common  Father  down ! 
To  all  who  plunder  from  the  immortal  mind 
Its  bright  and  glorious  crown! 

WhUHer'B  Poem. 


MIRTH. 

And  therein  sate  a  lady  fresh  and  &ir. 
Making  sweet  sdace  to  herself  alone : 
Sometimes  she  sung  as  loud  as  lark  in  air. 
Sometimes  she  laughM  that  nigh  her  breath  was 

gone' 
Tet  was  there  not  with  her  else  any  one 
That  to  her  might  move  cause  of  merriment : 
Matter  of  mirth  enough,  though  there  were  none. 
She  could  devise ;  and  thousand  ways  invent 
To  feed  her  fcolish  humour  and  vain  joIUment 

8penier*B  Fairy  Queen. 
A  merrier  man. 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  spent  an  hour's  talk  withaL 

Shake,  Low?e  LeHtmr  Ltmt, 
Let  me  play  the  hA\ 
With  mirth  and  laughter  let  old  wrinkles  come ; 
And  let  my  liver  rather  heat  with  wine. 
Than  my  heart  cool  with  mortifying  groans. 

Shake.  Merchant  of  Vemce. 
Sweet  recreation  barr*d,  what  doth  ensue, 
But  moody  and  dull  melancholy, 
(Kinsman  to  grim  and  comfortless  despair;) 
And,  at  her  heels,  a  huge  iniectious  troop 
Of  pale  distemperatnres,  and  foes  to  life  7 

Shake.  Comedy  efErrore. 
'TIS  ever  common. 
That  men  are  merriest  when  they  are  fixan  home. 

Shake.  Henry  V. 
Come,  thou  goddess  fair  and  free, 
In  heav'n  yclept  Euphrosyne, 
And  by  men,  heart-easing  mirth. 

MUUm'e  VAUegro. 
iiasto  thee,  my  nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 
Jest  and  youthfbl  jollity, 
Quips  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wilee^ 
Nod*  dod  becks  and  wreathed  smiles. 

MiUmCe  VAUegro. 


Come  and  trip  it  as  yon  go, 
On  the  light  fkntastic  toe, 
And  in  thy  right  hand  lead  with  thee, 
The  mountain  nymph,  sweet  Kberty. 

MiktnCe  VAUegre. 

These  delights,  if  thou  canst  give, 
Biirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to  live. 

MiltmU  VAUegro. 

Care  to  our  coffin  adds  a  nail,  no  doubt ; 
And  ev*ry  grin  so  merry,  draws  one  out 

J>r,  WoleoCs  Peter  rindar. 

O  spirits  gay,  and  kindly  heart! 
Precious  the  blessings  ye  impart! 

Joanna  BaUUt, 

He  is  so  frill  of  pleasant  anecdote. 
So  rich,  so  gay,  so  poignant  in  his  wit, 
Time  vanishes  before  him  as  he  speaks, 
And  ruddy  morning  through  the  lattice  peeps. 

Joanna  BaiUie''e  Dt  Montfard. 

But  then  her  fiuse. 

So  lovely,  yet  so  arch — so  full  of  mirth. 

The  overflowing  of  an  innocent  heart;  — 

It  haunts  me  stilL  Robert 

While  her  laugh,  fhll  of  life,  vnthout  any  control 
But  the  sweet  one  of  gracefulness,  rung  from  bei 

souL 
And  where  it  most  sparkled,  no  glance  could  du 

cover, 
In  lip,  cheek  or  eyes,  for  she  brighten'd  all  ofcr, 
Like  any  fair  lake  that  the  breeze  is  upon, 
When  it  breaks  into  dimples,  and  laughs  in  the  Ban 

Moore 
Merry  books,  once  read  fir  pastime. 

If  ye  dar'd  to  read  again. 
Only  memories  of  the  last  time 
Would  swim  darkly  up  the  brain! 

Jf  tss  BarrtWo  Poemt 

The  merry  heart,  the  merry  heart, 

Of  heaven's  gift  I  hold  tiiee  best; 
And  they  who  feel  its  pleasant  throb, 

Though  dark  their  kit,  are  truly  blest— 
lYom  youth  to  age  it  changes  not, 

In  joy  and  sorrow  still  the  same; 
When  skies  are  dark,  and  tempests  scowl. 

It  shines  a  steady  beacon  flame. 
It  gives  to  beauty  half  its  power. 

The  nameless  charms  worth  all  the  rest— 
The  light  that  danoes  o*er  a  face. 

And  speaks  of  sunshine  in  the  breast 
If  Beauty  ne'er  have  set  her  seal. 

It  well  supplies  her  absence  too, 
And  many  a  cheek  looks  peesing  fair, 

fieeauw  a  mer^  heart  shines  thnngib 

iVsio  England  MagaxkUt  VoU  J 
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Such  excess 
Of  mirth*8  exuberance  visits  not  for  grood. 

Jtfttfs  LandonU  Poem»» 

—  Do  nU  yon  know  that  people  wont  employ 
A  man  who  wrongs  his  manliness  by  laughing 

like  a  boy? 
And  suspect  the  azure  bkwsom  that  unfolds  upon 

a  shoot, 
As  if  wisdom's  old  potato  could  not  flourish  at  its 

root!  0,W,Hdme», 

How  brilliant  and  mirthfbl  the  light  of  her  eye, 
Like  a  star  glancing  out  from  the  blue  of  the  sky ! 

I  look  upon  the  fading  flowers 

Thou  gavest  me,  lady,  in  thy  mirth. 
And  mourn,  that  with  the  perishing  hours 

Such  fair  things  perish  from  the  earth ; 
For  thus,  I  know,  the  moment's  feeling 

Its  own  light  web  of  life  unweaTes, 
llie  dearest  trace  from  memory  stealing, 

like  perfume  from  their  dying  leaves  ^- 
The  thought  that  gave  it,  and  the  flower, 
Alike  the  creatures  of  an  hour. 

And  thus  it  better  were,  perhape  — 
For  feeling  is  the  nurse  of  pain. 

And  joys  that  linger  in  their  lapse 
Must  die  at  last — and  so  are  vain. 

Ofbn,  often  have  I  lifted 

To  my  Up  the  cup  of  mirth. 
When  the  beautiflil  and  gifted 

Crowded  round  the  festal  hearth. 

It*  Hm  C»  Hotnutt 

A  little  of  thy  merriment. 

Of  thy  spmrkling,  light  content. 

Give  me,  my  cheerful  brook, — 
That  I  may  still  be  flill  of  glee 
And  gladsomeness  where'er  I  be. 
Though  fickle  fate  hath  prison'd  me 

In  some  neglected  nook. 

James  Ruisdl  LomU. 


MISCHIEF. 

O  mischief!  thou  art  swifl 
To  entef  in  the  thoughts  of  desperate  men  I 

Shdks,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 
He  that  may  hinder  mischief 
And  yet  permits  it,  is  an  accessary. 

Freeman's  In^eriak, 

Mischief  that  may  be  help'd,  is  hard  to  know; 
And  danger  going  on  still  multiplies. 
Where  harm  hath  many  wings,  care  arms  too  late. 

Lord  Broak^M  AJakam, 


Ah,  me !  flill  sorely  is  my  heart  forlorn. 

To  think  how  modest  worth  neglected  lies ; 
While  partial  fkme  doth  with  her  blasts  adorn 
Such  deeds  alone  as  pride  and  pomp  disguise. 
Deeds  of  ill  sort,  and  mischievous  emprise. 

Shenstono 
As  lamps  bum  silent,  with  unconscious  light. 
So  modest  ease  in  beauty  shines  most  bright; 
Unaiming  charms  with  edge  resistless  fell. 
And  she  who  means  no  mischief  does  it  alL 

A,  urn. 


MISER. 

The  miser  lives  alone,  abhorr'd  by  all 

Like  a  disease,  yet  cannot  so  be  *scap*d, 

But.  canker-like,  eats  through  the  poor  men's 

hearts 
That  live  about  him :  never  has  commerce 
With  any  but  to  ruin  them :  his  house 
Inhospitable  as  the  wilderness, 
And  never  look'd  upon  but  with  a  cune. 
He  hoards  in  secret  places  of  the  earth. 
Not  only  bags  of  treasure,  but  his  com ; 
Whose  every  grain  he  prizes  'hove  a  life ; 
And  never  prays  at  all  but  fer  dear  years. 

May*o  Old  Couple 

Good  morning  to  the  day ;  and  next  my  gold ; 

Open  the  shrine  that  I  may  see  my  saint : 

Hail  the  world's  soul  and  mine !  more  than  glad  is 

The  teeming  earth  to  see  the  long'd.fbr  sun. 

Peep  through  the  horns  of  the  celestial  ram. 

Am  I  to  view  thy  splendour,  dark'ning  his ; 

That  Ijring  here  amongst  my  other  hoards, 

Show'st  like  a  flame  by  night,  or  like  the  day. 

Struck  out  of  chaos,  when  all  darkness  fled 

Unto  the  centre. 

Ben  JontfiL 

He  that  toils  and  labours  hard 

To  gain,  and  what  he  gets  has  spar'd. 

Is  from  the  use  of  all  debarr'd. 

And  though  he  can  produce  more  spankers, 

Than  all  the  usurers  and  bankers, 

Yet  after  more  and  more  he  hankers; 

And  after  all  his  pains  are  done. 

Has  nothing  he  can  call  his  owP. 

But  a  mere  livelihood  alone. 

Butter. 

Now  tianks  to  heaven 

For  blessingfl  chainkss  inifae  rich  man's  keeping  • 

Wealth  that  the  miser  cannot  hide  avniy ! 

Buy,  if  they  will,  the  invaluable  flower — 

They  cannot  store  its  fragrance  from  the  breese : 

Wear,  if  they  will,  the  costliest  gem  of  ^nd  -• 

It  pours  its  light  on  every  passing  eye ! 

WtOit's  PoMis 
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Uiinumber'd  maladiei  man's  joints  inTade, 
Lay  siege  to  life,  and  press  the  dire  blockade ; 
But  imeztini^ahM  avarice  still  remains, 
And  dreaded  losses  a^^gravate  his  pains ; 
He  turns  with  anxious  heart  and  crippled  hands, 
His  bonds  of  debt,  and  mortgages  of  lands ; 
Or  views  his  coffers  with  suspicions  eyes, 
.Unlocks  his  gold,  and  counts  it  till  he  dies. 

O,  may  I  with  myself  agree. 

And  never  covet  what  I  see, 

Content  me  with  an  humble  shade. 

My  passions  tamed,  my  wishes  laid. 

For  while  our  wishes  wildly  roll. 

We  banish  quiet  from  the  soal:-» 

*Tis  thus  the  busy  beat  the  air, 

And  misers  gather  wealth  and  care. 

John  Dyer, 


MISFORTUNE. 

He  jests  at  scars,  that  never  felt  a  wound. 

Shak$,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

'T  is  easy  to  accuse 
Whom  fortune  hath  made  faulty  by  their  fall; 
rhey  who  are  vanquished,  may  not  refuse 
The  titles  of  reproach  they  're  charg'd  withal. 

Dam^e  Cleopatra, 

Nothing  is  a  misery. 
Unless  our  weakness  apprehend  it  so : 
We  cannot  be  more  faithful  to  ourselves 
In  any  thing  that  *s  manly,  than  to  make 
HI  fortime  as  contemptible  to  us. 
As  it  makes  us  to  others. 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Honeti  MaiCo  Fortune, 

ipnjf  sir,  deal  with  men  in  misery, 
like  one  that  may  himself  be  miserable : 
Insult  not  too  much  upon  my  wretchedness ; 
The  noble  minds  still  will  not,  when  they  can. 

Heywood'9  Royal  King. 

Misfbrtune  brings 
Sorrow  enough :  't  is  envy  to  ourselves, 
To  augment  it  by  prediction. 

Habbington^M  Queen  of  Arragon, 

The  thrifty  heav'ns  mingle  our  sweets  with  gall, 
Lest  being  glutted  with  excess  of  good. 
We  should  forget  the  giver. 

Thomao  RawUno'o  RMHtm, 

From  this  unhappy  palace  let  us  fly ! 
But  whither  shall  we  leave  our  misery  7 
l^lio  to  the  unfortunate  will  kind  appear  7 
The  wretched  are  unweloome  ew^ry  where. 

Croun*9  Andromache, 


0  mortals,  short  of  sight,  who  think  the  put 
O'erblown  misfortunes  shall  still  profs  the  kit> 
Alas !  misfortunes  travel  in  a  train. 

And  ofi  in  lifo  form  one  perpetual  chain; 
Fear  buries  foar,  and  ills  on  ills  attend. 
Till  lifo  and  sorrow  meet  one  common  end. 

Yeng 

Know,  smiler !  at  thy  peril  art  thou  |deas*d ; 
Thy  pleasure  is  the  promise  of  thy  pain. 
Misfortune,  like  a  creditor  severe, 
But  rises  in  demand  for  her  delay ; 
She  makes  a  scourge  of  past  prosperity. 
To  sting  thee  more  and  double  thy  distress. 

Ybttf^'s  Night  Thm^ 

Misfortune  does  not  always  wait  on  vice ; 
Nor  is  success  the  constant  guest  of  virtns. 

JOamrd's  SegAi 

And  even  should  misfortune  come, 
I,  here  who  sit,  hae  met  wi*  some, 

An's  thankfu'  for  them  yet ; 
They  gie  the  wit  of  age  to  youth. 

They  let  us  ken  oursel ; 

They  mak  us  see  the  naked  truth. 

The  real  guid  an'  ifl. 

Btcmi'fPMM 

llie  fiuTows  of  long  thought  dried  up  in  teui. 

Byron' 8  ChUde  HeM 

But  'midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of  imD| 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  foel,  and  to  possess, 

And  roam  along,  the  world's  tir'd  denixen, 
With  none  who  bless  ns,  none  whom  we  naj 
bless.  Byron's  CAOde  KeM 

Tho  quivering  flesh,  though  torture-fom,  mtj  Hiei 
But  souls,  once  deeply  wounded,  heal  no  more. 

Ebemxerm^ 

A  malady 
Prays  on  my  heart,  that  medicine  cannot  mdii 
Invincible  and  cureless. 

1  may  not  weep — I  cannot  sigh, 

A  weight  is  pressing  on  my  breast; 
A  breath  breathes  on  me  witheringly. 
My  tears  are  dry,  my  sighs  supprest 


MOB. 

They  praise,  and  they  admire  they  knownot  whst, 
And  know  not  whom,  but  as  one  leads  the  olber; 
And  what  delight  to  be  by  such  extoU'd, 
To  live  upon  their  tongues,  and  be  their  talk, 
Of  whom  to  be  disprais'd  were  no  small  !«•"•' 

UUum'e  Faradiee  Eeg^^ 
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When  both  were  parted  <m  the  sadden. 
With  hideouB  clamonr,  and  a  loud  one. 
As  if  all  sort  of  noiie  had  been 
Contracted  into  one  loud  din ; 
Or  that  some  member  to  be  ehoeen, 
Had  gc/t  the  odds  above  a  thousand. 
And,  by  the  greatness  of  his  noise, 
Froiv*d  fittest  for  his  eoontry's  choice. 

Buder*a  HudihraB. 

The  scum 
That  rises  upnost,  when  the  nation  boils. 

Dryden^B  Don  SehoBttaru 

Some  popular  chief, 
More  noisy  than  the  rest,  but  cries  halloo 
And  in  a  trice  the  bellowing  herd  come  oat ; 
The  gates  are  barr*d,  the  ways* are  bairicadoed : 
And  one  and  all's  the  word:  true  cocks  o*  th' 

game! 
Tbey  never  ask  fat  what,  or  whom  they  fight ; 
But  torn  *em  <Nit,  and  show  'em  but  a  toe ; 
Cry  liberty,  and  that '»  a  cause  ibr  quarreL 

Ihryden*9  SfmaA  Friar. 

These  slaves, 
These  wide-moothM  brutes,  that  bellow  thus  for 

freedcMii; 
0  how  they  nin  before  the  hand  of  power, 
Flying  for  shelter  into  eyery  brake ! 

Otwtty*B  CawM  MariuB, 

Ah !  can  jra  bear  oootempi?  the  venom'd  tongue 
Of  those  whom  ruin  pleases  ?  the  keen  sneer, 
The  rude  reproaches  of  the  rascal  herd ; 
Who  tu  tho  selilsame  actions,  if  sucoeseful. 
Would  be  as  grossly  lavish  in  your  praise? 

ThomBon'B  Agamemnon, 

Inconstant,  blind, 
I^eserting  fiiends  at  need,  and  dup'd  by  foes ; 
I^md  and  seditious,  when  a  chief  inspired 
Their  headlong  fury,  but.  of  him  deprived, 
iheady  slaves  that  lick'd  the  scourging  hand. 

ThomBon'B  Liberty, 

^W  fbet  through  faithlew  leather  meet  the  dirt, 
And  eA*ner  chang M  their  principles  than  shirt 

Young'B  EpiBtU  to  Mr.  Pope. 

The  multitude  unawM  is  insolent ; 
Onoe  seiz*d  with  fear,  contemptibfe  and  vain. 

MaileCB  Mtutapha, 

What,  dam  the  angratefbl  misoreants  thus  return 
lie  many  Ikvoors  of  my  princely  grace  7 
Tis  ever  thus:  indulgence  spoils  tho  base; 
^'inng  up  pride,  and  lawless  turbulence, 
Uke  BoiMNiB  vmpoors  from  the  fulsome  marsh. 
When  monung  shines  upom  it. 

Joamm  BdlOkU  BaotL 


Then  rose  on  air 
Loud  shouts  of  joy  rnixM  wildly  strange  « 

With  voico  of  weeping  and  of  prayer. 
Expressive  of  their  blessed  change 
From  death  to  life,  from  fierce  to  kind. 
From  all  that  sinks  to  all  that  elevates  the  mind. 

Joanna  Baillie 

All  upstarts,  insolent  in  place, 

Remind  us  of  their  vulgar  race. 

Oay 

And  Uie  brute  crowd,  whose  envious  zoal 

Huzzas  each  turn  of  Fortune's  wheel. 

And  loudest  shouts  when  lowest  lie 

Exalted  worth,  and  station  high. 

Seotee  RokAy, 

Who  o'er  the  herd  would  wish  to  reign. 
Fantastic,  fickle,  fierce,  and  Vain  I 
Vain  as  the  leaf  upon  the  stream, 
And  fickle  as  a  changeful  dream ; 
Fantastic  as  a  woman's  mood. 
And  fierce  as  frenzy's  fevei'd  blood. 
Thou  many-headed  monster^hing, 

0  who  would  wish  to  be  thy  king ! 

ScoU'o  Lady  of  Ihe  LaU 

Thus  look'd  he  proudly  on  the  vulgar  crew. 
Whom  statutes  govern,  and  whom  fears  subdue. 

Crahbe, 

Each  pull'd  difiibrent  ways  with  many  an  oath, 
**  Arcades  ambo^"  id  eat — ^blackguards  both. 

Byrofi. 

Hiese  skives,  whom  I  have  nurtur'd,  pamper'd,  fed, 
And  swoU'n  with  peace,  and  gorg'd  with  plenty, 

tiU 
They  reign  themsehres — all  monarch  in  their 

mamioDs — 
Now  swarm  forth  in  rebellion,  and  demand 
His  death,  who  made  their  lives  a  jubilee. 

Byrsn's  SardomifaUiB, 

Hie  good  old  Rule 
Sufficeth  them,  the  simple  Plan 
That  they  should  take  who  have  the  power. 
And  they  should  keep  who  oan. 

ocoft*— Jleo  Roff 

MODESTY. 

In  the  modesty  of  fbarfnl  duty, 

1  read  aa  much,  as  firom  the  rattling  tongue 
Of  saucy  and  aadacious  eloqiuenoe. 

Shako.  UidBummor  A^'s  Drmm. 

Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with  modesty 

Shmso 

Hie  blushing  teaoties  of  a  modest  maid. 

Dryden*B  Ovid. 
JO* 
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Metbinks  the  rose  •••  • 
Is  the  very  emblem  of  a  maid : 
For  when  the  wett  wind  courtt  her  gently, 
How  modestly  she  blows,  and  paints  the  son 
With  hor  chaste  blushes ;  when  the  north  comes 

near  her. 
Rude  and  impatient,  then  like  chastity 
She  locks  her  beaoties  in  her  bod  again, 
And  leaves  him  to  base  briars. 

RowUift  TVoo  JVbUe  JTinfffien. 

Sure  *t  was  his  modesty.    He  might  have  thriven 

Much  better  possibly,  had  his  ambition 

Been  greater  much.    They  ofttimes  take  more 

Who  look  for  pins,  than  those  who  find  out  stars, 
JiJm  Founiain'M  Rewardi  of  Virttu. 

Tliat  modest  grace  subdnM  my  soul. 
That  chastity  of  look  which  seems  to  hang, 
A  veil  of  purest  light  o*er  all  her  beauties, 
And  by  forbidding  most  inflames  desire. 

Yoiaig'9  Bustris. 

Merit  was  ever  modest  known. 

Gay. 

Yet  innocence  and  virgin  modesty. 

Her  virtue  and  the  conscience  of  her  worth. 

That  would  be  woo*d,  and  not  unsought  be  won. 

Not  obvious,  not  obtrusive,  but  retired. 

The  more  desirable,  or,  to  say  all, 

Nature  herself  though  pure  of  sinfbl  thought. 

Wrought  in  her  so,  that  seeing  me  she  tum*d ; 

I  fbllowM  her ;  she  what  was  honour  knew, 

And  with  obsequious  majesty  approv*d 

My  pleaded  reason. 

MUUm^M  Paradi$€  Lo&L 

He  saw  her  charming,  but  he  saw  not  half 

The  charms  her  downcast  modesty  oonceal'd. 

TTumtMon^s  jSeosons. 

The  modest  virtues  mingled  in  her  eyes, 
Still  on  the  ground  dejected,  darting  all 
Their  humid  beams  into  the  blooming  flowers. 

TAemsen's  iSassoiM. 
I  pity  bashful  men,  who  feel  the  pain 
Of  fancied  soom  and  undeserved  disdain. 
And  bear  the  marks  upon  a  blushing  %.ce 
Of  needless  shame,  and  8elf-impoe*d  disgrace. 
Our  sensibilities  are  so  acnte. 
The  fear  of  being  silent  makes  us  mote. 

Cmoper*9  Conpsrsrttow. 

True  modesty  is  a  discerning  grace. 

And  only  blushes  in  the  proper  place ; 

iiut  counterfeit  is  blind,  and  skulics  through  fear, 

Wiierc  *t  IS  a  shanie  to  be  asham*d  t*  appear : 

Humility  the  parent  of  the  first, 

Tno  liist  by  vanity  produc'd  and  nurs*d. 

Couptr*9  CwvirmOkm. 


The  crimson  glow  of  modesty  o'crspread 
Her  check,  and  gave  new  lustre  to  her  charms. 

Dr,  namtM 


Still,  from  the  sweet  coofnsioo,  some  new  grace 
Blushed  out  by  stealth,  and  UngmshM  in  her  face. 

Eti9detC9  (HUL 

The  meek  mountain  daisy,  with  delicate  crest, 
And  the  violet  whose  eye  told  the  heaven  of  her 
breast  Afrs.  Sigaumef, 

The  violet  droops  its  soft  and  bashful  brow. 
But  from  its  heart,  sweet  incense  fills  the  air  ^-« 

So  rich  within — so  purs  without — art  thou. 
With  modest  mien  and  sold  of  virtue  rare! 

Mr9.09gmi. 

Heaven  help  me !  how  could  I  forget 
To  beg  of  thee,  dear  violet ! 

Some  of  thy  modesty ! 

Jamti  Ru»9§U  LawdL 


MOON.    MOONUOHT. 

This  night  methinks  is  but  the  day-light  sick. 
It  looks  a  little  paler ;  *t  is  a  day, 
Such  as  the  day  is  when  the  sun  Is  hid. 

Shaks.  Merchant  of  Vanes, 

How  sweet  the  moonlight  sleeps  upon  this  bank ! 
Here  will  we  sit,  and  let  the  sounds  of  music 
Creep  in  our  ears ;  soft  stillness,  and  the  night, 
Become  the  touches  of  sweet  harmony. 

Shakt.  Merch&nt  of  Vfrnes. 

In  such  a  night,  did 
Tonng  Lorenso  swear  he  lov*d  her  well ; 
Stealing  her  soul  with  many  vows  of  &ith. 
And  ne*er  a  true  one. 

Shaki.  Mtrehani  pf  Vemc^ 

The  moon,  the  governess  of  floodsi 
Pale  in  her  anger,  washes  all  the  air. 
That  rheumatic  diseases  do  abound : 
And,  through  this  distemperature,  we  see 
The  seasons  alter. 

Shaka,  Midiwmmer  NighCa  Dream 

The  neighbouring  moon 
(So  call  that  opposite  fair  star)  her  aid 
Timely  interposes,  and  her  monthly  round 
Still  ending,  stiU  renewing,  through  midJieaven, 
With  borrow*d  light  her  coantenance  tiiftrm. 
Hence  fiKs  and  empties  to  enlighten  th'  earth. 
And  in  her  pale  dominion  checks  the  night. 

MiltonU  Paradhe  LotL 

The  queen  of  night 
Shines  fkir  with  all  her  virgin  stars  about  her. 

0<iesy*«  Cones  Marhi»» 


MOON.    MO0NU6HT. 


fko- queen  of  night,  #ho8e  Ivrge  oommand 

Rules  all  the  sea,  and  half  the  land. 

And  over  moist  and  crazy  brains, 

In  high  spring  tide,  at  midnight  reigns. 

Was  now  declining  to  the  west, 

To  go  to  bed  and  take  her  rest 

Builer*8  HudibroM. 

Now  through  the  passing  cloud  she  seems  to  stoop, 
Now  up  tlie  pure  cerulean  rides  sublime. 
Wide  the  pale  dchige  floats,  and  streaming  mild 
0*er  the  sky^d  mountain  to  the  shadowy  vale^ 
While  rocks  and  floods  reflect  the  quiTering  gleam. 
The  whole  air  whitens  with  a  boundless  tide 
Of  stlrer  radiance,  trembling  round  the  world. 

Tlumuom*9  8ea9oni. 

Sonne  thought  it  mounted  to  the  lunar  sphere. 
Since  all  things  lost  on  earth  are  treasurM  there ; 
There  heroes'  wits  are  kept  in  ponderous  vases, 
And  beaux*  in  snuff'-boxes  and  tweezer-cases. 
Tlicre  broken  vows,  and  death-bed  alms  are  ftnmd. 
And  lovers*  hearts  with  ends  of  riband  bound ; 
The  courtiers*  promises,  and  siek  men*s  prayers. 
The  smiles  of  harloto,  and  the  tears  of  heirs, 
Cages  for  gnats,  and  chains  to  yoke  a  flea. 
Dried  butterflies,  and  tomes  of  casuirtry. 

Fcppe*s  JZops  if  tfte  Lock. 

The  queen  of  night 
Round  us  pours  a  lambent  light : 
Light  that  seems  but  just  to  show 
Breasts  that  beat,  and  dieoks  that  glow. 

Dr,  Johnion. 

My  own  ]ov*d  light, 
Tliat  every  soft  and  solemn  spirit  worships. 
That  lovers  love  so  well  —  strange  joy  is  thine. 
Whose  influence  o*er  all  tides  of  soul  hath  power, 
Who  lond*st  thy  light  to  rapture  and  despair ;  -» 
The  glow  of  hope  and  wan  hue  of  sick  fancy 
Abke  reflect  thy  mys :  alike  fhon  flghtest 
The  path  of  meeting  or  of  parting  love  — 
Alike  on  mingling  or  on  breaking  hearts 
ThoQ  snuTst  in  tiironed  beauty  I 

Maturin*§  BtrUwn, 

Sweet  moon !  if  like  Crotona's  sage. 
By  any  spell  my  hand  could  dare 
To  make  thy  disk  its  ample  page. 
And  write  my  thoughts,  my  wishes  there ; 
How  many  a  friend,  whose  careless  eye 
Now  wanders  o*er  that  starry  sky, 
Should  smile  upon  thy  orb  to  meet 
The  recollection,  kind  and  sweet. 
The  reveries  of  fond  regret. 
The  promise,  never  to  forget. 
And  all  my  heart  and  soul  would  send 
To  many  a  dear-]ov*d,  distant  fHend ! 


0  such  a  blessed  night  as  this, 

1  often  think  if  friends  were  near, 
How  we  slMNild  feel,  and  gaae  with  Uim 
Upon  the  moonlight  scenery  here ! 

"Twas  one  of  those  delicious  nights. 
So  common  in  the  climes  of  Girecoe, 
When  day  withdraws  but  half  his  lights. 
And  ail  is  OMJonshine,  bahn  Aid  peace ! 


Jlfoofia 


Ife&rs 


And  be  their  rest  unmov*d 
By  the  white  moonlight's  dazzling  power : 
None,  but  the  loving  and  belov'd, 

Should  be  awake  at  this  sweet  hour. 

Moort, 
The  moon  arose ;  she  shone  upon  the  lake. 
That  lay  one  smooth  expanse  of  silver  light; 
She  shone  upon  the  hills  and  rocks,  and  cast, 
Upon  their  hollows  and  their  hidden  glens, 

A  blacker  depth  of  shade. 

8mdkaf9  Madoe, 

11m  wild  rose,  eglantine,  and  broom. 
Wasted  around  their  rich  perflime ! 
The  birch-treos  wept  in  fhigrant  balm. 
The  aspens  slept  beneath  the  calm ; 
The  silver  Hght,  with  quivering  glance, 
Play*d  on  the  water's  still  expanse, — 
Wild  were  the  heart  whose  passion*8  sway 
Could  rage  beneath  the  sober  ray. 

ScotCs  Lady  «fihe  Lake, 

The  silver  light,  which,  hallowing  tree  and  tower, 

Sheds  beauty  and  deep  aoAness  o*er  the  whde. 

Breathes  also  to  the  heart,  and  o*er  it  flirows 

A  loving  languor  which  is  not  repose. 

ByrmL 

There  is  a  dangeroos  silence  in  that  hour, 

A  stillness  which  leaves  room  for  the  full  soul 

To  open  all  itself  without  tiie  power 

Of  calliag  whoDy  back  its  self-oontroL 

Byron^ 

And  thou  did*st  shine,  thou  roQing  moon,  npui 
All  this,  and  cast  a  wide  and  lender  light, 
Which  soflen'd  down  the  hoar  austerity 
Of  rugged  desolation,  and  flll'd  up. 
As  'twere,  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries ; 
Learing  that  beautiful  which  still  was  so, 
And  making  that  which  was  not,  till  Ihe  place 
Became  religion  and  the  heart  ran  o'er 
With  silent  worship. 

Of/nfa 

How  calmly  gliding  through  the  dark  blue  sky 
The  midnight  moon  ascends !    Her  placid  beams. 
Tliroogh  thinly  scatter'd  leaves  and  boughs  gfo 

tesque, 
Mottle  with  mazy  shades  the  erefaard  atope, 
Bm  o'«r  the  eheanuf  s  ftetted  fbliagu,  grei 
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And  many,  motionlen  the j  ipread ;  here  ehine 
Upon  the  cmjrsi  deepenm|f  with  blacker  night 
Their  chanot ;  and  there  the  glittering  argentrj 
Ripples  and  glances  on  the  ooDfloent  streams. 
A  lofelier,  purer  light  than  that  of  daj 
Rests  on  the  hills ;  and,  oh,  how  awful!/ 
Into  the  deep  and  tranquil  ftrraament 
The  summits  of  Ansera  rise  serene ! 
Thc^watehman  on  the  battlements  partakes 
The  stillness  of  the  solemn  hour,  and  leels 
The  silence  of  the  earth ;  the  endless  sound 
Of  flowing  water  soothes  him,  and  the  stars, 
Whieh  in  that  brightest  moonlight  well  nigh 

quenched 
Scarce  risible,  as  in  the  utmost  depth 
Of  yonder  sapphire  infinite  are  seen. 
Draw  on  with  elevating  influence 
Toward  eternity  the  attempered  mind : 
Musing  on  worlds  beyond  the  grave  he  stands, 
And  to  the  rirgin  mother  silently 
Breathes  fbrth  her  hymn  of  praise. 

Southey'a  Don  Roderick, 

Now  let  us  with  a  spell  invdw 
The  fl]U-orb*d  moon  to  grieve  our  eyes. 

Not  bright,  not  bright,  but  with  a  cloud 
Lapp*d  all  about  her,  let  her  rise 

AH  pale  and  dim  as  if  from  rest 

llie  ghost  of  the  late  buried  sun 

Had  crept  into  the  skies. 

Thamao  Hood, 

Xho  moon !  she  is  the  source  of  sighs, 

The  very  fhce  to  make  us  sad ; 
If  but  to  think  in  other  times 

Tlie  same  calm  quiet  look  she  had. 

i9ee 
The  moon  is  up,  it  is  tiie  dawn  of  night ; 
Stands  by  her  side  one  bold,  bright,  steady  star; 
Star  of  her  heart,  and'heir  to  all  her  light, 
Whereon  she  looks  so  proudly,  mild  and  calm, 
As  though  she  were  the  mother  of  that  star. 

Bailt^o  Fntui, 

0  moon !  old  boughs  lisp  fbrth  a  holier  din, 

The  while  they  feel  thine  airy  feUowship : 

lliott  dost  bless  every  where  with  silver  lip, 

Kifsiug  dead  things  to  life. 

Jsln  Keat$. 

Wha'  If  there  in  thee,  moon,  that  thou  should^st 

mtfve 
My  heart  so  potenuy  f    When  yet  a  child 

1  oft  have  dried  my  tears  when  thou  hast  smiTd. 
*rhou  seem*dst  my  sister ;  hand  in  hand  we  went 
Krdm  evr  to  mom  a4snss  the  firmament 

iMM  JTsstif  I 


O  moon  I  the  oldest  shades  *mong  oldest  trees 
Feel  palpitations  when  thou  lookest  in. 

JOkH  MiOttMm 

The  flMM» !  the  moon !  oh,  teU  me,  do  yc  love  her 

placid  ray  7 
Do  ye  bve  the  shining  starry  train  that  gathers 

round  her  way  7 
CNk,  if  ye  do,  go  watch  her  when  she  climbs  above 

the  main, 
While  her  fbll  transcript  lives  below  upon  the 

crystal  plain! 
While  her  soft  light  serenely  Alls,  and  rising 

biBows  seem 

Like  sheets  of  silver  spreading  fbrth  to  meet  her 

hallow*d  beam ! 

Miio  JEUxM  Cm^o  Pt 

Myriads  have  sung  thy  praise. 
Fair  Dian,  rirgin  goddess  of  the  skies ! 

And  myriads  will  raise 
Their  songs  while  time  yet  onward  flies. 
To  thee,  chaste  prompter  of  the  lover's  si| 

And  of  the  minstrel's  lays ; 
But  still  eiduLusUess  as  a  theme 

Shall  be  thy  name 

While  lives  immortal  Fame  — 
As  when  to  people  the  first  poet's  dream, 

Thy  inspiration  came.  * 

Afff .  £.  C  JiCiiiiicjii 

The  moon  is  sailing  o*er  the  sky. 

But  lonely  all  as  if  she  pin'd 
For  somewhat  of  companionship, 

And  felt  it  v^ere  in  vain  she  shin'd. 
Earth  is  her  mirror,  and  the  stars 

Are  as  the  court  around  her  throne; 

She  is  a  beauty  and  a  queen,^ 

But  what  of  this  7  she  is  aione. 

Mioo  Lndotu 

Night  on  the  waves !  and  the  moon  is  on  high. 
Hung  like  a  gem  on  the  brow  of  the  sky; 
IVeading  its  depths,  in  the  power  of  her  might, 
And  turning  the  clouds,  as  they  pass  her,  to  light 

7*  Jl.  Mitntjfk 

There  is  no  grave  in  all  the  earth 

That  moonlight  hath  not  seen ; 
It  gaseth  cold  and  passionlesi 

Where  agony  hath  been ; 
And  it  is  well :  that  changeless  ray 

A  deeper  thought  should  throw. 
When  mortal  love  pours  fbrth  its  tide 

Of  unavailing  woe ; 
It  teacheth  us  no  shade  of  grief 

Can  touch  the  starry  sky. 
That  all  our  soirow  liveth  here  — • 

The  glory  is  oo  high  I 

M[f$» «/.  7.  fFertM^gftpiL 


MORNING. 
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The  flhadows  of  the  ruin  lay 
Heavy  aad  black  athwart  his  way :-« 
Lasj^,  leaning  shapes  that  ih>wning  took 
The  forma  of  foes  he  ill  coold  brook ; 
Save  where,  between  the  rifted  rooks, 
The  moonbeams,  dropt  in  silver  blocks, 
Were  sleeping — jret  he  scarce  would  dare. 
To  set  his  darkening  footstep  there, 
And  mar  the  beaoteous  light  that  brought 
Street  Ancles  to  his  troubled  thought 

ilTrs.  Hale. 

The  rising  moon  has  hid  the  stars, 
Her  level  rays,  like  golden  bars 

Lie  on  the  landscape  green,  4 

With  shadows  brown  between. 
And  silver  white  the  river  gleams, 
As  if  Diana,  in  her  dreams, 

Had  dropt  her  silver  bow 

Upon  the  meadows  low. 

Tile  full-orb*d  moon  has  reach*d  no  higher 
Than  yon  old  church's  mossy  spire. 
And  seems,  as  gliding  up  the  air. 
She  saw  the  fkne ;  and  pausing  there. 
Would  worship,  in  the  tranquil  night. 
The  Prince  of  Peace  —  the  Source  of  light. 
Where  man  Tot  God  prepared  the  place. 
And  God  to  man  unveils  his  face. 
Her  tribute  all  around  is  seen ; 
She  bends  and  worships  fike  a  queen ! 
Her  robe  of  light  and  beaming  crown 
In  siknoe  she  is  casting  down. 

Owd^B  Poemt, 


Above,  the  overhanging  banks 
Were  linM  by  trees  in  broken  ranks. 
And  moonlight  frUing  gently  down, 
Set  with  rich  pearls  each  emerald  crown. 

WiiUam  C,  H.  Hotrngr, 

Sons  may  darken,—- 'heaven  be  bow*d  — 

Still  imehanged  shall  be, — 

SouLdeep—- here  —  that  moonlit  cloud 

To  which  I  look'd  with  thxk. 

Him  Bantu. 


MORNING. 

At  last  the  golden  oriental  gate 
Of  greatest  heaven  'gan  to  open  fiiir ; 
And  Phoebus,  fresh  as  bridegroom  to  his  mate. 
Came  dancing  lorth  shaking  his  dewy  hair. 
And  hurl*d  his  glist'ring  beams  through  gloomy 
air.  8pen8er*9  Fatty  Queen. 

The  glow-worm  shows  the  matin  to  be  near, 
Aiid  *gins  to  pale  his  uneffectual  fire. 

Shake.  HandeL 


But,  look,  the  mom  in  russet  mantle  clad. 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hilL 

Sheike.  HavdeL 

The  grey^y'd  mom  smiles  on  the  fi^wning  night. 
Checkering  the  eastern  douds  with  streaks  of 

Ughl; 
Aad  flecked  darkness  like  a  drunkard  reels 
From  forth  day's  path,  and  Titan's  fiery  wheels. 

Shake.  Borneo  and  Juliet. 

Look,  feve,  what  envioos  streaks 
Do  lace  the  severing  clouds  in  yonder  east : 
Night's  candles  are  bwnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountainjtops. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  Jtdiet. 

But  soft!    what  light  through  yonder  window 

breaks! 
It  is  the  east,  and  Juliet  is  the  sun. 

Shake.  Romeo  and  JuUet, 

See,  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates. 
And  takes  her  farewell  of  the  glorious  sun ! 
How  well  resembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 
Trimm'd  like  a  yonker,  prancing  to  his  love ! 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part,  III 

The  sOent  hours  steal  on. 
And  flaky  darkness  breaks  within  the  east 

Shake.  Richard  III. 

This  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. 

Shake.  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

The  wolves  have  prey'd ;  and  look,  the  gentle  day, 
Befiure  the  wheels  of  Fhmbus,  round  about 
Dapples  the  drowsy  east  with  spots  of  grey. 

Shake.  Much  Ado  about  Nothing, 

For  night's  swifl  dragons  cut  the  clouds  full  &st, 

And  yonder  shines  Aurora''s  harbinger; 

At  whose  approacli,  ghosts,  wandering  here  and 

there, 
Troop  home  to  churchyards :  damned  spirits  all» 
That  in  crossways  and  floods  have  burial. 
Already  to  their  wormy  beds  are  gone. 

Shake.  Mideummer  Nighi'e  Dnamm 

When  the  searching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  woiid, 
Hien  tliicves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unseen, 
In  murders,  and  In  ontiage,  bloody  hire ; 
But  when  firom  under  this  terrestrial  bail. 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  <^  the  eastern  pines, 
And  darts  his  light  through  every  guilty  hole, 
Then  murders,  treasons,  and  detested  sins. 
The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'd  fiom  off  tlieii 

backs, 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  tremblmg  at  tnemselv<ss 

Shake.  AtcAsm  iJ 


The  mm  ii  in  the  heaven ;  and  the  pnmd  day. 

Attended  with  the  pleaenies  of  the  world, 

!■  all  too  wanton. 

ShaU  KUig  JohL 

Yon  grey  lines, 
That  fret  the  clouds,  are  messengers  of  day. 

8kak$.  JuHu»  (kumr. 

It  is,  methinks,  a  morning  foU  of  fate ! 

It  riseth  slowly,  ss  her  sullen  car 

Had  all  the  weights  of  sleep  and  death  hmig  at  it! 

Slie  is  not  rosy-finger'd,  but  8wol*n  black ! 

Her  face  is  like  a  water  tumM  to  blood ; 

And  her  sick  head  is  bound  about  with  clouds, 

As  if  she  threaten*d  night  ere  noon  of  day ! 

It  does  not  look  as  it  would  have  a  hail 

Or  health  wish*d  in  it  as  on  other  moms. 

Jensofi's  Cslittne. 

Tet  hath  the  morning  sprinkled  through  the  clouds 
But  half  her  tincture ;  and  the  sail  of  night 
Sticks  still  upon  the  bosom  of  the  air. 

Chapman*9  Humarmu  Dajfw  MtrA. 

Is  not  yon  gleam  the  shuddering  mom  that  lakes, 
With  silver  tincture,  the  east  verge  of  heaven  7 

Afartton**  AnUmio  and  Mdida. 

See  the  dapple  grey  ooursers  of  the  mom. 
Beat  up  the  light  with  their  bright  silver  hoofii, 
And  .chase  it  through  the  sky. 

Manton'M  AnUmio  and  MeUda, 

Now  *gins  the  fair  dew-dabbling  blushing  mom 

To  open  to  the  earth  heav*n*8  eastern  gates, 

Displaying,  by  degrees,  the  new-bom-light, 

The  stars  have  trac*d  their  dance ;  and  unto  night 

Now  bid  good.night: 

The  young  day's  sentinel,  the  moming-star, 

Now  drives  before  him  aB  his  gUttVing  flock. 

And  bids  them  rest  vnthin  the  fold  unseen ; 

Till  with  his  whistle  Hesperas  calls  them  forth. 

Now  Titan  up,  and  ready,  calls  aloud. 

And  bids  the  rolling  hours  bestir  them  quick, 

And  harness  up  his  prancing  foaming  steeds. 

To  hurry  out  the  sun*s  bright  chariot: 

O  now  I  hear  their  trampling  feet  approach ! 

Now,  now  I  see  that  gkirious  lamp  to  dart 

His  nearer  beams,  and  all  be-point  with  gold 

The  over>peeping  tops  of  highest  hills. 

Hawkiag^9  ApoUo  i^mrnng. 

Now  the  bright  moraingi^tar,  day's  harbinger. 
Comes  dancing  from  tho  east,  and  leads  with  her 
IIm  flow*ry  May,  who  from  her  green  lap  throws 
'n«e  yellow  cowslip,  and  the  pale  primrose. 

MUton*9  May  Morning, 
hweet  IS  the  breath  of  mora,  her  rising  swee^ 
With  chann  of  earliest  birds. 

MUion**  Paradim  IML 


Now  morn  her  rosy  steps  in  th*  eastern  dime 
Advancing,  sow*d  the  earth  with  orient  pearl 

JVOlBR^s  Psrsdiw  UH 

Awake, 
My  fairest,  my  espous*d,  my  latest  found, 
Heav*n*s  last  best  gift,  my  ever  new  delight, 
j  Awake;  the  morning  shines,  and  the  fresh  field 
j  Calls  us;  we  lose  the  prime,  to  mark  how  spring 
I  Our  tender  plants,  how  blows  tlic  citron  grove, 
What  drops  the  myrrh,  and  wh;it  t)ic  balmy  reed, 
How  nature  paints  her  coburs,  how  tlie  bee 
Sits  on  the  bloom  extracting  liquid  sweet 

MUUitC9  PandiM  Lod. 

Thus  pass*d^he  night  so  foul,  till  morning  fair 
Came  forth  vrith  pilgrim  steps  in  aniicc  grey. 

Af  t/ton*«  Paradite  Regainei 

The  birds. 
Who  all  things  now  bcliold  more  fresh  and  green, 
AAer  a  night  of  storm  k  ^ruinous, 
Cleared  up  their  choicest  notes  in  bush  and  gpray, 
To  gratulate  the  sweet  return  of  morn. 

MiUon'^i  Paradin  Regawti 

See  Aurora  puts  on  her  crimson  blush. 
And  with  resplendent  rays  gilds  o*cr  the  top 
Of  yon  aspiring  hill !  the  pearly  dow 
Hangs  on  the  rose-bud*s  top;  and,  knowing  it 
Must  be  anon  exhaled,  for  sorrow  shrinks 
Itself  into  a  tear. 

Xetets  Sharp'9  NMe  Strg»i0r 

The  roey.fingerM  mom  did  there  disckse 
Her  beauty,  ruddy  as  a  blushing  bnde. 
Gilding  the  marigold,  painting  the  rose, 
With  Indian  chrysolites  her  cheeks  were  dyU 

Baroi 

The  sun  hod  long  since,  in  the  lap 

Of  Thetis,  taken  out  liis  nap^ 

And,  like  a  lobster  boird,  the  mom 

From  black  to  red  began  to  turn. 

Buder'9  HudAmi 

Sullen,  methinks,  and  slow  the  morning  breaiui 

As  if  the  sun  were  listless  to  appear. 

And  dark  designs  hang  heavy  on  the  day. 

Dryden*9  Dtdu  9f  Otdt^ 

The  morning  lark,  the  messenger  of  day, 
Saluted  in  her  song  the  morning  grey ; 
And  soon  the  sun  arose  with  beams  so  bright, 
That  all  th'  horizon  hiugh*d  to  sec  the  joyous  sight; 
He  with  his  tepid  rays  the  roso  renews, 
And  licks  the  dropping  leaves,  and  dries  the  dews. 

Dryden'9  Palamen  and  AreiU. 

Now  from  night's  womb  the  glorious  day  b»aki 

forth. 
And  ieems  to  kindle  firom  the  setting  stars. 

L9^9  LmcMM  Jmma9  BntK% 
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Now  hardly  here  and  there  a  hackney-coach 
Appeani^  abow'd  the  ruddy  morn*a  approach. 
The  aUp-ahod  *prentice  Sram  liia  master's  door, 
Had  parM  the  dirt,  and  sprinkled  round  the  floor. 
Now  Moll  had  whirPd  her  mop  with  dextr'ous  airs, 
PrcparM  to  scrub  the  entry  and  the  stairg. 
The  siDalUcool-man  was  heard  with  cadence  deep. 
Till  drownM  in  shriller  notes  of  chimney-sweep; 
Dans  at  his  lordship's  gate  begin  to  meet ; 
And  brick-dust  Moll  has  screamed  through  half  a 

Etrect 
The  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  sees, 
Duly  let  out  at  nights  to  steal  for  fees ; 
The  watchful  baiUfls  take  their  silent  stands, 
And  school-boys  lag  with  satchels  in  their  hands. 

Swift 

See !  the  night  wears  away,  and  cheerful  mom. 
All  sweet  and  fresh,  spreads  from  the  rosy  east; 
Fair  nature  seems  reviv'd,  and  e*en  my  heart 
Sits  light  and  jocund  at  the  day's  return. 

RowB*a  Royal  ComerL 

The  morning  lowers,  and  heavily  in  ck>ads 
Brings  on  the  day,  the  groat,  the  important  dty, 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Cato  and  of  Rome. 

Addi»on'9  Cato, 

At  length  tfao  world,  renewed  by  calm  repose, 
Wu  strong  for  t<^l,  the  dappled  mom  arose. 

Pameff$  Hermit, 

Bat  now  the  clouds  in  airy  tamults  fly ; 
The  sun  emerging  opes  the  azure  sky ; 
A  fresher  green  the  smiling  leaves  display. 
And,  glittering  as  thej  tremble,  cheer  thd  day. 

PamdTa  Hermit, 

Hail  to  the  joyous  day  I  with  purple  clouds 

The  whole  horizoo  gbws.    The  breezy  spring 

Stands  loosely  floating  on  the  mountain-top, 

And  deals  her  sweets  around.    The  sun  too  seems. 

As  conaclooa  of  my  joy,  with  brighter  beams, 

To  gild  the  happy  world 

7^m9on*8  Sophmutha, 

See,  how  at  once  the  bright  effulgent  sun. 
Rising  direct,  swift  chases  from  the  sky 
The  short-Uv'd  twiligfat;  and  with  ardent  blaze 
l4K>ks  gaily  fieroe  o'er  all  the  dazzling  air. 

ThimiMOfCt  Sea$ao9. 

llie  lengthen'd  night  elaps'd,  the  moitiing  shines 

Serene,  in  all  her  dewy  beauty  bright, 

Dnfblding  fiiir  the  last  autumnal  day. 

And  now  the  nuMiiing  sun  dispels  the  fog ; 

Hie  rigid  hoar.fix)st  melts  before  his  beam ; 

Aid  faoDg  OQ  every  spray,  on  every  blade 

Of  gnat,  the  myriad  dew^^lrops  twinkle  round. 


Now  flaming  up  the  heavens,  the  potent  sun 
Melts  into  limpid  air  tlie  light-rais'd  clour  Is, 
And  morning  fogs,  that  hover'd  round  the  hills, 
In  party-colour'd  bands ;  till  wide  unveilM 
The  fiice  of  nature  shines,  from  where  eartli  sccmi 
Far  Btrctch'd  around,  to  meet  the  bending  sphere 

Thommni'B  Seasone. 

The  meek-eyed  morn  appears,  mother  of  dews 
At  first  &int  glimmering  in  the  dappled  east ; 
Till  far  o'er  ether  spreads  the  widening  glow ; 
And,  from  before  the  lustre  of  her  face, 
White  break  the  clouds  away.    With  quickcn'cf 

step, 
Brown  night  retires ;  young  day  pours  in  apace, 
And  opens  all  the  luwny  prospect  wide. 
The  dripping  rock,  the  mountain's  misty  top, 
Swell  on  the  sight,  and  brighten  with  the  dawn. 

7%inn8on^8  Seaaong 

Hence  every  harsher  sight !  for  now  the  day 
O'er  heaven  and  earth  difius'd,  grows  warm  ard 

high; 
Infinite  splendour !  wide  investing  alL 

T&onuoh'a  Seaaons, 

O'er  yonder  eastern  hill  the  twilight  pale 
Walks  forth  flrom  darkness ;  and  the  god  of  day. 
With  bright  Astresa  seated  by  his  side, 
Waits  yet  to  leave  the  ocean. 

Akeruide, 

*T  is  morning,  and  the  sun  with  mddy  orb 

Ascending  fires  the  horizon. 

Cowper*B  Task 

But  who  the  melodies  of  mom  can  tell  7 

The  wild  brook  babbling  down  the  mountain's 

side; 
The  lowing  herd ;  the  sheepfbld's  simple  bell ; 
The  pipe  of  early  shepherd,  dim  descried 
In  the  lone  valley,  echoing  far  and  wide 
The  clamorous  horn  along  tiie  cliffs  above ; 
The  hollow  murmur  of  the  ocean  tide ; 
The  hum  of  bees,  the  linnet's  lay  of  love. 
And  the  fall  choir  that  wakes  the  universal  grove. 

BeaUie't  MUutrd. 

Day  takes  his  daily  turn. 
Rising  between  the  guliy  dells  of  night. 
Like  whiten'd  biUows  on  a  gloomy  sea. 

Joanna  Baillie*9  On  a 

Day  glinuner'd  in  the  east,  and  the  white  moou 
Hung  like  a  vapour  in  the  cloudless  sky. 

Rogero^o  XUu^ 

Dnj  davms,  the  twiUght  gleam  dilates. 
The  Jon  eomes  forth,  and,  like  a  god. 
Rides  through  xeioisiiig  heaven. 


noo 
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J'^ar  in  the  chambcn  of  the  weft, 
Tlic  jralc  )iad  sighed  itself  to  rest; 
llie  moon  was  cloudless  now  and  clear 
But  pale  and  soon  to  disappear. 
TIic  thin  grey  clouds  waxed  dimly  light 
Oa  Brualctnn  and  Houjrhton  height, 
\nd  the  rich  dale,  that  eastward  lay. 
Waited  tlie  wakening  touch  of  day. 
To  ^ive  its  woods  and  cultnred  plain. 
And  towers  and  spires,  to  light  again. 

Scatts  Adb<6y. 

The  sun,  awakening,  through  the  smoky  air 
or  the  dark  city  casta  a  sullen  glance, 
Rousing  each  caitiff  to  his  task  of  care. 
Of  sinful  man  tlie  sad  inheritance ; 
Summoning  revellers  from  the  lagging  dance; 
rearing  the  prowling  rohber  to  his  den ; 
OUdcd  on  battled  tower  the  warder's  lance ; 
And  warning  student  pale  to  leave  his  pen. 
And  yield  his  drowsy  eyes  to  the  kind  nurse  of 
men.  ScoWb  Lady  qftht  Lake, 

What  various  scenes,  and,  O !  what  scenes  of  woe, 
Arc  witnessed  by  that  red  and  struggling  beam ! 
The  fevered  patient,  from  his  pallet  low, 
Through  crowded  hospital  behdda  it  stream ; 
The  ruined  maiden  trembles  at  its  gleam, 
T!ie  dcI)tor  wakes  to  thought  of  gyve  and  jail. 
The  love-lorn  wretch  starts  fhim  tormenting  dream ; 
The  wakeful  mother,  by  the  glimmering  pale. 
Trims   her  sick  infant's  couch,  and  soothes  his 
iTeeble  waiL  ScoWm  Lady  of  the  Lake, 

nicst  power  of  sunshine !  genial  day ! 
What  balm,  what  life  is  in  thy  ray ; 
To  feci  thee  is  such  real  bliss. 
That  had  the  world  no  joy  but  this, 
To  sit  in  sunshine  calm  and  sweet  — 
It  were  a  world  too  exquisite 
For  man  to  leave  it  for  the  gloom. 
The  deep,  cold  shadow  of  the  tomb. 

Moore's  LdOa  RookK 

But  mighty  nature  bounds  as  from  her  birth. 
The  sun  is  in  the  heavens,  and  life  on  earth ; 
Flowers  in  tlie  valley,  splendour  in  tlie  beam. 
Health  on  the  gale,  and  freshness  in  the  stream. 

Byron's  Lara, 
Night  wanes  —  the  vapours  round  the  mountains 

curl'd 
Melt  into  mom,  and  Hght  awakes  the  world. 

Byron's  Lara, 

'I  lie  mom  is  up  again,  the  dewy  mora, 

>^'ith  breath  all  incense,  and  with  cheek  all  bkwm, 

I  •aughing  the  clouds  away  with  plajrfbl  scorn. 

And  living  as  if  earth  contained  no  tomb  — 

And  glowing  into  day 

BprneB  CkOdt  HarM 


I  now,  an  early  riser,  kire  to  hail 

The  dreamy  struggles  of  the  stars  with  lig^ 

And  the  recovering  breath  of  earth,  sleep-drown'd. 

Awakening  to  the  wisdom  of  the  sun. 

And  lift  of  light  within  the  tent  of  Heaven ; 

To  kiss  the  feet  of  morning  as  she  walks 

In  dewy  light  along  the  hills,  while  they. 

All  odorous  as  an  angel's  frcsh.eu1I*d  crown. 

Unveil  to  her  their  bounteous  loveliness. 

Bailey'9  FeUoi. 

A  night  had  pass'd  away  among  the  hills. 
And  now  the  first  faint  tokens  of  the  dawn 
Show'd  in  the  east    Tlie  bright  and  dewy  star 
Whose  mission  is  to  usher  in  tlie  mora, 
Look'd  through  the  cool  air  like  a  blessed  thing 
In  a  far  purer  world.     I  had  wak'd 
From  a  long  sleep  of  many  changing  dreams. 
And  now  in  the  fresh  forest  air  I  stood 
NervM  to  another  day  of  wandering. 

PerchmtB  Poemt 

Throw  up  the  window !    'T  is  a  mora  for  life 
In  its  most  subtle  loxuiy.    Tlie  air 
Is  like  a  breathing  from  a  rarer  world; 
And  tlie  south  wind  is  like  a  gentle  friend, 
Farting  the  hair  so  softly  on  my  brow. 
It  has  come  over  gardens,  and  the  flowers 
That  kisfl'd  it  arc  bctray'd ;  for  as  it  parts. 
With  its  invisible  fingers  my  loose  hair, 
I  know  it  has  been  trifling  with  the  rose. 
And  stooping  to  the  violet    There  is  joy 
For  all  God*s  creatures  in  it 

Wm$U  Poems. 
I  had  awoke  from  an  unpleasant  dream. 
And  light  was  welcome  to  me.    I  look*d  out 
To  feel  the  common  air,  and  when  the  breath 
Of  the  delicious  morning  met  my  brow. 
Cooling  its  fever,  and  the  pleasant  sun 
Shone  on  familiar  objects,  it  was  like 
The  feeling  of  the  captive  who  comes  fbrfli 
From  darkness  to  the  cheerful  light  of  day. 

Willis's  Poeau. 

Wake,  slumbcrer !  morning's  golden  hours 

Are  speeding  fast  away; 
The  sun  has  wak'd  the  opening  flowers. 

To  greet  the  new.bora  day. 
The  deer  leaps  from  his  leafy  haunt ;  ^ 

Fair  gleams  the  breexy  lake ; 

The  birds  their  matin  carols  ehatint — 

All  Nature  cries,  awake! 

Epes  Sat'gsHL 

*T  is  beautiful,  when  first  the  dewy  light 
Breaks  on  the  earth !  while  yet  the  scented  air 
Is  breathing  the  cool  firesh&ees  of  the  night, 
And  the  bright  dooda  a  tint  of  crimson  wear. 

Blixabeik  M.  CkatiOsr, 
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Tlie  morniii^  comes,  but  brings  no  sun ; 
The  aky  with  storm  is  overnm ; 
And  here  I  tit  in  mj  room  alone. 
And  feel,  as  I  hear  the  tempest  moan. 
Like  one  who  hlith  lost  the  last  and  best, 
The  dearest  dweller  from  his  breast ! 

T.  Bwhtman  Read, 


MOTHER. 

Nay,  mother, 

Where  is  your  ancient  courage  7    Yon  were  usM 

To  say,  extremity  was  the  trier  of  spirits ; 

That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear ; 

That  when  the  sea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 

Showed  mastcFBhip  in  floating ;  Fortune's  blows, 

When  most  struck  home,  being  gentle  wounded, 

crave 

A  noble  calmness.    You  were  us*d  to  load  me 

With  precepts  that  would  make  invincible 

The  heart  that  conn*d  them. 

ShakM,  Conolomtf. 

The  mother,  in  her  office,  holds  the  key 

Of  the  soul ;  and  she  it  is  who  stamps  the  coin 

Of  character,  and  makes  the  being  who  would  be 

a  savage. 
Bat  for  her  gentle  cares,  a  Christian  man. 
Then  crown  her  Queen  o*  the  world. 

Old  Play. 

Maternal  love  I  thou  word  that  sums  all  bliss, 
Gives  and  receives  all  bliss, —  fullest  when  most 
Thou  givest!  spring-head  of  all  ftlictty. 
Deepest  when  most  is  drawn !  emblem  of  God ! 
0*erflowing  most  when  greatest  numbers  drink ! 

PMock'B  Course  ef  Time. 

*   There  is  none 
In  all  this  oold  and  hoUow  world,  no  fount 
Of  deep,  strong,  deathless  love,  safe  that  within 
A  mother's  heart! 

Jfrs.  Hematul'B  Si^e  ef  Valencia. 

The  same  fbnd  mother  bent  at  night 
O'er  each  fate  sleeping  brow; 
She  had  each  folded  flower  in  sight 

Mre,  Heman$*»  Poema. 

I  miM  thee,  my  mother,  when  young  health  has 
fled. 
And  I  sink  in  the  languor  of  pain. 
Where*  Where  is  the  arm  that  once  piibwM  my 
head. 
And  the  ear  that  once  heard  me  complain  7 
^er  hands  may  support  me,  gentle  accents  may 
fldl— 
For  the  fbnd  and  the  true  are  still  mine  s 
I  *ve  a  Massing  for  each ;  I  am  grateful  to  ally- 
Bat  whose  eare  tan  be  soothing  as  thine  7 

EUaa  Coek''§  Poana. 


I  miss  thee,  my  mother !  thy  image  is  still 
The  deepest  impress^  on  my  heart. 

And  the  tablet  so  faithful  in  death  must  be  chill, 
Ere  a  line  of  that  image  depart 

Elixa  Cook'B  Poeme 

Sweet  is  the  imago  of  the  brooding  dove ! 
Holy  as  heaven  a  mother's  tender  love ! 
The  love  of  many  prayers,  and  many  tears, 
Which  changes  not  with  dim  declining  years — 
The  only  love,  which,  on  this  teeming  earth. 
Asks  no  return  fi>r  passion's  wajnrard  birth. 

Jlfrs.  JVorlOR's  Dream. 
Ah!  blessM  are  they  for  whom,  *mid  all  their 

pains. 
That  faithful  and  unalter*d  love  remains ; 
Who^  life  wreckM  round  them — Shunted  from  their 

rest— 
And  by  all  else  forsaken  or  distressM  — 
Claim  in  one  heart,  their  sanctuary  and  shrine  — 
As  I,  my  mother,  claim'd  my  place  in  thine ! 

Mr$,  NorUnL 

She  was  my  friend  —  I  had  but  her — no  more, 
Na  other  upon  earth — and  as  for  heaven, 
I  am  as  they  that  seek  a  sign,  to  whom 
No  sign  is  given.    My  mother !    Oh,  my  mother ! 

Ta^ar'^§  Edwin  the  Fair, 

Would,  Mother,  thou  oouldst  hear  me  tell 

How  oft,  amid  my  brief  career. 
For  sins  and  follies  lov'd  too  well. 

Hath  fUien  the  firee,  repentant  tear. 
And,  in  the  waywardness  of  youth. 

How  better  thoughts  have  given  to  me 
Contempt  for  error,  love  fi>r  truth, 

'Mid  sweet  remembrances  of  thee. 

Jamee  Aldrieh, 
She  led  me  fust  to  God; 

Her  words  and  prayers  were  my  young  spirits 

dow— 

For  when  she  us'd  to  leave 

The  fureside  every  eve, 
I  knew  it  was  for  prayer  that  she  withdrew. 

How  often  has  the  thought 

Of  my  raouni'd  mother  brought 
Peace  to  my  troubled  spirit,  and  new  power 

The  tempter  to  repel! 

Mother,  thou  knowest  well 
That  thou  hast  bless'd  me  since  my  natal  houi . 

John  PierfOM 

My  mother ! —manhood's  yf*"—  brow 
And  sterner  cares  have  long  been  mine ' 

Yet  turn  I  to  thee  fondly  now. 

As  when  upon  thy  bosom's  shrine 
My  infant  grielb  were  gently  hush'd  to  rest. 
And  thy  low  whisper'd  prayers  my  slumber  bless  d 

Gaarge  W  Buk^Me 
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MOTHER. 


I  vc  por*d  o'er  many  a  yellow  page 
Of  ancient  wiedoxn,  and  have  won. 

Perchance,  a  ncholar^s  name  —  but  sage 
Or  bard  have  never  taught  thy  eon 

IjCssoub  so  dear,  so  fraught  with  hdy  truth. 

As  tliiMc  his  1  mother's  fiiith  shed  on  his  youtli. 

George  W,  Bethuiu, 

A  mother's  love  —  how  sweet  the  name ! 

What  is  a  mother's  love  7 
—  A  noblo,  pure,  and  tender  flame, 

Enkindled  from  above, 

To  bless  a  heart  of  cartlily  mould ; 

Tl)c  warmest  love  that  can  grow  cold ; 

This  is  a  motlier*s  love. 

Jamea  Montgomery, 

There  are  smiles  and  tears  in  the  mother's  eyes, 
For  her  new-born  babe  beside  her  lies ; 
Oh,  heaven  of  bliss !  when  the  heart  o'erflows 
With  the  rapture  a  mother  only  knows  I 

Henry  Ware^  Jr. 

Our  little  ones  inquire  of  me,  where  is  their  mother 

gone  ?  — 
What  answer  can  I  make  to  them,  except  with 

tears  akmo: 
For  if  I  say,  to  hoaven -^  then  the  poor  things 

wish  to  learn, 
How  far  is  it,  and  where,  and  when  their  motlier 

will  return.  Albert  J*ike. 

Yes,  I  have  left  the  golden  shore. 

Where  childhood  'midst  the  roses  pUy'd : 
Those  sunny  dreams  will  come  no  more, 

I'hat  youth  a  long  briglit  Sabbath  made. 
Yet  while  tliose  drcanis  of  memory's  eye 

Arise  in  uiany  a  glittering  train. 
My  soul  goes  back  to  infancy, 

And  hears  my  mother's  song  again ! 

Wmo  O^ylord  CUtrk, 
And  while  my  soul  retains  the  power 

To  think  Upon  each  faded  year. 
In  every  bright  or  shadow'd  hour. 

My  heart  shall  hold  my  mother  dear. 
The  hills  may  tower  —  the  waves  may  rise, 

And  roll  between  my  home  and  me ; 
Yet  shall  my  quenchless  memories 

Turn  with  undying  love  to  thee. 

Wiai9  GayU/rd  Clarh. 

Mother !  dear  mother !  the  feelings  nurst 
As  I  hung  at  thy  bosom,  clung  round  thee  firoL 
T  was  tlie  earliest  link  in  love's  warm  chain— » 
^r  is  the  only  one  that  will  long  remain : 
And  as  year  by  year,  and  day  by  day, 
;e)iime  friend  frtili  trusted  drops  away, 
Mother!  dear  mother  I  ok!  dooithouoeo 
lima  tke  tkorUm^d  eAam  Mngo  mo  noorer  thoef 

WtOu's  EarUer  Poemo. 


Number  thy  lamps  of  love,  and  tell  me  now 
How  many  canst  thou  re-light  at  the  stam, 
And  blush  not  at  thoir  burning?  One — one  oiily«- 
Lit  while  your  pulses  by  one  heart  kept  time, 
And  fed  with  fiiitliful  fondness  to^oor  grave  *- 
(Though  sometimes  with  a  hand  stretch'd  back 

from  heaven) 
Steadfast  through  aU  things  —  near  when  most 

forgot  — 
And  with  its  finger  of  unerring  truth 
Pointing  the  Io»t  way  in  thy  darkest  hoiv  — 
One  lamp  —  thy  mother'^e  lote — amid  the  stars 
Shall  lif\  its  pure  flame  changeless,  and  before 
The  Uirono  of  God  bum  through  eternity  — 
Holy — as  it  was  lit  and  lent  thee  here. 

WUlia'e  Poem, 

Dear  mother,  of  the  thousand  strings  which  waken 
The  sleeping  harp  within  the  human  heart, 

The  longest  kept  in  tune,  though  oft  forsaken, 
Is  that  in  which  the  mother's  voice  hath  part: 

Her  still,  small  voice,  which  e'en  the  careless  ear 

Tumeth  with  Tevercnce  deep  and  pure  delight  to 
hear.  Mro,  E,  J.  Eamt$, 

My  mother !  at  that  holy  name 

Within  my  bosom  there  *b  a  gush 
Of  feeling  which  no  time  can  tame, 
A  feeling  which  (or  years  of  fame 

I  would  not,  could  not  cruab ! 

GoorgB  P.  JIforrtt 

When  we  see  the  flower  eeeda  wafkd 

From  the  nurturing  mother  tree. 
Tell  we  can,  wherever  planted. 

What  the  harvesting  will  be ; 
Never  from  the  blasting  tliistle 

Was  there  gatlicr'd  golden  grain,— 
Thus  the  seal  the  child  receiveth 

From  its  mother  will  remain. 

Jfrt.  Hale'i  PooRA 

Earth  held  no  symbol,  had  no  living  sign 

To  imago  forth  the  mother's  deathless  lovs; 

And  BO  the  tender  cars  the  righteous  prove, 
Beneath  the  ever- watching  Eye  divine, 
Was  given  as  type  to  show  how  pure  a  shrine 

The  mother's  heart  was  hallowM  from  above; 
And  how  her  mortal  hopes  must  intertwine 

With  hopes  immortal ; — and  she  may  not  mon 
From  tliis  high  station. which  her  Saviour  seal'd, 
When  in  matcrnail  arms  he  lay  reveal'd. 

Mr$,  HaU's  Poem$. 

O  wondrous  power !  how  little  understood, — 
Entrusted  to  the  mother's  mind  alone, 

To  fashion  genius,  form  the  aoal  ftr  good» 
Inspire  a  West,  or  train  a  Waihingten! 

Mr$.  HMt  Pomt. 


MQUJVTAINS. 
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Sweet  jTUrtber !  yoa  fear  while  no  longer  yiw  guide 

me. 
The  Past  will  be  lost  in  tlie  Preeent'e  gaj  show; 
But  ah !  whether  joy  or  mitfortune  betide  moi 
I  love  you  too  dearly  your  love  to  forego ! 

Mrs.  Osgwfd's  Prnms. 

And  still,  when  the  chill  wing  of  woe  darkens 
o'er  mc, 

I  am  gfiratcfal  its  shadow  extends  not  to  thee ; 

While  if  praise  thrill  my  heart  or  if  joy  emile  be- 
fore me, 

I  sigh — **CbaId  afta  know  it,  how  glad  she  woold 
be!" 

Street  mother !  too  fendly  yoor  darling  yoa  cher- 
ishM, 

For  me  to  ibri^t  yoa  wherever  I  go ;  -— 

Ah  n6 !  not  till  memory's  power  has  perishM; 

I  love  yoa  too  dearly  to  tarn  from  you  so ! 

Jf rs.  Ofgeod'a  Ptcms. 

I  am  one  who  hold  a  treasure 

And  a  gem  of  wondrous  cost ; 
But  I  mar  my  heart's  deep  pleasure 

With  the  fear  it  may  be  lost 
Oh !  for  some  heavenly  token, 

By  whieh  I  may  be  sore 
Tile  vase  shall  not  be  broken  — 

Dispersed  the  essence  pure* 
Then  spoke  the  angol  of  mothers 

To  me  in  gentle  tone, 
"Be  kind  to  the  children  of  others, 

And  thus  deserve  thine  own/* 

JVrs.  JiOtfl  TT.  Abioe. 

The  mothers  of  oar  Foreet.Land  1 

Stout-hearted  dames  were  they; 
With  nerve  to  wield  the  bat|le*brand» 

And  join  the  border-f^ay : 
They  shrank  not  firom  the  ibemaii-^ 

Hiey  quaird  not  in  the  fight— 
Bot  cbeer'd  their  husbands  throngh  the  day, 

And  socChM  them  throogh  the  night. 

WWtm  D  euOtigker. 

lite  mothers  of  our  Forest-Land 

Their  bosoms  pillowM  men  ! 
And  proud  were  they  by  such  to  stan<^ 

In  hammock,  fort  or  glen ; 
To  load  the  sure  old  rifle  — 

To  run  the  leaden  ball^ 
To  watch  a  battling  husband's  plaeei 

And  ffll  it  should  he  fkU : 
No  braver  dames  had  Sparta, 

No  nobler  matrons  Rome— 
Tet  who  or  lauds  or  honours  them, 

Kfen  in  toetr  own  green  homer 


Thou  art  not  mine  —  upon  thy  sweet  lip  lingers 

Thy  mother's  smile — 
And  while  I  press  thy  soft  and  baby  fingers 

In  mine  the  while  -*- 
In  the  deep  eyes  so  trustfblly  upraising 

Their  light  to  mine  — * 
I  deem  the  spirit  of  thy  mother  gazing 

To  my  soul's  shrine. 
They  ask  me  with  their  meek  and  sof)  beseeching 

A  mother's  care  — 
They  ask  a  mother's  kind  and  patient  teacliing— ^ 

A  mother's  prayer — 
Not  mine— yet  dear  to  me— fair  firagrant  blossom 

Of  a  fkir  tree  — 
Crush'd  to  the  earth  in  life's  first  glorions  summer^- 

Thou  'rt  dear  to  me, 
CSiild  of  the  lost,  the  buried,  and  the  sainted, 

I  call  thee  mine  — > 

Tin  fidrer  stiU  with  tears  and  sin  untainted  -^ 

Her  home  be  thine. 

Jtfrs.  TFe% 

MOUNTAINS. 

Who  first  beholds  those  everlasting  clouds. 
Seed-time  and  harvest,  morning,  noon  and  night, 
Still  where  they  were,  steadfiist,  immovable ; 
Who  first  beholds  the  Alps -^  that  mighty  chain 
Of  mountains,  stretching  on  from  east  to  west. 
So  massive,  yet  so  shadowy,  so  ethereal. 
As  to  belong  rather  to  heaven  than  earth  — 
But  instantly  receives  into  his  soul 
A  sense,  a  fooling  that  he  loses  not, 
A  something  that  informs  him  'tis  a  moment 
Whence  he  may  date  henceforward  and  forever  t 

Ragen*§  Ilakf 

A  herdsman  on  tho  lonely  mountain  top, 
Oh  then  how  beautiful,  how  bright  appear'd 
The  written  promise !    Early  had  be  learn'd 
To  reverence  the  volume  that  displays 
The  mystery,  the  lifo  that  cannot  die ; 
But  in  the  mountains  he  did  fed  his  ^th ! 

WordffieorfA 

The  whispering  air 
Sends  inspiration  from  the  mountain  heights. 

Wordewmik, 

Above  me  are  the  Alps, 
The  palaces  of  nature,  whose  vast  walls 
Have  pinnaci'd  in  clouds  their  snowy  scalpit, 
And  thron'd  eternity  in  icy  halls 
Of  cold  sublimity,  where  forms  and  fkHs 
The  avalanche '-—  the  thunderbolt  of  snow . 
Afl  that  expands  the  spirit,  yet  appals, 
Gather  aroond  these  summits,  or  to' show 
How  earth  may  pierce  to  heaven,  yet  leave  vam 
man  below.  BfrmCB  CWde  HwrUi 
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MOURNINO. 


He  who  first  met  the  higfaltnd^a  sweHing  bhie, 
Will  love  each  peak  that  ahowB  a  kindred  hoe ; 
Hail  in  each  cra^  a  fViend**  fiimifiar  face. 
And  clasp  the  mountain  in  his  niind*a  embrace. 

Bynm*9  J§land, 
Mont  Blanc  is  the  monarch  of  monntains ; 

They  crown*d  him  long  ago 
On  a  throne  of  rocks,  in  a  robe  of  doodsi 

With  a  diadem  of  snow, 
Around  his  waist  are  fbrests  bracM, 

The  Avalanche  in  his  hand. 

offPOti  $  BamyTtnm 

Mountains  have  iaDon, 
Leaving  a  gap  in  the  clouds,  and  with  the  shock 
Rocking  their  Alpine  brethren ;  filling  up 
The  ripe  green  vallies  with  destruction's  splinters ; 
Damming  the  rivers  with  a  sudden  dash. 
Which  crushed  the  waters  into  mist,  and  made 
Their  fountains  find  another  channel 

Bynn*$  Mmrfred, 

For  the  strength  of  the  hills  we  bless  thee, 

Our  God,  our  fathers*  God ! 

Thou  hast  made  thy  children  mighty 

By  the  touch  of  the  mountain  sod. 

Mn.  Hemam, 

Tlicrc  is  a  wakening  on  the  mighty  hills, 
A  kindling  with  the  spirit  of  the  mom ! 
Bright  gleams  are  scattered  firom  tlie  thousand  rills, 
And  a  sod  visionary  hue  is  bom 
On  tlio  young  foliage  worn. 
By  all  tlie  cmbosoniM  woods— «  silvery  green, 
Made  up  of  spring  and  dew,  harmoniously  serene. 

Mn.  Htmant^B  Poem$. 

1  stand  iq;x>n  my  native  hills  again. 
Broad,  round,  and  green,  that  in  the  summer 
sky, 
With  garniture  of  waving  grass  and  grain. 

Orchards  and  bcechen  forests,  basking  lie. 
While  deep  the  sunless  glens  are  sooop*d  between. 
Where  brawl  o*er  shallow  beds  the  streams  unseen. 

BryaMC§  Poem$. 
Hero  mountain  on  mountain  exultingly  throws 
Through  storm,  mut,  and  snow,  its  bleak  orags 
to  the  sky; 
In  their  shadow  the  sweets  of  tlie  valley  repose, 
While  streams,  gay  with  verdure  and  sunshine 
steal  by.  WiOiam  Peter. 

These  mountains,  piercing  to  the  sky 

With  their  eternal  nones  of  ice,—- 
I  Change  not,  but  still  remain  as  ever,  - 

Hnwasting,  dcatn.ess  and  sublime, 
i\nd  will  remain  while  lightnings  quiTer« 

Or  stars  the  hoary  summiti  climbi 
iH  rollp  the  thundcr-ohariot  of  eternal  Time. 

AOmtPiU 


My  mmmtain  home,  wf  moontaiit  bona  I 

HioDgh  Tallies  &iror  lie. 
My  spirit  pines  amid  their  bloom  »- 

It  shots  me  fitmi  the  sky; 
The  mountains  holier  visions  bring 

Than  e*er  in  vales  arise, 

As  brightest  sunshine  bathes  the  wing 

T1iat*s  nearest  to  the  skies. 

Mn.HA 


MOURNING. 

We  must  ail  die! 
An  leave  ourselves,  it  matters  not  where,  when. 
Nor  how,  so  we  die  well :  and  can  that  man  that 

does  so 
Need  lamentation  for  him  7  children  weep^ 
Because  they  have  offended,  or  for  foar ; 
Women,  for  want  of  will  and  anger :  is  there 
In  noble  man,  that  truly  feels  both  poises 
Of  lifo  and  death,  so  much  of  this  set  weakness, 
To  drown  a  glorious  deatli  in  child  and  woman. 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher'B  VaUntimiaiL 

They  truly  mourn,  that  mourn  without  a  witness. 

BarotCi  Aftrsa. 

What  though  no  friends  in  sable  weeds  appear, 

Grieve  for  an  hour,  perhaps,  then  mourn  a  year. 

And  bear  about  the  mockery  of  woe. 

To  midnight  dances  and  the  public  show ! 

Pepe. 

Many,  my  fiiend,  have  mouraM  for  thee. 

And  yet  shall  many  moum, 
Long  as  thy  name  on  earth  shall  be 

In  sweet  remembrance  home; 
For  while  thine  absence  they  deplore, 

*T  is  for  themselves  they  weep, 
That  they  behold  thy  fiuie  no  man. 

Jtmua  Itontgtatenf. 

Thon  art  lost  to  me  fbrever,-^!  have  lost  thee, 

Isadore, 
Thy  head  wUl  never  rest  npon  my  loyal  bosom 

more. 
Thy  tender  eyes  will  never  more  gaze  fondly  into 

mine. 
Nor  thine  arms  around  me  lovingly  and  trustingly 

entwine. 
Hioa  art  dead  and  gone,  loving  wifo, — thy  heart 

is  stiD  and  cold^ — 
And  I  at  one  stride  have  become  most  comfortless 

and  old; 
Of  oar  whole  world  of  kwe  and  song,  thoa  wast  loe 

only  light, 
A  star,  whose  setting  left  behind,  ah !  me,  how  dark 

anight! 

Thou  are  lost  to  me,  forsvex,  Isadcra 

AUmiPika^ 


MURDER. 


Oh!  thoa  who  dry*tt  the  monmeni'  tear, 

How  dark  this  world  would  be, 
[(  when  deceived  and  wounded  here, 

We  could  not  fly  to  thee ! 
The  friends  who  in  our  aunshine  live, 

When  winter  cornea,  are  flown ; 
And  he  who  haa  but  teara  to  give, 

Muat  weep  tboea  toara  alone ; 
But  thou  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart, 

Which,  like  tite  plants  that  throw 

Their  fragrance  from  the  wounded  part. 

Breathes  sweetness  out  of  woe. 

Moore'$  Potm». 
A  Toice  upon  the  prairies, 

A  cry  of  woman*a  woe 

lliat  minglcth  with  the  autumn  blast 

All  fitfully  and  low; 

It  is  a  mother's  wailing: 

Hath  earth  another  tone 

like  that  with  which  a  mother  mouma 

Her  lost,  her  only  one? 

Jtfrt.  8%gwmmf9  Poem9. 


MURDER. 

Murder  moat  ftml,  aa  in  the  beat  it  is; 
Bat  this  moat  Ibul,  strange,  and  unnatural 

Shak9.  Hamlet. 

Thus  was  I,  alecinng,  by  a  brother's  hand. 

Of  life,  of  crown,  of  queen,  at  once  dispatoh'd ; 

Cot  off  even  in  the  blossom  of  my  sin, 

Vnhoasel'd,  disappointed,  unanneal'd ; 

No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  my  account. 

With  all  my  imperfections  on  my  head. 

Shai9.  HamleU 

He  took  mj  father  groealy,  iuU  of  bread ; 
With  all  hia  crimes  broad  blown,  as  flush  aa  May ; 
And  how  hia  credit  stands,who  knows,  save  heaven  7 
But  in  our  circumstance  and  course  of  thought, 
Ti.  he»»y  with  Um.  ^,j^  1,^,^ 

I  will  work  him 
To  an  ezploii,  now  ripe  in  my  device. 
Under  the  which  he  shall  not  choose  but  fall: 
And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  shall  breathe ; 
Bat  even  hia  mother  shall  uncharge  the  practice. 
And  call  it  accident  gj^  jj^^ 

Ere  the  bat  hath  flown 
Hu  cloister'd  flight ;  ere,  to  black  Hecate's  sum- 

moDs, 
The  shard-borne  beetle,  with  his  drowsy  hmna. 
Hath  rang  night's  yawning  peal,  there  ahall  be 

doo0 

A  daed  ea  oreadtiil  note. 

Skai9.Miiadk. 


Oome,  thick  night. 

And  pall  thee  in  the  dunnest  smoke  of  hell ! 

That  my  keen  knift  aoe  not  the  wound  it  makes 

Nor  heaven  peep  through  the  blanket  of  tlie  dark. 

To  cry,  hold,  hold  I 

SkaJa.  Machetk 

Thou  Bure  and  fhrm-set  cartli. 
Rear  not  my  iteps,  which  way  they  walk,  for  fear 
Thy  very  stones  pntte  of  my  whereabout. 
And  take  the  present  horror  fixxn  the  time. 
Which  now  suits  with  it-— Whiles  I  threat,  he 

lives; 
Words  to  the  heat  of  deeds  too  cold  breath  gives. 

Shakg,  Macbeth, 

One  cry'd,  God  bless  us,  and  Amen,  the  other ; 
As  they  had  seen  me,  with  these  hangman's  bands. 
Listening  their  fear.    I  could  not  say,  Amen, 
When  they  did  say,  God  bless  us. 

Shak$.  Macbeth 

The  bell  invites  me. 
Hear  it  not,  Duncan :  for  it  is  a  kncU 
^That  tummeos  thee  to  heaven,  or  to  hell. 

Shake,  Macbeth, 

This  Duncan 
Hath  borne  hia  &cultie8  so  meek,  hath  been 
So  clear  in  his  great  oflkie,  tliat  his  virtues 
Will  plead  like  angek,  trumpet-tongu'd,  against 
Hie  deep  damnation  of  his  taking  off. 

Shake,  Macbeth, 

Hien  live,  Macduff;  what  need  I  fear  of  thee  7 

But  yet  I  *11  make  assurance  doubly  sure. 

And  take  a  bond  of  &te :  thou  shalt  not  live ; 

That  I  may  tell  pale-hearted  fear,  it  lies. 

And  sleep  in  spite  of  thunder. 

Shake.  MaebeA, 

Safe  in  a  ditch  he  lies, 
With  twenty  trenched  gashes  on  his  head ; 

The  least  a  death  to  nature. 

Shake,  MacbetK 
I  am  in  blood 
Stept  in  so  far,  that,  should  I  wade  no  more. 
Returning  were  as  tedious  as  go  o'er. 

Shake.  Maebtth, 

If  the  assissination 

Could  trammel  up  the  eonsequence,  and  catch, 

With  his  surcease,  aucoess ;  that  but  this  bk>w 

Might  be  the  lie-all,  and  the  end-all,  here, 

But  here,  upoa  this  bank  and  shoal  of  time. 

We  'd  jump  the  lifb  to  oome. — ^But,  in  these  cases. 

We  still  have  judgment  here ;  that  we  but  teach 

BkKKly  instructions,  which,  being  taught,  return 

To  plague  the  inientor :  this  even-handed  justice 

Commends  the  ingredients  of  our  ^loisonV  ?halico 

To  our  own  lipsl 

Shake.  Moebtfh 


W* 


IfURDBR. 


1  will  haTc  blood,  thoy  lay ;  blood  win  have  blood : 
Stonea  bavo  been  known  to  move,  and  trees  to 

apeak; 
Augura,  and  ondentood  rolatiana,  bave 
By  inagot-piea,  and  ooo^ba,  and  rooki,  hroai^bt 

forth 

The  secrefft  mm  of  Mood. 

8kak$.  Macbdk. 

Will  all  Neptane*8  ooean  wath  this  hlood 

Clean  from  iny  handT    No,  this  mj  hand  will 

rather 

The  mnltitudinoua  aeaa  incamardine, 

Making  the  j^reen  one,  red. 

Shak$,  Mofihelk. 

The  tyrannous  and  bloody  act  Is  done ; 
The  most  arch  deed  of  piteous  massacre, 
That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  ot 
Dighton,  and  Forrest,  whom  I  did  snbbom 
To  do  this  piece  of  ruthless  butchery. 
Albeit  they  were  fleshM  villains,  bloody  dogs. 
Melting  with  tenderness,  and  miM  compassion, 
Wept  like  two  children,  in  their  death's  sad  story. 

Shaka.  Rielmrd  III. 

The  great  kmg  of  kings 
Hath  in  the  table  of  his  law  commanded, 
I'hat  thou  shalt  do  no  murder ;  wilt  thou  then 
Spurn  at  his  edict,  and  fulfil  a  man's. 

8h^^  Riehmrd  I  J  J. 


Cousin,  thou  wast  not  wont  to  be  so  dull ;  •— 
Shall  I  be  plain?  I  wish  the  bastards  dead; 
And  I  would  have  it  suddenly  perfbrm'd, 
What  say'st  thou  now  7  speak  suddenly,  be  brief. 

8kak9.  Richard  III. 

Your  tyo»  drop  mill-stones,  when  fimlsi'  eyes  drop 

tears: 

I  like  you  lads ;— about  your  business  straight; 

Go,  go,  despatch. 

Sfhak$.  Richard  III. 

Let  *8  kill  him  boldly,  bat  not  WrathifaUy ; 
Let 's  carve  him  as  &  dish  fit  for  the  gods, 
Not  hew  him  as  a,  carcase  fit  ibr  hounds. 

ShakM,  JuUu9  €^mtr, 

0  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth. 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers ! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man, 

That  ever  hved  in  the  tide  of  times. 

Shakt.  JwimM  Cmm. 

Though  in  tiie  trade  of  war  I  have  slain  men. 
Yet  do- 1  hold  it  very  stuff  o'  the  conscience 
To  do  no  oontrivM  murder,  I  lack  tniquity 
Snmetimes,  to  do  me  service :  nine  or  ten  times 

1  had  thougnt  ti  have  yei^'d  him  here  under  the 

ribs 

fiftsb.  OlAcBft 


Now,  how  dost  thou  look  now  7  O  i&.starrM  wrnch  ? 

Pale  as  thy  smock !  when  we  shall  meet  at  com^ 

This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  heaven, 

And  ^nds  will  snatch  at  it 

Bhi£kM.  Ot^Oa 

Durst  thou  have  look*d  upon  him,  being  awske, 
And  hast  thou  killM  him  sleeping  7  O  brave  tooch . 
Could  not  a  worm,  an  adder  do  so  much  7 
An  adder  did  it ;  fbr  with  deadlier  tongue 
Than  thine,  thou  serpent,  never  adder  ston^ . 

SAoJes.  Mvdnanamtr  Nighta  Dnam. 

Butchers  and  viHains,  bloody  cannibals ! 
How  sweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  croppM ! 
You  have  no  children,  butohcrs !  if  you  had, 
The  thought  of  them  would  have  stirr'd  up  remorse 

ShakM.  Henry  VL    Pari  lit 

This  is  the  man  should  do  the  bloody  deed ; 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fiiult 
Lives  in  his  eye ;  that  close  aspect  of  his 
Does  show  the  mood  of  a  much-troubled  breast 

Shak$.  King  John, 

How  oft  the  sight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds, 
Makes  deeds  iU  done !    Hadst  not  thou  been  by, 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark*d, 
Quoted  and  sign*d,  to  do  a,  deed  of  shame, 
This  murder  had  not  come  into  my  mind. 

Shahs.  King  John 

See,  his  fkoe  is  black  and  fiill  of  bk)od ; 
His  eye-balls  further  out,  than  when  he  livM ; 
Staring  Aill-ghastly,  like  a  strangled  man ; 
His  hair  uprearM,  his  nostrils  stretchM  with  stmy • 

gling: 
His  hands  abroad  displayed,  as  one  that  graspM 
And  tuggM  for  life,  and  was  by  strength  sufadu'd. 
Look  on  tlie  sheets ;  his  hair,  you  see  is  sticking; 
His  wefl-proportion*d  beard,  maido  rough  and  rug- 

ifed. 
Like  to  the  summer's  eom  by  tempest  lodgM: 
It  cannot  be,  but  he  was  murder'd  here : 
Hm  least  of  all  these  signs  are  probable. 

Shak^  Hfnry  VL    Part  U 

Blood,  though  it  sleep  a  time,  yet  never  dies : 
The  gods  on  murd*rers  fix  revengeful  eyes. 

ChofmanU  Widom't  Tmt9 

Blood  hatfi  strange  organs  to  discourse  withal; 
It  is  a  olam*rous  orator,  and  then 
£v*n  nature  will  ezcoed  herself  to  tell 
A  crime,  so  thwarting  nature. 

OomtrtaWa  Lodrntie  Sfcra^ 

Judgment  itself  would  scarce  a  law  enact 
Against  the  mord'rer,  thinking  it  a  fact 
That  man  Against  man  would  never  dar^oommit; 
Since  the  worst  things  of  aatare  do  net  ik 

Cfige'i  Orttif' 
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Murder  itself  is  past  all  expiation, 

The  i^catest  crime  that  nature  doth  abhor. 

Qqft'9  Orettf, 

Other  sins  only  speak,  m  order  shrieks  oOt 
The  element  of  water  moistens  the  earth. 
But  blood  flies  upwards  and  bedews  the  heavens. 

Webster, 

Is  there  a  crime 
Beneath  the  roof  of  heaven,  that  stains  the  soul 
Of  man,  with  more  infernal  hue,  than  damn'd 


Ci^^s  Cmtar  in  Eg}ffL 

Twice  it  calPd,  so  kmdly  call'd, 
With  horrid  strength,  beyond  the  {utch  of  nature; 
And  murder !  murder !  was  the  dreadful  cry. 
A  third  time  it  retum'd  with  feeble  strength. 
But  o*  the  sudden  ceas*d,  as  though  the  words 
Were  smother'd  rudely  in  the  grappIM  throat. 
And  all  was  still  again,  save  the  wiki  blast 
Which  at «  distance  growl'd  ^- 
Ofa !  k  will  never  iWmi  my  mind  depart ! 
That  dreadful  cry,  aU  i*  the  iftstant  stillM. 

Joanna  BaUUe's  De  Montford. 

Villains, 
I  know  yoa  both,  ye  are  slaves  that  fer  a  ducat 
Would  rend  the  screaming  iniknt  from  the  breast. 
To  pfamge  it  in  the  flames : 
Yea,  draw  your  keen  knives  'cross  a  father's  throat. 
And  carve  with  them  the  bloody  meal  ye  earn'd. 

MaturitCB  Bertram, 

Aye,  heaven  and  earth  do  cry,  impossible. 

The  shuddering- angels  round  the  eternal  throne. 

Veiling  themselves  in  glory,  shriek,  impossible. 

But  bell  doth  know  it  true. 

Maturin^B  BatraoL 

Hear  thou,  and  hope  not — if  by  word  or  deed. 
Yea,  by  invisible  thought,  miutterM  wish, 
Thou  hast  been  ministrant  to  this  faoirrid  act— 
With  full  eoOected  ibroe  of  malediction 
I  do  |>roiMnnoe  unto  thy  soul — despair. 

Maturiii'B  Bertram, 

Cease,  triflers ;  would  yoa  have  me  feel  remorse, 
Leave  me  alone — nor  ceD,  nor  chain,  nor  dungeon. 
Speaks  to  the  murderer  with  the  voice  of  solitude, 

Maturin'e  Bertram, 

Oh!  thou  dead 
And  everlasting  witness !  whose  unsinking 
Blood  darkens  earth  and  heaven !  what  thou  now 

an, 
I  know  not !  but  if  thou  sees^t  what  I  am, 
I  think  thoo  wilt  forgive  him,  whom  his  QoA 
Can  ne'er  fiirgive,  nor  his  own  soul -^  flirewen ! 

Bynm*B  CaUt* 


Still  as  a  tomb  the  ship  keeps  on ; 

Nor  sound  nor  stirring  now. 
Rush,  hark !  as  from  the  centre  of  the  deep- 
Shrieks— fiendish  yells !   They  stab  them  in  their 
sleep  f  Ikma''$  Buccaneer, 

The  scream  of  rage,  the  g^oan,  the  strife, 

The  blow,  the  gasp,  the  horrid  cry. 
The  panting,  throttled  prayer  Rir  life, 

The  dying's  heaving  sigh. 
The  rourd'rer's  curse,  the  dead  man's  fiz'd,  still 

glare, 
And  fears,  and  death's  cold  sweat '^— they  all  are 
there !  Dane's  Buccaneer 


n 


— •  I  know  thou  com'st  fbr  me,' 
Lee's  spirit  to  the  spectre  said ; 
*^I  know  that  I  must  go  with  thi 
Take  me  not  1    the  dead ! 
I  *m  weak  and  faint    O,  let  me  stay !" 
**  Nay,  murd'rer,  rest  nor  stay  fer  thee !" 

Dana's  Buccaneei 
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Eflsoons  tliey  heard  a  most  melodious  ^und. 
Of  all  that  might  delight  a  dainty  ear,  \ 
Such  as  at  once  might  not  on  living  ground. 
Save  in  this  paradise,  be  heard  elsewhere  t 
Eight  hard  it  was  for  wight  which  did  it  hear, 
Te  rede  what  manner  of  musio  that  might  be ; 
For  all  that  pleasing  is  to  living  ear. 
Was  there  c(Hisorted  in  one  harmony; 
Birds,  voices,  instruments,  winds,  waters,  all  agree 

Spenser^B  Fairy  Queen 

But  soon  the  eyes  rendered  the  ears  their  right ; 
For  such  strange  harmony  he  seem'd  to  hear. 
That  all  his  senses  flock'd  into  his  ear. 
And  every  faculty  wish'd  to  be  seated  there. 

Spensefs  Britain's  Ida, 

Give  me  some  music ;  music  moody  feed 
For  us  that  trade  in  love. 

Shake*  Antwy  and  Cleepatm* 

This  music  mads  me,  let  it  sound  no  more ; 
For  though  it  have  help'd  mad  men  to  their  wits, 
In  me,  it  seems,  it  will  make  wise  men  mad* 

Shaks.  Riehard  11 

If  music  be  the  food  of  love,  play  on. 
Give  me  excess  of  it;  that,  surfeiting. 
The  appetite  may  sicken,  and  so  die. 

Shaken  Twdfth  Nigki 

That  strain  again ;  it  had  a  dying  fall : 
O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear  like  the  sweet  south. 
That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets, 
Stealing,  and  giving  odoiJ*. 

Shaks   Twelfth  yigM 
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Mark  it,  Ceiuio;  it  is  old,  and  pUin: 

The  spintten  and  the  knittfon  in  the  iiin. 

And  the  free  maids  that  weafe  their  thread  with 

bone, 

Do  use  to  chaont  it ;  it  is  silly  sooth, 

And  dallies  with  the  innoeenoe  of  love, 

Like  the  old  age. 

ShakB.  Twdftk  Night 

This  music  crept  by  me  upon  tlio  waters ; 

AUajring  both  their  Airy,  and  my  passion. 

With  its  sweet  air. 

Shah,  Tempe$L 

Preposteroos  ass !  that  never  read  so  iar 
To  know  the  cause  why  music  was  ordainM  I 
Was  it  not  to  refresh  the  mind  of  man, 
AfUr  his  studies,  or  his  usual  pain  7 

Shaka,  Taming  the  Shnw> 

Hio  man  that  hath  no  music  in  himsell^ 
Nor  is  not  moT*d  with  concord  of  sweet  sounds. 
Is  fit  for  treasons,  stratagems,  and  spoils ; 
The  motions  of  his  spirit  are  dull  as  night. 
And  his  affections  dark  as  Erebus : 
Lot  no  such  man  be  trusted. 

Shaki.  Merehanl  of  Vemee, 

Let  there  be  no  noise  made,  my  gentle  friends : 
Unless  some  dull  and  favourable  hand 
Will  whisper  music  to  my  weary  spirit. 

Shaks.  McrehaiU  of  Venke. 

Orpheus*  lute  was  strung  with  poets*  sinews ; 
Whose  golden  touch  could  soflcn  steel  and  stones ; 
Make  tigers  tamo,  and  huge  leviathans 
Forsake  unsounded  deeps  to  dance  on  sands. 

Shako,  Two  Oentlemen  of  Verona, 

Once  I  was  upon  a  promontory. 

And  heard  a  mermaid,  on  a  dolphin's  back, 

IHtering  such  dulcet  and  harmonious  breath 

l%at  the  rude  sea  grow  civil  at  Jier  song ; 

And  certain  stars  sliot  madly  from  their  spheres, 

To  hoar  the  sea-maid's  music. 

Shako,  Midoummer  NighVo  Dream, 

Music  so  softens  and  disarms  the  mind, 
rhat  not  an  arrow  does  resistance  find. 
Thus  the  fair  tyrant  celebrates  the  priie. 
And  acts  herself  the  triumph  of  her  eyes. 
So  Nero  once,  with  harp  in  hand,  surveyed 
His  flaming  Rome,  and  as  it  bum*d  he  play*d. 

WalUr. 

I  *11  think  no  more  on  *t ; 
<rive  me  some  music ;  look  that  it  bo  sad. 

Dryden, 

Music  nas  coarms  to  soothe  the  savage  breast. 
To  suflen  rocks,  and  bend  the  knotted  oak. 

Congreve'o  Mourning  Brido, 


Al  last  a  soft  and  sdemn-breatfaing  aomid 

Rose  like  a  steam  of  rich  distiird  perfume^ 

And  stole  upon  the  air,  that  even  silence 

Was  took  ere  she  was  *ware,  and  wish*d  she 

Deny  her  nature  and  be  never  more. 

Still  to  be  so  displac*d.    I  was  all  ear. 

And  took  in  strains  that  might  create  a  sodl 

Under  the  ribs  of  death. 

MUm'o  C( 


Often  our  seers  and  poets  have  ceofest, 
That  music's  force  can  tame  the  furious  brssst; 
Can  make  the  wol£,  or  foaming  boar,  restrain 
His  rage ;  the  lion  drop  his  crested  mane^ 
Attentive  to  the  song ;  the  lynx  forget 
His  wrath  to  man,  and  lick  the  minstrel's  feet 
Are  we,  alas !  loss  savage  yet  than  these? 
Else  music,  sure,  may  human  cares  appease^ 

Prior'o  SolooML 

£*en  rage  itself  is  cheer'd  with  music : 
It  wakes  a  glad  remembrance  of  our  youth, 
Calb  back  past  joys,  and  warms  us  into  tnohpoit 

Rmoeo  Fak  Pentteol 


Each  sound  too  here  to  languishment  inclin'd, 
Lnird  the  weak  bosom,  and  induced  ease. 
Aerial  music  in  the  warbling  wind. 
At  distance  rising  ofl,  by  small  degrees 
Nearer  and  nearer  came,  tifl  o*cr  the  trees 
It  hung,  and  brcath'd  such  soul-dissolving  ain, 
As  did,  alas !  with  soft  perdition  please : 
Entongl'd  deep  in  its  enchanting  snares, 
The  list'ning  heart  forgot  all  duties  and  all  caret. 

Thmnoon^o  Coolie  qfJndoUnee. 

All  me !  what  hand  can  touch  the  string eo  fine? 
Who  up  the  lofty  diapason  roll 
Such  sweet,  such  sad,  such  solemn  a»s  divine. 
Then  let  them  down  again  into  the  soul  7 
Now  rising  love  they  &nn'd,  now  pleasing  dole 
They  brcath'd  in  tender  mnsings  through  the 

heart; 
As  when  seraphic  hands  a  hymn  impart: 
Wild  warbling  nature  all,  above  the  reach  of  ait 

Thamoan'o  CaaHe  of  Inddast 

Aric  me  no  more,  whither  does  haste 
The  nightingale,  n^en  May  is  past, 
For  in  your  sweet  dividing  throat 
She  winters  and  keeps  warm  her  note. 


Canm 


How  music  charms? 

How  metre  warms? 

Parent  of  actions  good  and  brave ! 

How  vice  it  tames? 

And  worth  inflames? 

And  holds  proud  empire  o*er  the  grave! 
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Though   ahtferihlneM    and  I  have    long    been 

itruiipera, 
Barmonioiw  Mande  are  still  delightful  to  mc, 
tben  *i  vure  no  panion  in  the  human  eonl. 
Bat  finds  Its  ibod  in  music. 

LUk^M  FiOal  Curimty, 

Ry  nKiBtc,  minds  an  eqnal  temper  know, 
Nor  swell  too  high,  nor  sink  too  low : 
If  in  the  breast  tumultuous  joys  arise, 
Music  her  soft  persuasive  voice  applies ; 
Or,  when  the  soul  is  pressM  with  cares, 
Enhs  her  in  enUv'ning  airs. 
Warriors  she  fires  with  animated  sounds. 
Poors  balm  into  the  bleeding  lover's  wounds : 
Melancholy  lifts  her  head, 
Morpheus  rouses  frbm  his  bed. 
Sloth  onibUis  her  arms  and  wakes, 
Ltst^aing  envy  drops  her  snakes ; 
Intestine  wars  no  more  our  passions  wage. 
And  giddy  factions  hear  away  theb  rage. 

P&pe*9  Ctalia. 

0  mvsic,  sphere  descended  maid. 
Friend  of  pleasure,  wisdom^s  aid ! 

Contfif**  Passions. 

Music  reeembles  poetry :  in  each 

Are  nameless  graces,  which  no  method  teach. 

And  which  a  master's  hand  alone  can  roach ! 

F«pe. 

I  do  remember,  too. 
She  \M  me  of  a  mermaid  once,  that  lay 
Along  the  acoopM  side  of  a  hollow  wave, 
Singing  such  dulcet  music,  that  the  car, 
like  a  woo*d  damsel,  trembled  with  delight 

Sir  A.  HtaU*s  Julian, 

Perhaps  the  breath  of  music 
May  prove  more  eloquent  tlian  my  poor  words : 
It  it  the  medicine  of  the  breaking  heart 

Sir  A,  HufWa  Julian, 

How  soft  the  music  of  those  viUage  bells, 

Faffing  at  intervals  upon  the  ear 

In  cadence  awect !  now  dying  all  away, 

Noir  pealing  loud  again  and  louder  still, 

Clear  and  sonorous  as  the  gale  comes  on. 

With  easy  ibroe  it  opens  all  the  colls 

Whero  memory  slept    Wherever  I  have  heard 

A  kindrod  melody,  the  scene  recurs. 

And  with  it  aJl  its  pleasures  and  its  pains. 

Cot0per*«  Ta$h 

There  is  in  aouls  a  sympathy  with  sounds, 
And  as  the  mind  is  pitch*d,  the  ear  is  pleasM 
Wjfli  moiling'  airs  of  martial,  brisk  or  grave, 
80BM  chord  ID  nnisan  with  what  we  hear 
Is  loQC^d  within  us,  and  the  heart  repliet. 

Cmeper'9  TVtl. 
Y 


Yet  what  is  music,  and  the  blended  power 

Of  voice  with  instruments  of  wind  and  string  1 

What  but  in  empty  pageant  of  sweet  noise  7 

'Tis  past :  and  all  that  it  has  left  behind 

Is  but  an  echo  dwelling  in  the  ear 

Of  the  toy-taken  fiincy,  and  beside, 

A  void  and  countless  hour  life's  brief  day 

Crowe. 

But  hark!  the  village  clock  strikes  nine  —  the 

chimes    . 
Merrily  follow,  tuneful  to  the  sense 
Of  the  pleased  clown  attentive,  while  they  make 
False  measur'd  melody  on  olrai^  beUs. 

0  wondrous  power  of  modulated  sound !' 
Which  like  the  air  (whose  aU  obedient  shape 
Thou  mak*st  thy  slave)  canst  subtilely  pervade 
The  yielded  avenues  of  sense,  unlock 

The  close  afiections,  by  some  fairy  path 
Winning  an  easy  way  through  every  ear, 
And  with  thine  unsubstantial  quality 
Holding  in  mighty  chains  the  hearts  of  all ; 
All,  but  some  cold  and  sullen  tempered  spirits. 
Who  feel  no  touch  of  sympathy  or  love. 

Crewe. 

Is  there  a  heart  that  music  cannot  melt  7 
Alas !  how  is  that  rugged  heart  fi)rlorn ! 
Is  there,  who  ne'er  those  mystic  transports  felt 
Of,  solitude  and  melancholy  bom  7 
He  needs  not  woo  the  muse ;  he  is  her  scorn ; 
The  sophisfs  rope  of  cobwob  he  shall  twino ; 
Mope  o*er  the  schoolman's  peevish  page ;  or  mourn, 
And  delve  for  life  in  mammon's  dirty  mine ; 
Sneak  with  the  scoundrel  fox  or  grunt  with  glutton 
swine.  Beattit'e  Min$irfi 

1  was  a  wild  and  wayward  boy. 

My  childhood  scom*d  each  childish  toy. 

Rctir'd  from  all,  reserved,  and  coy, 

To  munng  prone, 

I  woo'd  my  solitary  joy, 

My  harp  alone. 

Ambition's  dream  I  *vn  seen  depart, 

Have  read  of  penury  the  smart. 

Have  felt  of  love  the  venom'd  dart 

When  hope  was  flown : 

Yet  rests  one  solace  to  my  heart,— 

M  V  harp  alone. 

SeeWB  BaktH 

So  far  was  heard  the  mighty  knell, 
Tlie  stag  sprung  up  on  Cheviot  Fell, 
Sproad  his  bniad  nostrils  to  the  wind. 
Listed  before,  aside,  behind ; 
And  quak'd  among  the  mountain  fbm, 
To  hear  that  mund  io  dnli  and  Htom. 

Se9iC» 
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The  flomid,  upon  the  fitful  gale, 
In  aolemo  wise  did  riae  and  ftilt 
Like  that  wild  hajp^  whoee  raa|;ic  tone 
Ib  w&ken'd  by  the  winds  alone. 

ScaW$  Lay  9f  tkt  Lm§t  Mimtrd, 

There  ii  a  charm,  a  power,  that  awayi  the  breast; 
Bids  every  passion  revel  or  be  stiU ; 
Inspires  with  rage,  or  all  our  cares  dissolves ; 
Can  soothe  distraction,  and  almost  despair-^ 
That  power  is  music. 

Arm9lrong*B  Art  ^  Pre»erting  Health. 

Music  exalts  each  joy,  aDays  each  grie{ 
Expels  diseases,  softens  every  pain. 
Subdues  the  rage  of  poison  and  of  plague. 

Armstnmg's  Art  9f  Prmarvmg  HmUk. 

Whose  stoiy  is  so  pleasing,  and  so  sad. 
The  swains  have  tumM  it  to  a  plaintive  lay. 
And  sing  it  as  they  tend  theb^  mountain  sheep. 

Joanna  BmOU^a  Baail 

I  thank  thee ;  this  shall  be  our  daily  song, 
Jt  cheers  my  heart,  although  these  foolish  tears 
Seem  to  disgrace  its  sweetness. 

Joanna  BaUUo^o  Beacon, 

Anon  through  every  pulse  the  music  stole, 
And  held  sublime  communion  with  the  soul. 
Wrung  fhim  the  coyest  breast  the  imprisoa*d  sigh. 
And  kindled  rapture  in  the  coldest  eye. 

Montgomery  9  World  before  the  Flood, 

Music !  -—  O  how  faint,  how  weak. 

Language  fades  before  thy  spell ! 

Why  should  feeling  ever  speak 

When  thou  canst  breathe  her  soul  so  well  7 

Friendship's  balmy  words  may  feign. 

Love's  are  e*en  more  false  than  they ; 

Oh  *  *t  is  only  music's  strain 

Can  sweetly  soothe,  and  not  betray ! 

Moore. 

"  "This  must  bo  the  music,"  said  he,  **  of  the  spears. 

For  I*m  blest  if  each  note  of  it  doesn't  run 

through  one !  Moore^o  Fudge  Family, 

Sweet  notes !  they  tell  of  former  peace, 

Of  all  that  look'd  so  rapturous  then ;  — 

Not  wither'd,  lost — Oh !  pray  thee,  cease, 

I  cannot  bear  these  sounds  again. 

Moore, 

Here  paus'd  he,  while  the  music,  now  less  near, 
Hreath'd  with  a  holier  language  on  his  ear. 
As  though  the  distance,  and  that  heav'nly  ray 
Through  which  the  sounds  came  floating,  took 

away 
Ml  that  had  been  too  earthly  in  the  lay. 
O  could  he  listen  to  such  sounds  unmov'd. 
And  by  that  light — nor  dream  of  her  he  lovM ! 

Mnore'o  LaUa  Roekh. 


For  mine  is  the  lay  that  lightly  fioats. 
And  mine  are  the  murmuring  dying  Dolea, 
Tliat  &11  as  soft  as  snow  oo  the  soa. 
And  melt  in  the  heart  as  instantly  I 
And  the  passionate  strain  that,  deeply  going, 
Refines  the  bosom  it  trembles  through. 
As  the  musk-wind,  over  the  water  blowing. 
Ruffles  the  wave,  but  sweetens  it  too ! 

Moor^o  LoUa  iZoott. 

But  the  gentlest  of  all,  are  those  sounds  full  of 

feeling, 
That  soft  6rom  the  lute  of  some  lover  are  stealing- 
Some  lover,  who  knows  all  the  heart'toocbiog 

power 

Of  a.  lute,  and  a  sigh,  in  the  magioal  hoar. 

Moon, 

y  Oh !  that  I  were 

Hie  viewless  spirit  of  a  lovely  sound, 

A  living  voice,  a  breathing  luLrmeny, 

A  bodiless  enjoyment —*  bom  and  djring. 

With  the  Uest  tone  that  made  me ! 

Byron^o  Monfrti. 

*TiB  sweet  to  hear 
At  midnight,  on  the  blue  and  moonlit  deep, 
The  song  and  oar  of  Adria's  gondolier, 
By  distance  mellow'd,  o'er  the  waters  sweep. 

Byna. 

There's  music  in  the  sighing  of 'a  reed; 
There 's  music  in  the  gushing  of  a  rill; 
There's  music  in  all  things,  if  men  h^  ears; 
Their  earth  is  but  an  echo  of  the  spheres. 

Byrm. 

It  nae,  that  ehaunted  mournful  strain, 

like  some  lone  spirit's  o'er  the  plain: 

*Twas  musical,  but  sadly  sweet, 

Such  as  when  winds  and  harp-strings  meet, 

And  take  a  long  unmeasur'd  tone. 

To  mortal  minstreby  unknown. 

Byron'o  Si^  ^  Cerintk 

The  convent  bells  are  ringing, 

But  mournfully  and  slow ; 

In  the  grey  square  turret  swinging, 

With  a  deep  somid,  to  and  fit) : 

Heavily  to  the  heart  they  go  I 

Byron*o  Porimoo, 

And  there  are  songs  and  quavers,  roaring,  ham- 
ming. 
Guitars,  and  every  other  sort  of  strumoiiog.  I 

Byroo'oB^fo*  j 

To  hear  him,  you'd  believe  ' 

An  ass  was  practising  recitative. 


Music,  where  soft  voices  die. 
Vibrates  in  the  memory. 
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lliat  tall  man,  a  griant  in  boUc  and  in  height, 
Not  an  inch  of  hia  body  is  free  from  delight; 
Can  he  keep  bimaelf  still.  If  he  would  7  oh,  not  he ! 
Tlie  music  stirs  in  him  like  wind  through  a  tree. 

Wordnoarth — Power  cf  Mutie, 

Blest  be  the  song  that  brightens 

The  blind  man*s  gloom. 

Song  lifts  the  languid  oar 

And  bids  it  aptly  fall,  with  chime 

That  beautifies  the  fiurest  shore. 

Word$tDOrdL 

And  yoDder  lattice,  where  thick  TineJeaTM 
Are  canopy,  a  maiden  leans— she  has  caught 
A  shadow-^ and  she  sees  a  well-known  form 
Amid  thoee  trees,  and,  with  her  hair  flung  back. 
She  listens  to  his  song— >*  The  $ong  she  leoetL* 

Rogen, 
Music!  why  thy  power  employ 
Only  fer  the  sons  of  joy? 
Only  Ibr  the  smiling  guests 
At  natal  or  at  nuptial  feasts? 
Rather  thy  lenient  numbers  poor 
On  those  whom  secret  griefs  devout ; 
And  with  some  softly-whisper*d  sir 
Smooth  the  brow  of  dumb  despair. 

Bring  music,  stir  tiie  broocUng  air 

With  an  ethereal  breath ! 

Bring  sounds  my  struggling  soul  to  bear 

Up  fnm  the  oonch  of  death ! 

Jtfrt.  Heman$. 

By  what  strange  spell 

Is  it,  that  erer,  when  I  gaae  on  flowers, 

I  dream  of  music  ? 

Mn,  Hemam, 

It  was  my  evil  star  above. 

Not  my  sweet  lute,  that  wrought  me  wrong ; 
It  was  not  song  that  taught  me  love. 

Bat  it  was  love  that  taught  me  song. 

JIfifft  LandoM^i  Poeme, 

The  music  was 
Of  divine  suture— strong  to  pass! 
And  those  who  heard  it  understood 
Someflnng  of  life  in  spirit  and  Uood— 
Something  of  Nature's  &ir  and  good. 

Jtftts  BaneWe  Poem$* 

There  *s  music  in  the  forest  leaves, 

When  summer  winds  are  there, 
And  in  the  laugh  of  forest  girls, 

Tliat  braid  their  sunny  hair. 
The  first  wild  bird  that  drinks  the  dew, 

From  violets  of  t^e  spring, 

lias  music  in  his  song,  and  in 

The  fluttering  of  his  wing. 

AkOadb 


Hiere^s  something  in 

The  shape  of  harps  as  though  they  had  been  made 

By  music. 

BaUey*B  Fssfus 

Oh,  nature  first  was  fresh  to  men, 

And  wanton  without  measure ; 
So  youthful  and  so  flexile  then. 

Yon  mov'd  her  at  your  pleasure. 
Twang  out,  my  fiddle  !  sliake  the  twigs ! 

And  make  her  dance  attendance  ; 
Blow,  flute,  and  stir  the  stiflT-set  sprigs, 

And  schirrous  roots  and  tendons. 
*Tis  vain  I  in  such  a  brassy  age 

I  could  not  move  a  thistle ; 
The  very  sparrows  in  the  hedge 

Scarce  answer  to  my  whistle ; 
Ah,  had  I  liv'd  when  song  was  great, 

And  legs  of  trees  were  limber. 
And  ta'en  my  fiddle  to  the  gate. 

And  fiddled  in  the  timber ! 

reimyiOB's  Po«^. 

The  words  that  bear  a  mission  hi^ 
If  musichallow^d,  never  die ! 

Jtfrs.  Hole**  Psems 

The  Songs  that  flow'd  on  Zion*to  HiU 
Are  chanted  in  God's  Temple  stiU, 
And  to  the  eye  of  fkith  unfold 
The  glories  of  His  House  of  old. 

Jtfirt.  Hal^e  Poem 

A  mystery  this— but  who  can  see 
Tlie  soft  south  vrind  that  sways  the  tree, 
And  warms  its  rital  flood  to  flow. 
And  wakes  its  folded  buds  to  blow  ? 
Even  thus  the  Power  of  Music,  felt, 
Tlie  soul  is  sway'd,  the  heart  will  melt, 
Till  Love  and  Hope  so  bless  the  Hours, 
Lift's  dial-plate  is  mark'd  by  flowers. 

Jftfrs.  JFToIe't  Poemo, 

The  Father  spake !    In  grand  reverberatiqns 
Through  space  roU'd  on  the  mighty  music-tide, 

liVhile  to  its  low,  majestic  modulations 
The  clouds  of  chaos  slowly  swept  aside. 

Mn,  Oegoo^o  Poeme 

And  wheresoever,  in  His  rich  creation. 
Sweet  music  breathes— 4n  wave,  or  bird,  or  sou* 

*Tis  but  the  fiiint  and  fltr  reverberation 
Of  that  grand  tune  to  which  the  planets  roll ! 

JIfre.  Osgood's  Poeiru 

Rich,  though  poor! 
My  low-rooTd  cottage  is  this  hour  a  heaven 
Music  is  in  it  —  and  the  vong  she  sings, 
That  sweet-voic'd  vrifb  of  mme,  arrests  the  eat 
Of  my  young  child,  awake  upon  her  knee. 
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What's  fai  a  name  7  that  which  we  call  a  rote, 
By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet 

Shak$,  Romm  and  JulieL 

Romeoi  doff  thy  name ; 
And  for  that  name  which  is  no  part  of  thoe^ 
Take  all  myself. 

8ha1c$,  Romeo  and  JuLitU 

Brutus  and  Cnsar :  what  should  he  in  Cesar  7 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  more  than  yours? 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fiiir  a  name ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well ; 
Wei  jfh  them,  it  is  as  heavy ;  conjure  with  them, 
Brutus  will  start  a  m^nX  as  soon  as  Cesar. 
Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  f^ods  at  onoe, 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Cesar  feed. 
That  he  is  grown  so  great? 

AMt.  Ju&rs  CesffT. 

T  was  bom  f^ee  as  Cesar ;  so  were  you : 
We  both  have  ibd  as  well ;  and  we  can  both 
(Indure  the  winter's  cold  as  well  as  he. 

Shdco,  JuZtut  Cesar. 

I  do  beseech  you, 

(Chiefly,  that  I  may  set  it  in  my  prayers,) 

What  is  your  name  7 

Akdba  Ttmontm 

Good  name  in  man  or  woman  dear- 
ie the  immediate  jewea  of  their  soids. 

Shako.  OMta, 

Who  swerves  from  innocence,  who  makes  divorce 
Of  that  serene  companion  •—  a  good  name. 
Recovers  not  his  loss ;  but  walks  with  riiame. 
With  doubt,  with  fear,  and  haply  with  remorse. 

wwOfdowonh — Sovuttt* 

My  hopes  are  with  the  dead ;  anon 

My  place  with  them  will  be. 
And  I  with  them  shall  travel  on 

Through  all  ffaturity: 
Vet  leaving  here  a  fiame,  I  trust, 
That  will  not  perish  in  the  dust 

1  breathe  the  dear  and  cherished  name. 

And  long-lost  scenes  arise ; 
Life  *s  glowing  bndseape  spreads  the  same,— 

7%e  same  Hope's  kindling  skies. 

ilf ft.  HaU*o  Poemo. 

Ji  thy  name  Mary,  maiden  &ir  7 
Such  should,  mcthinks,  its  music  be; 

The  sweetest  name  that  mortals  bear, 
Were  beat  oefittmg  thee; 

And  she.  Id  whom  it  onoe  was  given, 

^as  half  of  earth,  and  half  of  heaven 

O.  W.  iMmm'o  Poomo. 


Oh !  never  breathe  a  dead  one's  name, 
When  those  who  lov'd  that  one  are  nigh ; 

It  pours  a  lava  through  the  frame 
Tliat  chokes  the  breast  and  fills  the  eye. 

•    EHxa  Cook's  Ponnt. 

Oh  never  breathe  a  lost  one's  name 
To  those  who  call'd  that  name  their  own ; 

It  only  stirs  the  smouldering  flame 
That  bums  upon  a  chamel  stone. 

EUxa  Cook't  Poem, 


He  that  is  ambitious  for  his  son,  should  give  him 

untried  names. 
For  those  have  serv'd  other  men,  haply  may 

injure  by  their  evils ; 
Or  otiierwise  may  hinder  by  their  glories;  there- 

ibre  set  him  by  himself^ 
To  vrin  for  his  individual  name  some  dear  praise. 

Tupper'o  Prooerbial  Phiim^ 

The  sweetest  talcs  of  human  weal  and  sorroWf 
The  fairest  trophies  of  the  limner's  fame, 

To  my  fbnd  fancy.  Mart,  seem  to  borrow 
Celestial  halos  from  thy  gentle  name. 

SL  r.  Tuehtrmn. 

Can  me  pet  naraies,  dearest !  CUl  me  diy  bird, 
That  flies  to  thy  breast  at  one  cherishing  word, 
That  iblds  its  wild  wings  there,  ne'er  drcanua; 

of  flight, 
That  tenderiy  sings  there  in  loving  delight! 
Oh !  my  sad  heart  keeps  pining  for  one  fond  word,^ 
Call  me  pet  names,  dearest !    Call  me  thy  bifd ! 

Mn,  Otgooi't  PooM. 

Land  of  the  West !  though  passing  brief 

The  record  of  thine  age, 
Thou  hast  a  name  that  darkens  all 

On  history's  wide  page ! 
Let  aQ  the  blasts  of  &mo  ring  out — 

Thine  shall  be  louder  far : 
Let  otliers  boast  their  satellites— 

Thou  hast  the  planet  star ! 
Hiott  hast  a  name  whose  characters 

Of  light  shall  ne'er  depart; 
'TIS  stamp'd  upon  the  dullest  brain, 

And  warms  the  coldest  heart; 
A  war-cry  fit  for  any  land 

Whore  freedom 's  to  be  wen : 
Land  of  the  West !  it  stands  akne— 

It  is  thy  Washington ! 

Jftss  EUmo  Cook'i  Pomi. 


NATURE. 

Nature  is  motion'snnother. 
The  spring  whence  order  flows;  that  aB  direeti, 

And  knits  the  cause  with  th'  olleets. 

Joitm'i  Jr«if»* 
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Oh«  noble  strain! 
0  worthiness  of  nature,  breed  of  greatness ! 
Cowards  father  cowards,  and  base  things  sire  base : 
Nature  hath  meal  and  bran ;  contempt  and  grace. 

Shakt,  CymbeUne, 

Nature  hath  made  nothing  so  base,  but  can 
!     Read  some  instruction  to  the  wisest  man. 

AleyiC$  Crescey, 

Nature  is  impartial, 

A»d  in  her  work  of  man,  prefers  not  names 

Of  ancestors ;  she  sometimes  forms  a  piece 

For  admiration  from  the  basest  earth. 

That  holds  a  soul ;  and  to  a  beggar*s  issue 

Gives  those  perfections  make  a  beauty  up ; 

When  purer  moulds,  polishM  and  glossM  with  titles, 

Honours  and  wealth  bestow  upon  their  bloods 

DeibrmM  impressions,  objects  only  fit 

For  sport  or  pity. 

NM*9  TotUnkam  Court 

In  contemplation  of  created  things 
Bj  steps  we  may  ascend  to  God. 

MiUoa's  PandUo  Le»t 

By  viewing  nature,  nature's  handmaid,  art, 
Makes  mighty  things  from  small  beginnings  grow 
Thus  fishes  first  to  shipping  did  impart. 
Their  tail  the  rudder,  and  their  head  the  prow. 

Dryd€iC$  Annua  MirabUu*. 

How  mean  the  order  and  perfection  sought 
In  the  best  product  of  the  human  thought, 
ComparM  to  the  great  harmony  that  reigns 
In  what  the  spirit  of  the  world  ordains ! 

Prior*$  SUoman, 

A  frirer  red  stands  blushing  in  the  rose 

Than  that  which  on  the  bridegroom's  restment 

flows. 
Take  but  the  humblest  lily  of  the  field, 
And,  if  our  pride  will  to  our  reason  yield, 
B  most,  by  sure  comparison,  be  shown 
Tliat  cm  the  regal  seat  great  David's  sen, 
Array*d  in  all  his  robes  and  types  of  power, 
Shinee  with  less  glory  than  that  simple  flower. 

Prior's  Sohman, 

Who  lives  to  nature  rarely  can  be  poor ; 
Who  lives  to  fancy,  never  can  be  rich. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 
Mhn  *s  rich  with  little,  were  his  judgment  true ; 
Natore  is  fVugal,  and  her  wants  arc  lew. 

Young's  Love  of  Fame, 

All  arc  but  parts  of  one  stupendous  whole, 
Whoee  body  Nature  is,  and  God  the  soul ; 
That,  changed  through  all,  is  yet  in  all  the  same ; 
GnmX  in  the  earth,  ss  in  the  ethereal  firame ; 
Warms  in  the  sun,  rcfieshes  in  the  breeze. 
Glow*  m  the  stars,  and  blossoms  in  the  troos , 


Lives  through  all  life,  extends  through  aU  extent ; 
Spreads  undivided,  operates  mispent; 
Breathes  in  our  soul,  ukfbrms  our  mortal  part, 
As  full,  as  perfect,  iu  a  hair  as  heart, 
Aa  full,  as  perfect,  in  vUe  man  that  mourns, 
As  the  rapt  seraph  that  adores  and  bums ; 
To  him  no  high,  no  low,  no  great,  no  small ; 
He  fills,  he. bounds,  connects,  and  equals  alL 

Pope's  Essay  on  Man. 

See  through  tliis  air,  this  ocean,  and  this  earth, 

All  matter  quick,  and  bursting  into  birth. 

Above,  how  high  !  progressive  life  may  go ! 

Around,  how  wide !  how  deep  extend  below  I 

Vast  chain  of  being !  which  fi'om  God  began. 

Nature's  ethereal,  human,  angel,  man. 

Beast,  bird,  fUi,  insect,  what  no  eye  can  see. 

No  glass  can  reach,  fVom  infinite  to  thee, 

From  thee  to  nothing. 

Pope^s  Essay  an  Man, 

Who  can  paint 
Like  nature  ?  can  imagination  boast. 
Amid  its  gay  creation,,  hues  like  her's  7 
Or  can  it  mix  them  with  that  matchless  skill. 
And  lose  tliem  in  each  other,  as  appears 

In  every  bud  that  blows. 

Thomson*s  Seasons, 

Nature !  great  parent !  whose  unceasing  hand 
Rolls  round  the  seasons  of  the  changeful  year, 
How  mightj^  how  majestic,  are  thy  works  I 
With  what  a"  pleasing  dread  they  swell  the  soul ! 
That  sees  astonish'd !  and  astonish'd  sings ! 

Thomson^s  Seasous 

Ask  the  swain 
Who  journeys  homeward  from  a  summer  day's 
Long  labour,  why,  fbrgetfid  of  his  toils 
And  duo  repose,  be  loiters  to  behold 
The  sunshine  gleaming  as  through  amber  clouds, 
O'er  all  the  western  .sky ;  full  soon,  I  ween,    . 
His  rude  expression  and  untutor'd  airs. 
Beyond  the  power  of  language,  will  unfold 
The  fi>rm  of  beauty  smiling  at  his  heart, 
How  lovely!  how  commanding! 

Akenside's  Pleasures  of  Jmaginaiku 

Hius  nature  works  as  if  to  mock  at  art, 
And  in  defiance  of  her  rival  powers ; 
By  these  fortuitous  and  random  strokes 
Pcr^uTning  such  inimitable  feats. 
As  she  with  all  her  rules  can  never  reach. 

Cowper^s  Taoh, 

How  ofl  upon  yon  eminence,  our  pace 

Has  slacken'd  to  a  pause,  and  we  have  borne 

The  rofiling  win^  scarce  conscious  that  it  blew 

While  admiration  feeding  at  the  eye. 

And  still  unsated,  dwelt  upon  the  scene ! 

Cowper's  Task 
82 
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NATURE. 


AU  natural  objects  have 
An  edio  in  the  heart    ThU  flesh  doth  thrill, 
And  haa  connexion  by  lome  uneeen  chain 
With  ito  original  source  and  kindred  substance. 
The  mif  htjr  forest,  the  proud  tides  of  ocean. 
Sky-clearing  hills»  and  in  the  vast  of  air. 
The  starry  oonstellatioos ;  and  the  sun. 
Parent  of  lift  ezhaustlcss— these  maintain 
With  the  mysterious  mind  and  breathing  mould 
A  oo-ezistence  and  community. 

Sir  A.  Hunt's  JuUan, 

Liberal,  not  lavish,  is  kind  nature's  hand ; 
Nor  was  perfection  made  for  man  below. 
Yet  all  her  sohemes  with  nioest  art  are  plann*d, 
Good  counteracting  ill,  and  gladness  woe. 
With  gold  and  gems  if  Chilian  mountains  glow, 
If  bleak  and  barren  Scotia's  hills  arise. 
There  plague  and  poison,  lust  and  rapine  grow ; 
Here  peaceful  are  the  vales,  and  pure  the  skies, 
And  freedom  fires  the  soul,  and  sparkles  in  the 
eyes.  BeaUU's  AftnsirsL 

O  nature,  how  in  every  charm  supreme ! 
Whose  votaries  foast  on  raptures  ever  new ! 
O  for  the  voice  and  fire  of  seraphim. 
To  sing  thy  glories  with  devotion  due ! 
Blest  be  the  day  I  'scaped  the  wrangling  crew, 
From  Pyrrho's  maze,  and  Epicurus*  sty; 
And  held  high  converse  with  the  godlike  fow. 
Who  to  th*  enraptur'd  heart,  and  ear,  and  eye. 
Teach  beauty,  virtue,  truth,  and  love,  and  melody. 

Beattu'B  MinstnL 

Nature  makes  her  happy  home  with  man 
Where  many  a  gorgeous  flower  is  duly  fod. 
With  its  own  rill,  on  its  own  spangled  bed* 

Coleridge. 

Where  rose  the  mountains,  there  to  him  were 

friends ; 
Where  roDM  the  ocean,  thereon  was  his  home ; 
Where  a  blue  sky,  and  glowing  clime  extends, 
He  had  the  passion  and  the  power  to  roam ; 
The  desert,  forest,  cavern,  breaker's  foam. 
Were  unto  him  companionship ;  they  spake 
A  mutual  langtiage,  clearer  than  the  tome 
Of  his  land's  tongue,  which  he  would  oft  forsake 
For  nature's  pages  glaz'd  by  sun-beams  on  the  lake. 

Hyrtm's  ChOde  Hardd, 

Live  not  the  stars  and  mountains  7  are  the  waves 
Without  a  spirit  7  are  the  dropping  caves 
Without  a  feeling  in  their  silent  tears  7 
No,  no ;  — they  woo  and  clasp  us  to  their  spheres, 
IMssohre  this  clog  and  clod  of  clay  before 
Its  hour,  and  merge  our  soul  in  the  great  shore. 

Byron's  Island, 


Not  vainly  did  the  early  Persian  make 
His  altar  the  high  places  and  the  peak 
Of  earth  —  o'er  gazing  mountains,  and  thas  taks 
A  fit  and  unwall'd  temple,  there  to  seek 
The  spirit,  in  whose  honour  shrines  are  weak, 
Uprear'd  of  human  hands.    Come,  and  compare, 
Columns  and  idol-dwcIHngs,  Goth  or  Greek, 
With  nature's  realms  of  worships  earth  and  air, 
Nor  fix  on  fond  abodes  to  circumscribe  thy  prayer ' 

Byren^s  Ckilde  HarM, 

'T  is  nature's  law 
1\xht  none,  the  meanest  of  created  things 
Of  forms  created  the  most  vile  and  brutish 
The  dullest  and  most  noxious,  should  exist 
Divorc'd  fi'om  good  —  a  spirit  and  pulse  of  good, 
A  life  and  soul  to  every  mode  of  being 

Inseparably  link'd. 

JVerdswofth, 

Nothing  is  lost  on  him  who  sees 

With  an  eye  that  genius  gave ; 
For  him  there's  a  story  in  every  broea. 

And  a  picture  in  eveiy  wave. 

Moottt 

I  can  pass  days 
Stretofa'd  in  the  shade  of  those  old  cedar-trees, 
Watching  the  sunshine  like  a  blessing  fall,— 
The  breeze  like  music  wandering  o'er  the  boughs, 
Each  tree  a  natural  harp, —  each  different  leaf 
A  different  note,  blent  in  one  vast  tbanksgiTing. 

Jftstlsiu^ 
Within  the  sun-lit  forest. 

Our  roof  the  bright  blue  sky, 
Where  streamlets  flow,  and  wild  flowers  bkrv, 

We  lift  our  hearts  on  high ; 
Our  country's  strength  is  bowing ; 

But,  thanks  to  God,  they  can't  prevent 

The  lone  wild-flower  from  blowing ! 

EbeneserEIM, 

Oft  have  I  listen'd  to  a  voice  that  spake 
Of  cold  and  dull  realities  of  life. 
Deem  we  not  thus  erf*  Ufo ;  for  we  may  fetch 
Light  from  a  hidden  glory,  which  shall  ckitfae 
The  meanest  thing  that  is  with  hues  of  hcaveiL 
Our  light  should  be  the  broad  and  open  day; 
And  ss  we  lose  its  shining,  we  shall  look 
Still  on  the  bright  and  daylight  face  of  tbiaga 

JAnryAiM 
Well  I  remember,  in  my  boyish  days. 
How  deep  the  feeling,  when  my  eye  kiok'd  forth 
On  Nature,  in  her  loveliness,  and  stonns; 
How  my  heart  gladdcn'd,  as  the  light  of  spring 
Came  from  thee,  with  zephyrs  and  with  showers, 
Waking  the  earth  to  beauty,  and  the  woods 
To  music,  and  the  atmosphere  blew. 
Sweetly  and  calmly,  with  its  breath  of  balm. 

PovtBsTs  Poems 


NECESSITY. 
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How  patient  Natare  smiles  at  Wime ! 

Tbo  weeds  that  strewM  the  victor's  way, 
Feed  on  his  dust  to  shroud  his  fkme, 

Green  where  proudest  towers  decay. 

O.   Ft*  .nOMIfli* 

If  man  would  but  his  finer  nature  learn. 
And  not  in  lifb  fantastic  lose  the  sense 

Of  simpler  thin^ ;  could  Nature's  features  stem 

Teach  him  be  thoughtful,  then,  with  soul  intense 

I  should  not  yearn  for  God  to  take  roe  hence. 

Dand^B  Poems. 
If  thou  art  worn  and  hard  beset 

With  sorrows,  that  thou  wouldst  forget. 

If  (hon  wouldst  read  a  lesson,  that  ViU  keep 

Thy  heart  from  Minting,  and  thy  soul  from  sleep, 

Go  to  the  woods  and  hills !  —  no  tears 

Dim  the  sweet  look  that  Nature  wear*. 

Nature  —  faint  emblem  of  Omnipotence !  — > 

Shap*d  by  His  hand  —  the  shadow  of  His  light  — 

The  veil  in  wbich  He  wraps  His  majesty, 

And  through  whose  mantlhig  fblds  He  deigns  to 
show, 

Of  His  mysterious,  awful  attributes 

And  dazzling  splendours,  aD  man's  feeble  thought 

Can  grasp  uncrush'd,  or  vision  bear  unquench'd^ 

StreeCs  Poem§. 

Nature  is  man's  best  teacher.    She  unfolds 

Her  treasures  to  his  search,  unseals  his  eye, 

Blumcs  his  mind,  and  purifies  his  heart, 

An  influence  breathes  from  all  the  ngfats  and 

sounds 

Of  her  existence ;  she  is  wisdom's  self 

StreeTB  Poena, 
Thrre  's  not  a  plant  that  springeth, 

But  bears  some  good  to  earth ; 
There 's  not  a  life  but  bringeth 

Its  store  of  harmless  mirth ; 
llie  dusty,  wayside  clover 

Has  honey  in  its  cells,  — 
The  wild  bee,  bumming  over. 

Her  tale  of  pleasure  tells ; 
The  osiers,  o'er  the  fountain. 

Keep  cool  the  water's  breast,  — 
And  on  the  roughest  mountain 

The  softest  moss  is  press'd.  . 
Thus  holy  Nature  teaches 

The  worth  of  blessings  small, 
That  Love  pervades,  and  reaches, 
Aiidfenn.th.bliMof.lL      Un.  H«Wt  Pom*. 

Is  this  a  time  to  he  cloudy  and  sad, 
When  our  mother  Natar«  laughs  around-; 

When  even  the  blue  deep  heavens  look  glad. 
And  gladness   blooms  ftom  the    htoseomidg 
gfovnd?  Bryani'B  Poemt, 


Go  abroad 
Upon  the  paths  of  nature,  and  when  all 
Its  voices  whisper,  and  its  silent  things 
Are  breathing  the  deep  beauty  of  the  world. 
Kneel  at  its  simple  altar,  and  the  God, 
Who  hath  the  living  waters,  shall  be  there. 

The  book  of  nature,  and  the  print 

Of  beauty  on  the  whispering  sea. 
Give  aye  to  me  some  lineament 

Of  what  I  have  been  taught  to  be. 
My  heart  is  harder,  and  perhrps 

My  manliness  hath  drtmk  up  tears ; 
And  there  *s  a  mildew  in  the  lapse 

Of  a  few  swif^  and  chequer'd  years— 
But  nature's  book  is  even  yet 
With  all  my  mother's  lessons  writ. 

WWi$*t  Poems. 
I  thought  the  sparrow's  note  from  heaven. 

Singing  at  dawn  fbom  the  aider  bough ; 
I  brought  him  home,  in  his  nest,  at  even ; 

He  sings  the  song,  but  it  pleases  not  now, 
For  I  did  not  bring  home  the  river  and  sky ;  — 
He  sang  to  my  ear,  —  they  sang  to  my  eye. 

Ralpfi  Waldo  Emensn, 
The  green  earth  sends  its  incense  up 

From  every  mountain  shrine  — 
From  every  flower  and  dewy  cup 

That  greeteth  the  sunshine. 
The  mists  are  lifted  from  the  rills. 

Like  the  white  wing  of  prayer ; 
They  lean  above  the  andent  hills. 

As  doing  homage  there. 
The  forest-tops  are  lowly  cast 

O'er  breezy  hill  and  glen. 
As  if  a  prayerfbl  spirit  pass'd 

O'er  all  the  homes  of  men. 
Hie  clouds  weep  o'er  the  &llen  world. 

E'en  as  repentant  love ; 
Ere,  to  the  blessed  breeze  unfuri'd, 

Hiey  fkdo  in  light  above. 

Whktier'B  Worship  ofNatwro^ 


NECESSITY. 

Fatal  necessity  is  never  known. 

Until  it  strike ;  and  till  that  blow  be  come. 

Who  fiUls,  is  by  fklse  visions  overthrown. 

Lord  BroMo  MuaUtphm 

"T  is  necessity, 
To  which  the  gods  must  yield ;  and  I  obey. 
Till  I  r^eem  it  by  some  glorious  way. 

BeaumBnU  and  FUicher*9  FaUo  Owt, 

When  fbar  admits  no  hope  of  safety,  then 

Necessity  makes  dastards  valiant  men. 

Hmiek 
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Lot  Uicwe  go  fee  who  wUl-^  I  like  It  not— 
For,  lay  he  wee  a  alave  to  rank  and  pomp, 
And  all  the  nothings  he  is  now  dtvorcM  from 
Hy  the  bard  doom  of  stem  necessity ; 
Yet  is  it  sad  to  mark  hi»  alterM  brow, 
Where  vanity  adjusts  her  flimsy  TeQ 
CVer  the  deep  wrinkles  of  repentant  anguish. 

Old  Play,    Antiquary, 

It  was,  we  own,  subject  of  much  dobalCi 
And  worthy  men  stood  on  opposing  sides, 
Wlicther  tlie  cup  of  mortal  life  had  more 
Of*  sour  or  sweet    Vain  qnestioD  this,  when  ask*d 
In  general  terms,  and  worthy  to  be  left 
UnsolvM.  — The  sweet  was  in  the  taste, 
The  beauty  in  the  eye,  and  in  the  ear 
The  melody ;  and  in  the  man — Ibr  God 
Necessity  of  sinning  laid  on  none. 

PoUoeta  Cwnt  ff  Ttm/t, 

Ilctwoen  you  and  your  best  intent 

Necessity  her  brazen  bar 
Will  oAen  interpose,  as  sent 

Your  pure  benevolence  to  mar. 

it.  jr.  Jftfiief . 

Necessity,  like  electricity. 

Is  in  ourselves  and  all  things,  and  no  more 

Without  us  than  within  us. 

BaUey^$  FuiU9, 

We  will  and  act  and  talk  of  liberty ; 

And  all  our  wills  and  all  our  doings  both 

Are  limited  within  this  little  life. 

Free  will  is  but  necessity  in  play,  -^ 

The  clattering  of  the  golden  reins  which  guide 

'llic  thunder-footed  coursers  of  the  sun. 

Bailey't  FeHuB, 

The  ship  which  goes  to  sea  infbrmM  with  fire,  — 

Obeying  only  its  own  iron  ibrce. 

Reckless  of  adverse  tides,  breeze  dead,  or  weak 

As  infantas  sporting  breath,  too  faint  to  stir 

The  feather  held  before  it,  —  is  as  much 

'Hie  appointed  thrall  of  all  the  elements, 

As  the  white-bosomM  bark  which  wooes  the  wind, 

And  when  it  dies  desists.    And  thus  with  man; 

However  contrary  he  set  his  heart 

To  God,  he  is  but  working  out  His  will , 

And,  at  an  infinite  angle,  more  or  less 

Dbcving  his  own  soul*s  necessity. 

BaUey't  FeHua. 


NEWS. 


With  news  the  time*  s  in  labour,  and  throws  Ibrth 
FiH4'h  miniito  some 

Skakipeare, 


What  news.  Lord  Bardolph  ?  every  nuuifp  vow 
Should  be  the  fiitber  of  some  stratagem ! 
Tlio  times  are  wild ;  coatentiea,  like  a  lions 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loose, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Shaks,  Henry  IV.    Part  11 

That  of  an  hour^s  age  doth  hiss  the  speaker; 

Elach  minute  ioemM  a  new  one. 

SJtaki.  Machttk 

There  needs  no  ghost,  my  lord,  eozne  from  the 

grave. 

To  tell  us  this. 

Shah,  HamU 

I  saw  a  smith  stand  with  his  hammer,  thus, 
The  whilst  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool. 
With  open  mouth  swallowing  a  tailor's  news; 
Who,  with  his  shears  and  measure  in  his  hind, 
Standing  on  slippers  (which  his  nimble  haste 
Had  falsely  thrust  upon  contrary  feet) ; 
Told  of  a  many  thousand  warhke  French, 
That  were  embattled  and  ranked  in  Kent: 
Another  lean  unwashM  artificer 
Cuts  ofi*  his  talc,  and  talks  of  Artliur's  death. 

Shak$,  King  Jahu 

Let  me  speak,  to  the  yet  unknowing  world. 

How  these  things  cajne  about :  so  shall  you  betr 

Of  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  Sets ; 

Of  accidental  judgments,  casual  slaughters ; 

Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  ibrc*d  cause ; 

And,  in  this  upshot,  purposes  mistook 

Fall'n  on  the  inventors*  heads :  all  tliis  can  I 

Truly  deliver. 

Shak$.Hamld, 

The  rabble  gather  round  the  man  of  news, 
And  listen  with  their  mouths  wide  open ;  some 
Tell,  some  hear,  some  judge  of  news,  some  make 

it. 
And  he  that  lies  most  loud,  is  most  believed. 

Dryden'9  Spantah  Friar. 

Cat*racts  of  declamation  thunder  here : 

There  forests  of  no  meaning  spread  the  page, 

In  which  all  comprehension  wanders  lost; 

While  fields  of  pleasantry  amuse  us  there 

With  merry  descants  on  a  nation's  woes. 

The  rest  appear  a  wilderness  of  strange 

But  gay  confusion ;  roses  for  the  cheeks, 

And  lilies  for  the  brows  of  faded  age. 

Teeth  for  the  toothless,  ringlets  for  the  bald. 

Heaven,  earth,  and  ocean,  plunder'd  of  their  sweets, 

Nectareous  essences,  Olympian  dews, 

Sermons,  and  city  fisasts,  and  fav'rite  alter, 

Ethereal  jounieys,  submarine  exploits, 

And  Katerfelto,  with  his  hair  en  end 

At  his  own  wonders,  wond'ring  ihr  bis  fanad. 

Caa^ef'BTuk. 


NIGHT. 
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Thii  ibllo  of  finir  pa^os,  happy  work ; 

Which  not  o*en  critics  criticise    that  holds 

Inquisitive  attention,  while  I  read. 

Fast  bound  in  chains  of  silence,  which  the  fair, 

Tliough  eloquent  themselves,  yet  fear  to  break ; 

What  is  it  but  a  map  of  busy  life, 

Its  fluctuations^  and  its  vast  concerns  7 

Cmoper't  Task, 

Tlie  news !  our  momingr,  noon,  and  evening  cry. 
Day  after  day  repeats  it  till  wo  die. 
For  this  the  cit,  the  critic,  and  tlie  fop,     ' 
Dally  the  hour  away  in  Tonsor*s  shop ; 
For  this  the  gossip  takes  her  daily  route, 
And  wears  your  threshold  and  your  patience  oat ; 
For  this  wo  leaii'e  the  parson  in  the  lurch, 
And  pause  to  prattle  on  our  way  to  church ; 
Even  when  some  coffinM  friend  wo  gather  round, 
We'ask  —  "what  newsT*  —  then  lay  him  in  the 
ground.  Sprague'a  Curiosity, 


NIGHT. 

Qy  this  the  drooping  dayUght  'gan  to  fade. 
And  yield  his  room  to  sad  succeeding  night, 
Who  with  her  aable  mantle  *gan  to  shade 
Hie  face  of  earth  and  ways  of  living  wight. 
And  high  her  burning  torch  set  up  in  heaven 
bright  Spenser*s  Fairy  Queen, 

Grisly  night,  with  visage  deadly  sad, 
Tliat  Phcebus*  eheeriul  face  durst  never  view, 
And  in  a  foul  black  pitchy  mantle  dad, 
She  finds  forthcoming  fVom  her  darksome  mew ; 
Where  she  all  day  did  hide  her  hated  hue ; 
Before  the  door  her  iron  chariot  stood 
Already  harnessed  for  a  journey  new ; 
And  ccal  black-steeds  ybome  of  hellish  brood, 
Hiat  on  their  rusty  bits  did  champ  as  they  were 
wood.  SptnHr*s  Fairy  Queen, 

But  wen  I  wot  that  to  a  heavy  heart 
ThoQ  art  the  root  and  nurao  of  bitter  cares, 
Breeder  is£  new,  renewer  of  old  smarts : 
Instead  of  rest  thou  lendest  railing  tears. 
Instead  of  sleep  thou  sendest  troublous  fears : 
And  dreadful  visions,  in  the  which  alive 
•The  dreary  image  of  sad  death  appears : 
So  from  the  weary  spirit  thou  dost  drive 
DcsirBd  rest,  and  men  of  happiness  deprive. 

Spenser^s  Fairy  Queen. 

Under  thy  mantle  bkek  there  hidden  lie, 
light^haming  theft,  and  traitorous  intent, 
Abhorred  bloodshed,  and  vile  felony, 
Sbamelul  decseit,  and  danger  imminent, 
Foul  honor  and  eke  haUish  dreriment 

SfSMti's  Fairy  Queen, 


Now  'gan  the  noble  Phoebus  for  to  steep 
His  fiery  fhoe  in  billows  of  the  west, 
And  his  fiiint  steeds  watered  in  ocean  deep. 
Whiles  from  their  journal  labours  they  did  rest 

Spenter's  Fairy  Queen 

Who  can  express  the  horror  of  that  night. 
When  darkness  lent  his  robes  to  monster  fear  ? 
And  heav*n*d  black  mantle  banislung  the  light 
Made  every  thing  in  ugly  fi>rm  appear. 

Brandon's  Oelavim, 

Fair  eldest  cliild  of  lovp,  thou  spotless  night ! 
Empress  of  silence,  and  the  queen  of  sleep; 
Who,  with  thy  black  check's  pure  oomplezion, 
Mak*8t  lovers*  eyes  enamoured  of  thy  beauty. 

Marios 

Now  o'er  tlie  one  half  world 
Nature  seems  dead ;  and  wicked  dreams  abuse 
Tho  curtain*d  sleep ;  now  witchcraft  celebrates 
Pale  Hecate's  offerings ;  and  withcr'd  murder. 
Alarmed  by  his  sentinel  the  wol^ 
Whose  howl 's  his  watch,  thus  with  his  stealthy 

pace. 
With  Tarqoin's  ravishing  strides,  towards  his 

design 

Moves  like  a  ghost 

Shaks,  Maebetk, 

Light  thickens;  and  the  crow 
Makes  wing  to  the  rooky  wood; 
Good  things  of  day  begin  to  droop  and  drowse ; 
Whiles  night* s  black  agents  to  their  prey  do  rouse. 

Shake.  Machelh. 

Hark!  peace! 
It  was  the  owl  that  shrick'd,  the  fiital  bell-man. 
Which  giv'st  the  stem'st  good  night 

Shake,  Macbeth, 

Come,  seeling  night, 
Skarf  up  the  tender  eye  of  pitiful  day ; 
And,  VTith  thy  bloody  and  invisible  hand. 
Cancel,  and  tear  to  pieces,  that  great  bond 
Which  keeps  me  pale. 

Shake,  Macbeth, 

The  gaudy,  babbling,  and  remorseful  day 

Is  crept  into  the  bosom  of  the  sea ; 

And  now  loud-howling  wolves  arouse  the  jades 

That  drag  the  tragic  melancholy  night; 

Who,  with  their  drowsy,  slow  and  flagging  wings. 

Clip  dead  men's  graves,  and  from  their  misty  jaws 

Breathe  foul  contagions  darkness  in  the  air  ' 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  U 

Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  function  takes. 
The  oar  more  quick  of  apprehension  makes; 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  seeing  sense. 
It  pays  the  hearing  double  recompense. 

Sheite,  Midtummer  NighCs  Drejm 
32* 
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The  weary  eon  hath  made  a  ^Iden  0et, 
And  by  the  bright  track  of  hia  golden  car, 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. 

Shak$.  Richard  III. 

The  midnight  bell 
Didf  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  roootli, 
Sound  one  unto  the  drowsy  race  of  night 

Shaks,  KingJchtL 

*T  is  now  *he  very  witching  time  of  night ; 
When  churchyards  yawn,  and  hell  itself  breathes 

out 
Contagion  to  this  world :  «ow  could  I  drink  hot 

bkxxl. 
And  do  such  business  as  the  bitter  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on. 

Shai$.  HamUt. 

Look  how  the  6oor  of  heaven 
Ir  thick  inlaid  wilh  patines  of  bright  gold ; 
There  *b  not  the  smallest  orb,  which  thou  bebold'st, 
But  in  his  motion  like  an  angel  sings, 
Still  giving  to  the  young^yM  cherubims; 
Such  harmony  is  in  immortal  souls ; 
But  whilst  this  muddy  vesture  of  decay 
Dotli  grossly  close  it  in,  we  cannot  hear  it 

Shalu,  Merchant  tf  Vemct. 

Night*s  silent  reign  had  robb*d  the  world  of  light; 
To  lend,  in  lieu,  a  greater  benefit. 
Repose  and  sleep ;  when  ev*ry  mortal  breast 
Whom  care  or  grief  permitted,  took  their  rest 

ifay*!  CoRlJiiiHrtiMi  if  Lmoan, 

Quiet  night,  that  brings 

Rest  to  the  laboofer,  is  the  outlaw's  day. 

In  which  he  rises  early  to  do  wrong. 

And  when  his  work  is  ended  dare  not  sleep. 

Ifasstngsr. 

Now  gl«w*d  the  firmament 
With  livid  sapphires :  Hesperus,  that  led 
The  starry  host,  rode  brightest,  till  the  moon. 
Rising  in  cloudy  majesty,  at  length 
Apparent  queen  unveilM  her  peerieas  Ug^t, 
And  o*er  the  dark  her  silver  mantle  threw. 

MiUmC9  Paruii99  Lott. 

Now  came  stiH  evening  on,  and  twilight  grey 
Had  in  her  sober  livery  aU  things  clad : 
Silence  accompanied ;  for  beast  and  bird, 
*rhey  to  their  grassy  couch,  these  to  their  nests 
Were  slunk,  all  but  the  woefUl  nightingale. 

itftfom**  Paradiae  Lott 

Tlie  sun  was  sunk,  and  af\cr  him  the  star 
Of  Hesperus,  whose  office  is  to  bring 
Twilight  upon  the  earth,  short  arbiter 
*Twixt  day  and  night,  and  now  fh>m  end  to  end 
Kight's  hemispbere  had  veilM  th*  horixon  niund. 

mttmC$  Pwmdi$$  hm.  i 


Now  is  the  pleasant  time. 

Hie  cool,  the  silent,  save  when  silence  yields 

To  the  night-warbling  bird,  that  now  awake, 

Tunes  sweetest  his  ]ovo-labour*d  song ;  now  rcigot 

FuII<<irb*d  the  moon,  and  with  more  pleating  fight 

Shadowy  sets  off  the  &ce  of  things ;  in  vam, 

If  none  regard. 

MilUm'9  Pandm  LmL 

Now  began 
Night  with  her  sullen  wings  to  double  shade 
The  desert ;  ibwls  in  their  clay  nests  were  oooch'd ; 
And  now  wild  beasts  came  forth  the  woods  to  rotin. 

MikotC$  Paradiat  Rfgahud* 

The  day  is  fled,  and  dismal  night  descends, 
Casting  her  sable  arms  around  the  world. 
And  folding  all  within  her  sable  grasps 

HopkinB^a  Pyrrha^ 

The  diligence  of  trades  and  noiscful  gain, 
And  luxury  more  late,  asleep  were  laid : 
AU  was  the  night's :  and  in  her  silent  reign 
No  sound  the  rest  of  nature  did  invade 

Dryden^a  Annna  MvrMa, 

This  dead  of  night  this  silent  hour  of  darioMM, 
Nature  for  rest  ordaln*d,  and  soft  repose. 

Rame'a  Pair  PewML 

Hie  drowsy  night  grows  on  the  world,  and  now 
The  busy  craAsmen,  and  o*cr.labour'd  hind 
Forget  the  travail  of  the  day  in  sleep : 
Care  only  wakes,  and  moping  pensiveness ; 
With  meagre  discontented  looks  they  sit, 
And  watch  the  wasting  of  ti^p  midnight  taper. 

Rmoa'aJawSkn, 

The  setting  sun  descends 

Swift  to  the  western  waves ;  and  guilty  night. 

Hasty  to  spread  her  horror  o'er  the  world, 

Rides  on  the  dusky  air. 

Raw^aVhfm^ 

Now  sunk  the  sun ;  the  closing  hour  of  day 

Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  with  sober  grey; 

Nature  in  silenoe  bid  the  world  repose. 

PmrtiaPaHtrwSlL 

Night,  sable  goddess !  fh>m  her  ebon  throne. 
In  rayless  majesty,  now  stretches  forth 
Her  leaden  sceptre  o'er  a  slumb'ring  world. 
Silence,  how  dead !  and  darkness,  how  profbond! 
Nor  eye,  nor  list'ning  ear,  an  object  finds ; 
Creation  sleeps.    Tis  as  the  geA'ral  pulse 
Of  life  stood  stiH,  and  nature  made  a  paoss; 
An  awfol  pause !  prophetie  of  her  end. 

Ymmtfa  m^  Vtof^ 
By  day,  the  soul  o'erbome  by  life's  career, 
Stunn'd  by  the  din,  and  giddy  with  the  glare, 
Reels  for  from  reason,  jostled  by  the  throng 

Fsiify's  JVyM  TIHr^ 
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How  is  night*8  sable  mantle  labonrM  o*er, 
How  richlj  wrought  with  attributes  divine  I 
What  wisdom  shines !  what  love !  this  midnight 

pomp! 
This  gorgeous  arch,  with  golden  worlds  enlargM  ! 
Bailt  with  divine  ambition. 


The  tun  was  set;  the  night  came  on  ai>oce. 
And  falling  dews  be  wet  around  the  place ; 
The  bat  takes  airy  rounds  on  leathern  wings^ 
And  the  hoarse  owl  his  woeful  dirges  sings. 

Gay^a  Shepherd^a  Week 


This  sacred  shade  and  solitude,  what  is  it  7 
T  is  the  felt  presence  of  the  deity. 
Few  arc  the  faults  we  flatter  when  alone, 
Vice  sinks  in  her  allorements,  is  ungilt. 
And  looks,  like  other  objects,  black  by  night 
By  night  an  atheist  hal^'believce  a  God. 

Yaung'8  Night  ThoughU, 
Let  Indiana,  and  the  gay,  like  ladians^  ibnd 
Of  feather'd  fbpperies,  the  sun  adore : 
Darkness  has  more  divinity  for  me ; 
It  strikes  thought  inward  ;  it  drives  back  the  soul 
To  settle  cm  heiselC  oar  point  supreme ! 
There  lies  our  theatre ;  there  sits  our  judge. 
Darkness  the  curtain  drops  o*er  life's  duU  scene ; 
"Tis  the  kind  hand  of  Providence  stretcht  out 
T  wizt  man  and  vanity :  't  is  reason's  r«ifn» 
And  virtoe*B  too ;  these  tutelary  shades 
Are  man's  asyhim  from  the  tainted  throng* 
Might  is  the  good  man's  friend,  and  guardian  too ; 
It  no  leas  rescues  virtue,  than  inspires. 

Ywng't  Night  TThoughia. 
How  fike  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  night. 
Amid  her  glimmering  tapers,  silent  sits ! 
How  serrowfld,  how  deaolMc;,  she  weeps 
Popetoal  dews»  and  iaddens  nature's  scenes 

Ymmg's  N^;hi  Thmight». 

The  trembling  stars 
See  crimes  gigantic,  stalking  through  the  gloom 
With  front  erect,  that  hide  their  heod  by  day. 
And  making  night  stiU  darker  by  their  deeds, 
fionibering  in  covert,  tlU  the  shades  descends 
Sapone  and  murder,  link'd,  now  prowl  Sot  prey. 

Ywfig'a  Night  ThoHghU. 
Thtb  sun  went  down  in  clouds,  and  seem'd  to  mourn 
The  sad  necessity  of  his  return ; 
The  hollow  wind,  and  melancholy  rain. 
Or  did,  or  was  imagin'd  to,  complain: 
The  tapers  cast  an  inausjncious  light ; 
Stars  there  were  none,  and  doubly  dark  the  night 

FeiM^s  JFVires  tf  ReUgion, 
Now  black,  and  deep  the  night  begins  to  fiifi, 
A  shade  immense.  Sank  in  the  qnenehang  gloom. 
Magnificent  and  vast,  are  heaven  and  earth. 
Order  confounded  lies ;  all  beauty  void; 
Distinctioa  kst ;  and  gay  variety 
One  nniyersai  blot :  such  the  power 
Of  Ugkt,  to  kindle  and  create  the  whole. 


As  yet 't  is  midnight  deep.    The  weary  clvuds, 
Young's  Ntght  Thmghtt.  sk>w.roeeting,  mingle  mto  solid  gloom. 


Now,  while  tlie  drowsy  world  lies  lost  in  sleep, 
Let  me  associate  with  the  serious  night. 
And  contempktion  her  sedate  compeer ; 
Let  me  shake  off  the  intrusive  cares  of  day. 
And  lay  the  meddling  senses  all  aside. 

TVisniMn's  SeawM 


In  sable  pomp,  with  all  her  starry  train. 
The  night  resom'd  her  throne. 


Glooer* 


The  night  look'd  black,  and  boding  darkness  fell   i 
Precipitate  and  heavy  o'er  the  world ; 
At  once  extinguishing  the  sun. 

MaUeU'B  MvBtapha. 

O,  treach'roufl  night ! 
Thou  lend'st  thy  ready  veil  to  ev'ry  treason, 
And  teemhig  mischiefs  thrive  beneath  thy  shade. 

Hilfs  Zaru 

How  those  fall'n  leaves  do  rustle  on  the  path, 

With  whisp'ring  noise,  as  tho'  the  earth  around  me 

Did  otter  secret  things ! 

The  distant  river,  too,  bears  to  mine  ear 

A  dismal  wailing.    O  mysterious  night ! 

Thou  art  not  silent;  many  tongues  hast  thou ! 

Joanna  BaUUe^s  De  Montford, 

No    was  (he  noon  of  night;  and  all  was  still, 

Save  iriiere  the  sentinel  paced  on  his  rounds. 

Humming  a  broken  song.    Aloi^  the  camp 

High   flames  the    fi^quent   fire.    Tho  warrior 

Franks, 

On  the  hard  earth  extended,  rest  their  limbs 

Fatigued,  their  spears  lay  by  them,  and  tlie  shield 

Pillow'd  the  helmed  head :  secure  they  slept, 

And  busy  fimcy  in  her  dream  renew'd 

The  fight  of  yesterday. 

Soutkejf 

How  beautifbl  is  night ! 
A  dewy  fi«ehness  fills  the  silent  air. 
No  mist  obscures,  nor  cloud,  nor  specif  nor  stain. 
Breaks  the  serene  heaven: 
In  fuB-orbM  glory  yonder  moon  divme 
Rolls  through  the  dark  blue  depths. 
Beneath  her  steady  ray 
Hie  desert  circle  spreads» 
like  the  round  ocean,  girdltd  with  the  sky 
How  beautiful  is  night  1 
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Behold  the  world 
Rests,  and  her  tir*d  inhabitanti  have  paui*d 
From  trouble  and  turmoil.    The  widow  now 
Has  ccasM  to  weep,  and  her  twin-orphans  lie 
Iiock*d  m  each  arm,  partakers  of  her  rest, 
1'iie  man  o£  sorrow  has  forgot  his  woes ; 
The  outcast  tliat  his  head  is  shelterless, 
His  griefs  unshared.    The  mother  tends  no  more 
Her  daughter^  dying  slumbers,  but  torpris'd 
Witli  heaviness,  and  sunk  upon  her  coach. 
Dreams  of  her  bridals.    Even  the  hectic  InllM 
On  death's  lean  arm  to  rest,  in  visions  wrapt. 
Crowning  with  hope's  bland  wreath  his  shOddering 

nurse, 
Poor  victim !  smiles. — Silence  and  deep  repose 
Reign  o*cr  the  nations ;  and  the  warning  voice 
Of  nature  utters  audibly  within 
The  general  moral ;  —  tells  us  that  repose, 
Death-like  as  tliis,  but  of  far  longer  pain, 
Is  coming  on  us  —  that  the  weary  crowds. 
Who  now  enjoy  a  temporary  calm, 
Shall  soon  taste  lasting  quiet,  wrapt  around 
With  gravcclothea;  and  their  aching  restless 

heads 
Mouldering  in  holes  and  comers  unobserved 
Till  the  last  trump  shall  break  their  sullen  sleep. 

Hnmf  KiHc9  WMU. 

The  night  comes  calmly  Ibrtii, 
Bringing  sweet  rest  upon  the  wings  of  even : 
The  golden  wain  rolls  round  the  silent  north, 
And  earth  is  slumbering  'neath  the  smiles  of 
heaven. 


Another  day  is  added  to  the  map 
Of  buried  ages.    Lo !  the  beauteous  moon. 
Like  a  fair  shepherdess,  now  coinoe  abroad 
With  the  full  flock  of  stars,  that  roam  around 
The  azure  meads  of  heaven.     And,  oh!  how 

charm*d, 
Beneatli  her  loveliness,  creation  looks ; 
Far  gleaming  hills,  and  light  in-weaving  streams, 
And  sleeping  boughs  witli  dewy  lustre  clothed. 
And  grecn.hair*d  valleys^ — all  in  glory  dreas'd,  • 
Make  up  tlie  pageantries  of  night. 

Robert  MohtgontTy* 

*T  is  night,  the  spcctred  hour  is  nigh ; 
Pensive  I  hear  the  moaning  blast 
Passing  with  sad  sepulchral  sigh, 
My  lyre  that  hangs  neglected  by, 
And  seems  to  mourn  Sm  pleasures  past 


JIfsorc 


How  oft  a  cloud,  with  envious  veil, 
Onscures  yon  badiful  light, 
^uich  seems  so  modestly  to  steal 
Akmg  the  watte  of  night! 


"T  is  thus  the  world's  obtrusive  wrongs 

Obscure,  with  malice  keen. 

Some  timid  heart,  which  only  longs 

To  live  and  die  unseen- 

Motn 

Hie  stars  are  forth,  the  moon  above  the  tops 
Of  the  snow-shining  mountains.— -  Beautiful ! 
I  linger  yet  with  nature,  for  the  night 
Hath  been  to  me  a  more  ^miliar  face 
Than  that  of  man ;  and,  in  her  starry  shade 
Of  dim  and  solitary  loveliness, 
I  learnM  the  language  of  another  world. 

Byron't  Manfred 

All  IS  gentle:  nought 
Stirs  rudely ;  but  congenial  with  the  night, 
Whatever  walks  is  gliding  like  a  spirit 

Byran^s  Doge  tjf  Veme€» 

How  sweet  and  soothing  is  this  hour  of  ealm  I 
I  thank  thee,  night !  Ibr  thou  hast  chased  away 
These  horrid  bodcments  which,  amidst  tJie  throng, 
I  could  not  dissipate :  and  with  the  blessing 
Of  thy  benign  and  quiet  influence  ^- 
Now  win  I  to  my  couch,  although  to  rest 
Is  almost  wronging  such  a  night  as  this. 

Byron's  Dcge  cf  Feaics. 
*Tis  midnight:  on  the  mountain's  brown 
The  cold,  round  moon  shines  deeply  down » 
Blue  roll  the  waters,  blue  the  sky 
Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  high. 
Bespangled  with  thoee  islos  of  light, 
So  wildly,  spintually  bright; 
Who  ever  gaied  upon  them  shining. 
And  tamed  to  earth  withoaA  repining, 
Nor  wished  Ibr  wings  to  flee  away. 
And  mix  with  their  eternal  ray? 

Bynm't  Siege  of  CoriwA 

All  was  so  still,  so  soft,  in  earth  and  air« 
You  scarce  would  start  to  meet  a  spirit  tfaete ; 
Secure  that  nought  of  evil  ooold  delight 
To  walk  in  suoh  a  soene,  on  such  a  night ! 

9ynm'$  Lartu 

The  night 

Shows  stars  and  women  in  a  better  light 

ByrmL 

Just  one  look  befbre  I  sleep, 

Just  one  parting  glanoe  to  keep 

On  my  heart  and  on  my  brain 

Bvery  line  and  Ibature  plain. 

In  sweet  hopes  that  thoy  may  be 

Ihresent  in  those  dioams  to  me, 

Which  the  gentle  nightfaoqr  brings 

Ever  on  her  starry  wings. 

JTiss  Lnd(m'$  Pt 


Night  Is  a  live^  masqoenule  of  day. 
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Stringing  the  stars  at  random  round  her  head. 
Like  a  pearl  network,  there  she  sits — bright  Night  I 
I  k>vo  night  more  than  daj,  —  she  is  so  lovclj, 
But  I  bve  night  the  most  becaoso  she  brings 
My  k)ve  to  me  in  dreams. 

«  Mind  and  Night 

Will  meet,  tlioQgh  in  silence,  like  forbidden  bvers. 

BmUt/*9  Futu9, 

Night  hath  made  many  bards,  she  is  so  lovely.. 

BaiUy'a  Festui, 

How  beautilnl  this  night !  the  balmiest  sigh 
Which  vernal  zephyrs  breathe  in  evening*s  ear, 
Were  discord  to  the  speaking  quietude 
That  wraps  tliis  moveless  scene.    Heavcn*s  ebon 

vault, 
fitudded  with  stars  innumerably  bright. 
Through  which  the  moon*p  miclouded  grandeur 

rolb, 
Seems  like  a  canq>y  whicb  love  has  spread 
Above  the  sleeping  world. 

SkdUfa  Pcemf. 

T  is  dark  abroad.    The  majesty  of  night 

Bows  down  sppcrbly  from  her  utmost  height, 

Stretches  her  starless  plumes  across  the  world, 

And  oil  the  banners  of  the  wind  are  ffarl*d. 

JnhM  Neal 

The  deep,  transparent  sky  is  foil 

Of  many  a  thousand  glittering  lights— 
Uonumber'd  stars  that  calmly  rule 

The  dark  dominions  of  the  night 
tlie  mild  bright  moon  has  upward  risen, 

Oat  of  the  giey  and  boundless  (dain, 
And  aU  armmd  the  white  snows  glisten. 

Where  fioet,  and  ice,  and  sileneo  reign. 
While  ages  roU  away,  and  they  unchangM  remain. 

Albert,  PiU 

The  night  has  oome,  bat  not  too  soon; 

And  sinking  silently, 

Alt  silently,  the  little  moon 

Drope  down  behind  the  sky. 

LongftOmoU  Poema, 

Sfeep  chains  the  earth;  the  bright  stars  glide  on 

high,  n 

Filling  with  one  effulgent  smile  the  sky ; 
And  all  is  hushed  so  still,  so  silent  there. 
That  ooe  might  hear  an  angel  wing  the  air. 

JTrs.  Lim$'$  CMdiftkaSea. 

The  last  red  gold  had  melted  fipom  the  sky. 
Where  the  sweet  sunset  lingerM  soft  and  warm. 

And  starry  night  was  gathering  silently 
The  jewolPd  mantle  round  her  regal  form ; 

While  the  invisible  fingers  of  the  breeze 

Shook  the  yoong  bkiasoms  lightly  ftom  the  trees. 

PhmbaCmng. 


Night  is  the  time  when  Nature  seems 

God*s  silent  worshipper. 
And  ever  with  a  chasten'd  heart 

In  unison  with  her, 
I  lay  me  on  my  peaceful  couch, 

The  day*s  dull  cares  rcsignM, 

And  let  my  thoughts  fold  up  like  flowers. 

In  the  twilight  of  the  mind. 

Sara  J.  CUtrkt 

1  dread  the  night — it  holds, 

Within  its  weary  bounds. 

Strife,  grief;  and  fears,  red  battb-fields, 

And  spectre-haunted  grounds. 

Sara  J,  Clarke 

Oh,  Night !  most  bcautifhl,  most  rare ! 

Thou  giv*8t  the  heavens  their  holiest  hue ! 
And  through  the  azure  fields  of  air, 

Bringest  down  the  golden  dew ! 
For  thou,  with  breathless  lips  apart. 

Didst  stand  in  that  dim  age  afiir, 
And  hold  upon  thy  trembling  heart 

Messiah's  herald-star ! 
For  this  I  love  thy  hallowM  reign ! 

For  more  than  this  thrice  blest  tliou  ^rt ! 

Thou  gain'st  the  unbeliever's  brain 

By  entormg  at  his  heart ! 

T.  Buchanan  Read 

Thick  darkness  broodeth  o*er  the  world ;  — 

The  raven  pinion  of  the  Night, 
Close  on  her  silent  bosom  flurrd, 

Befleolf  no  gleam  of  orient  light. 
E'en  the  wild  norland  fires  that  mock'd 

The  fiiint  bloom  of  the  eastern  sky,  . 
Now  leave  me,  in  close  darluiess  lock'd. 

To  Night's  weird  realm  of  fkntasy. 

Mrs.  Wkitmam 


NIGHTINGALE. 

O  nightingale,  that  on  yon  blooming  spray 
Warblest  at  eve,  when  all  Uie  woods  are  still , 
Thou  with  fVesh  hope  the  lover's  heart  doth  fill, 
While  the  jolly  hoars  lead  on  propitious  May. 
Thy  liquid  notes  that  close  the  eye  of  day. 
First  heard  before  the  tliallow  cuckoo's  bill. 
Portend  snccess  in  kve;  oh !  if  Jove's  will 
Have  link'd  that  amorous  power  to  tliy  soft  lay 
Now  timely  sing,  ere  the  rode  bird  of  hate 
Foretell  my  hopeless  doom  in  some  grove,  nigh. 
As  thou  ftom  year  lo  year  hast  sung  too  late 
For  my  reKe^  yet  hadst  no  reason  wliy : 
Whether  the  muse  or  love  call  tlic*-  *  a  maUi^ 
Both  them  I  servoi  and  of  tlieir  tram  am  L 


Hm  nightingfale,  if  she  should  sin;  bj  d«,y, 
%Vhon  every  ^oom  ia  cackling,  would  be  thought 
No  better  a  muaician  than  the  wren. 
How  many  things  by  season  seasonM  are 
To  their  right  praise,  and  true  perfection ! 

8hak$.  Merchant  of  Venice, 

Sweet  bird  that  shann*st  the  noise  of  fitlly, 
Most  musical,  most  melancholy. 

Jtf  Uton's  n  PenseroM. 

Hie  melancholy  Philomel, 
Thus  perch'd  all  night  alone  in  shady  grovM, 
Tunes  her  soft  voice  to  sad  complaints  of  love, 
Makmg  her  life  one  great  harmonious  woe. 

Southern's  DieappahUmenL 

—Hark !  the  nightingale  begins  has  song,         ^ 

**  Most  musical,  most  melancholy'*  bird ! 

A  melancholy  bird  I    O  idle  thought! 

In  nature  there  is  nothing  melancholy* 

But  some  night-wandering  man,  whoee  heart  was 

pierc*d 
With  the  remembrance  of  a  grievous  wrong, 
Or  slow  distemper,  or  neglected  love, 
(And  so,  poor  wretch !  fillM  all  things  with  himselC 
And  made  all  gentle  sounds  tell  back  the  tals 
Of  his  own  sorrows,)  he,  and  such  as  he. 
First  nam'd  these  notes  a  melancholy  strain. 

Celeridge, 
T  is  the  merry  nightingais 
Tliat  crowds,  and  hurries,  and  precipAtatos, 
With  fast,  thick  warble,  his  delicious  notes. 
As  he  were  fearful  that  an  April  night 
Would  be  too  short  lor  him  to  utter  £>rth 
His  love-chant,  and  disburden  his  full  soul 
Of  all  its  music ! 

Coleridge, 

Thou  wast  not  bom  for  death,  immortal  bird ! 

No  hungry  generations  tread  thee  down ; 
The  voice  I  hear  this  passing  night  was  heard 

In  ancient  days  by  emperor  and  down. 

Keate. 


NOBILITY, 

Vain*glorious  man,  when  fluttering  wind  does  blo# 
In  his  light  wings,  is  lifted  op  to  sky; 
The  scorn  of  knighthood  and  true  chivalry. 
To  think,  without  desert  of  gentle  deed 
And  noble  worth,  to  bo  advanced  high, 
Horh  praise  is  shame ,  but  honour,  virtue's  meed, 
Juth  bear  the  ftirest  flower  in  bononraUe  seed. 

£>^wiiser'«  FttUy  Qmeen. 

dhoiifd  vice  expect  to  *scape  rebuke, 
Ke?aiwe  its  owner  is  a  duke  7 

8Wyu 


True  is,  that  whilome  that  good  poet  said, 
The  gentle  mind  by  gentle  deeds  is  known. 
For  man  by  nothing  is  so  well  bewrayM, 
As  by  his  manners,  in  which  plain  is  shown 
Of  what  degree  and  what  race  he  is  grown. 

Speneer*e  Friry  Qiuen. 

So  man's  true  fame  must  strike  fiom  hit  own 
deeds.  Middtttm, 

How  vain  aro  all  hereditary  honours, 
lliose  poor  possessions  from  another's  deeds, 
Unless  our  own  just  virtues  ftrm  our  title, 
And  give  a  sanctioa  to  our  fond  assompuoa ! 

Skuk^ 

Tis  from  high  life  high  characters  an  drawn, 
A  saint  in  crape  is  twice  a  saint  in  lawn ; 
A  judge  is  just,  a  chanc'ttor  juster  still, 
A  gown-man,  leam'd ;  a  bishop,  what  yoa  will; 
Wise,  if  a  minister ;  but  if  a  king, 
More  wise,  more  leam'd,  more  just,  more  ev'rf 
thing.  PofL 

But  by  your  fathers'  worth  if  yours  you  rate. 
Count  me  those  only  that  were  good  and  great 
Go !  if  your  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood 
Ha«  crept  through  scoundrels  ever  since  the  flood 
Go !  and  pretend  your  family  is  young ; 
Nor  own  your  fkthers  have  beon  fiwls  so  long. 
What  can  ennoble  sots,  or  slavos,  or  cowards  ? 
Ala«!  not  all  the  bkiod  of  all  tlie  Howards. 

Pepe^a  Buoy  oa  Men 

Whoe'er  amidst  the  sens 
Of  reason,  valour,  liberty,  and  virtue, 
Displays^distUignish'd  merit,  is  a  noble 
Of  nature*s  own  creating.    Sooh  have  risea. 
Sprung  flrom  the  dost ;  or  where  had  been  onr 
honours  7  TAemssn't  CeMevsa, 

Look  round 
Among  the  titled  great  ones  of  the  world; 
Do  they  not  spring  flom  some  proud  raonaroh* 

flatterer, 
Some  favourite  mistress,  or  ambitioDB  nioister, 
The  ruin  of  his  country,  while  their  blood 
Rolls  down  through  many  a  ibol,  through  manya 

viUain, 

To  its  now  proud  posseaeon? 

Fr&meet^9  Bugma. 

Ev'n  to  the  dullest  peasant  standing  by. 
Who  fasten'd  still  on  him  a  wondering  eye, 
He  seeoi'd  the  master  spirit  of  the  land. 

Bsiifie. 


Tliere  were  twelve  peers 

Like  Charlemagne's— and  all  such  peers  In  look 

Ahd  intellect,  that  neither  eyes  nor  ears 

For  commoners  had  ever  them  mistook. 

HyrM 
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Bvcn  to  the  delicacy  of  their  hands 

lliere  was  resenblonce,  such  as  true  blood  wean. 

The  noble  ranks  of  fkshion  and  birth 

Are  fotterM  by  courtly  rule; 
They  dare  not  vend  the  shacUes  that  tend 

To  form  the  knave  and  fooL 

BlUu  Cool^$  Pofms. 

And  what  if  court  or  castle  yaunt. 

Its  childnn  loftier  bom? 
Who  hoede  the  silken  tassers  vaunt 

Beside  the  golden  com? 
They  ask  not  for  the  courtly  tdl 

Of  ribbonM  knights  and  eark, 
The  daughters  of  the  viigin  soil, 

Oar  ixoehom  Yankee  girls! 

O.  W.  Hdmm, 

There's  no  power 
In  ancestry  to  make  the  foolish  wise, 
The  ignorant  learnM,  the  oowardly  and  base 
Deserving  oor  respect  as  brave  and  good. 
AH  men  foel  this:  nor  dares  the  despot  say 
His  fiat  can  endow  with  truth  the  soul, 
Or,  like  a  pension,  on  the  heart  beslgw 
The  virtues  cqrcent  in  the  realms  above. 
Hence  man's  best  riches  must  be  gainM-^not 

given; 
Hjs  noblest  name  deserv'd,  and  not  deriv'd. 

ifrs.  Halt?9  Ormmd  Oronenor* 

riio  ruffian  warriors  of  the  olden  times, 
Boisterous  as  vnnter,  and  with  minds  as  hard 
And  barren  as  the  firozen  wilderness,  — > 
Did  such  as  these  possess  ezelusive  right 
To  patent  Nature  for  Nobill^? 
And  to  their  silly,  sinning  oflipring  grant 
A  perpetuity  o£  dignities 
To  tho  end  of  time  7   A  charter  of  that  power 
Which  only  should  be  placM  in  hands  that  wield 
The  public  destinies  for  public  good ; 
And  a  monopoly  of  fame  and  praise 
Which  talents  and  true  nobleness  should  gain  ? 

Mn,  HaU*8  Ormand  Gntvemr. 

Go,  then,  to  heroes,  sages  i£  aOiod, 
Go !  trace  the  scroll,  but  not  with  eye  of  pride. 
Where  Truth  depicts  their  glories  as  they  shone, 
Ajid  leaves  a  blank  where  should  have  been  your 

own. 
Mark  the  pure  beam  oo  yon  dark  wave  impressed ; 
60  shines  the  star  on  that  degenerate  breast-— 
Elach  twinkling  orb,  that  bums  with  ^borrowM 

firesy 
8a  ye  zeflect  the  gkry  of  your  siiWi 

Om¥g9HiU, 


NOVELTY. 

New  customs, 
Though  they  be  never  so  ridiculous, 
Nay,  let  them  be  unmanly,  yet  are  foUow'd. 

8hak$.  Henry  VIII 

AH  with  one  consent,  praise  new-born  gauds, 
Though  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  tilings  past 

Shaks,  Troiltu  and  Crenida. 

If  all  the  year  were  playiug  holidays. 
To  sport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work ; 
But,  when  they  seldom  come,  they  wishM  for  come, 
And  nothing  pleaseth  but  rare  accidents. 

Shakt,  Henry  IV.    PaH  IL 

Did  ever  Proteus,  Merlin,  any  witch, 
Transfonn  themselves  so  strangely  as  tlie  rich  / 
Well,  but  the  poor — ^the  poor  have  the  same  itch, 
They  change  their  weekly  barber,  weekly  news, 
Prefer  a  new  japanner  to  their  shoes; 
Discharge  their  garrets,  move  their  beds,  and  run 
(They  know  not  whither)  in  a  chaise  and  one ; 
Tliey  hire  their  sci^ller,  and  when  once  abroad. 
Grow  sick,  and  damn  the  climate— like  a  lord. 

Pope. 

PapilUa,  wedded  to  her  amorous  spark, 

Sighs  for  the  shades — ^  How  charming  is  a  park  V' 

A  park  is  purchas'd,  but  the  fair  he  sees 

All  bath'd  in  tears  — -  O  odious,  odious  trees ! 

Pope^a  Moral  Eooayo 

Of  all  the  passions  tbat  possess  mankind. 
The  love  of  novelty  rules  most  the  mind ; 
In  search  of  this,  from  realm  to  reahn  we  roam ; 
Our  fleets  oome  fraught  with  ev*ry  ftUy  home. 

Fi,OU 

Still  sighs  tho  worid  for  something  new. 

For  something  new; 
Imploring  me,  imploring  you, 

Some  WiB-o'.wisp  to  help  pursue ; 
Ah,  hapless  woild,  what  will  it  do! 
Imploring  me,  imploring  you. 
For  something  New! 

RtdpkHoi/i 

I  have  liv'd  in  cities  £rom  my  birth. 
Where  all  was  noise,  md  lift,  and  varying  scene, 
Recurrent  news  which  set  all  men  agape — 
New  foces,  and  new  friends,  and  shows  and  revels. 
Mingled  in  constant  action  and  quick  change. 
Which  things  drive  on  thp  wiieels  of  time  apace 

Boker*9  Coiawnot 


NUN. 

Ah,  wretch !  bcliev'd  the  spouse  of  God  in  vaio, 
CoofossM  withm  the  slave  of  k>ve  and  man 

Pope's  EUdm 
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OATHa 


How  happy  ia  the  blameleM  TC8tal*B  lot ! 

The  world  forgetting,  bj  the  world  forgot; 

Eternal  sunshine  of  the  spotless  mind ! 

Each  pray'r  accepted  and  each  wish  rosignM ; 

Labour  and  rest,  that  equal  periods  keep; 

Obedient  slumbers  that  can  wake  and  weep; 

Defiircs  composed,  affections  ever  cv*n ; 

Tears  that  delight,  and  sighs  that  waft  to  heav*n : 

Grace  shines  around  her  with  screnest  beams, 

And  whisp'ring  angels  prompt  her  golden  dreams. 


Canst  thou  forget  that  sad,  that  solemn  day. 
When  victims  at  yon  altar*s  foot  we  lay  ? 
Ganst  thou  forget  what  tears  that  moment  fell, 
When,  warm  in  youth,  I  bade  the  world  farewell  7 
As  with  cold  lips  I  kiss'd  the  sacred  veil, 
The  ahrines  all  trembled  and  the  lamps  grew 

pale: 
Heaven  scarce  belicvM  the  conquest  it  survey^. 
And  saints  with  wonder  heard  the  vows  I  made. 

^off'n  EUii$a, 

Oh  come  !  oh  teach  me  nature  to  subdue, 
Renounce  my  love,  my  life,  myself,  and  you ; 
Fill  my  fond  heart  with  God  alone,  for  he 
Alone  can  rival,  can  succeed  to  thee. 

Pcpt'a  EloUa, 

Relentless  walls !  whose  darksome  round  contains 
Repentant  sighs  and  voluntary  pains :  , 

Ye  rugged  rocks ,  which  holy  knees  have  worn ; 
Ye  grots  and  caverns  shagnrM  wjth  horrid  thorn ! 
Shrines  t  where  their  vigils  palc-cy'd  virgins  keep; 
And  pitying  saints,  whoso  statues  learn  to  weep! 
Though  oold  like  you,  unmovM  and  silent  grown, 
I  have  not  yet  forgot  myself  to  stone. 

Popt^s  Eloisa. 

Now  warm  in  love,  now  witliVing  in  my  bloom, 
Lost  in  a  convenes  solitary  gloom ! 
There  stem  religion  quenched  th*  unwilling  flame. 
There  died  tlie  best  of  passions,  love  and  fame. 

Pope't  Elaaa, 

Love,  to  her  ear.  Was  but  a  name, 
CombinM  with  vanity  and  shame; 
Her  hopes,  her  fears,  her  joys,  were  all 
Bounded  within  the  cloister  wall 

Scoffs  Marmien. 

There,  those  parted  lips,— 
Prayer  could  but  givo  such  voiceless  eloquence,— 
Shining  like  snow  her  claspM  and  earnest  hands, 
8he  seems  a  dedicated  nun,  whose  heart 
Is  God*s  own  altar.    By  her  side  I  fed 
As  in  some  holy  place. 

JlftM  Landon, 


OATHS. 

Tis  not  the  many  oaths,  that  make  the  tmdi; 
But  the  plain  smgle  vow,  that  is  vowed  tnie^ 

Shak$.  Aa'9  WA 


The  gods  ate  deaf  to  hot  and 

They  are  polluted  offerings;,  more  abhorrM 

Than  spotted  livers  in  the  sacrifice. 

Skak$,  Trmlus  tand  Cretaidk. 

The  TOWS  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues;  which  is  nothing. 

Look  thou  be  tnw ;  do  not  give  dsHianee 
Too  much  rein;  the  strongest  oaths  are  straw 
To  the  fire  i*  the  blood ;  be  more  abstemious, 
Or  else,  good-night  your  vow. 

8hak»,  TtmpaL 

Your  oaths  are  past,  and  now  subscribe  your  nanso 
That  his  own  hand  may  strike  his  honour  down. 
That  violates  the  smallest  branch  herein. 

Shak9.  Lmoe^B  Lobom; 

O,  swear  not  by  the  moon,  the  inconstant  moon, 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb. 
Lest  that  thy  love  prove  likewise  variable. 

Shaks.  Rmiuo  «firf  MuL 

Come,  swear  it,  damn  thyself 

Lest  being  like  one  of  heaven,  the  devils  themsebres 

Should  fear  to  seize  thee:  therefore  bo  double 

damn*d. 

Swear — thou  art  honest 

iSAofa.  OticUoL 

Thou  scest,  that  all  the  grace  tliat  she  hath  left. 
Is,  that  she  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  sin  of  perjury :  she  not  denies  it 

Shah,  Mueh  Adt. 

Swear  priests,  and  cowards,  and  men  caute]ou% 

Old  fable  carrions,  and  such  suffering  souls 

That  welcome  wrongs ;  unto  bad  causes  swear 

Such  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  stain 

The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprise, 

Nor  the  insuppressive  mettle  of  o&r  spirits, 

To  think,  that,  or  our  cause,  or  our  perfbrmanoe, 

Did  need  an  oath. 

Shahs,  Julms  Oum 

Myself^  myself  confound ! 
Heaven,  and  fortune,  bar  me  happy  hours ! 
Day,  yield  me  not  thy  light;  nor  night,  thy  rert.' 
Be  opposite  all  planets  of  good  luck 
To  my  proceeding,  i^  with  pure  hoards  Iovb 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 
I  ten4er'not  thy  beanteous  princely  daughter! 

Shots.  Richard  III 
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This  in  the  name  of  heaTen,  I  promifle  here : 
The  which,  if  he  he  pleased,  I  shall  perform, 
I  do  beseech  jonr  majesty  may  sal^ 
The  loQ^  grown  wounds  of  my  intemperance : 
If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bonds. 
And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thousand  deaths, 
Ere  break  the  smallest  parcel  of  this  vow. 

Shahs.  Henry  IV,    Part  L 

Th«  oath  in  any  way  or  ton  yoa  please, 
I  stand  rosolv'd  to  take  it 

Jlfasf»n^er*s  Duke  of  Milan, 

Oaths  were  not  purposM  more  than  law 

To  keep  the  good  and  just  in  awe, 

But  to  confine  the  bad  and  sinfbl. 

Like  moral  cattle,  in  a  pinfold. 

BuUer'a  Hudtbrat, 

That  saints  may  claim  a  dispensation 

To  swear  and  forswear  on  occasion, 

I  doabt  not  but  it  will  appear 

With  pregnant  light :  the  point  is  clear. 

Oaths  are  but  words,  and  words  but  wind ; 

Too  feeble  instruments  to  bind. 

BvOer's  HudSbrae, 

He  that  imposes  an  oath  makes  it, 
Not  he  that  for  oonvcnionce  takes  it : 
Then  how  can  any  man  be  said 
To  break  an  oath  he  nerer  made. 

BuU«^e  Hudibrae. 

For  breaking  of  an  oath  and  lying. 
Is  but  a  kind  of  self-denying ; 
A  saint-like  virtue ;  and  from  hence 
Some  have  broke  oaths  by  Providence ; 
Some,  to  the  glory  of  the  Lord, 
Peijur'd  themselves,  and  broke  their  word. 

Bitf2er*s  Hudibras. 
Nay,  hot  weigh  well  what  you  presume  to  swear ! 
Oaths  are  of  dreadful  weight !  and,  if  they  are  false. 
Draw  down  damnation. 

Savage^a  Sir  Thmnaa  ODerbury, 

Jack  was  embarrassed  —  never  hero  more. 
And,  as  he  knew  not  what  to  say,  -^  he  swore. 

ByrofiV  leland. 

And  was  it  strange  that  this  poor  boy. 

In  such  companionship, 
Should  let  the  curses  in  his  heart 

Soon  rise  upon  his  lip  7 
And  he,  who  ne*er  hod  call*d  on  God 

But  when  on  bended  knee, 
InfokM  Ifim  now  but  in  his  oaths 

Of  rage  or  blasphemy! 
Oil,  when  a  yooth  before  yon  stands, 

Hiink  what  the  sin  in  yoo, 
'By  wicked  word*  or  evil  deedi 

To  make  him  sinful  too! 

Ifrs.  HM§  Harry  Gvy. 
Z 


An  oath  is  a  recognizance  to  heaven, 
Binding  us  over  in  the  courts  above. 
To  plead  to  tlie  indictment  of  our  crimes. 
That  those  who  *scape  this  world  should  suffer 
there.  Senihern^e  Oreanoka 


OBITUARY. 

From  his  cradle, 
He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one; 
Exceeding  wise,  fair-spoken  and  persuading ; 
Lofty  and  sour,  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not ; 
But  to  those  men  who  sought  him,  sweet  as  summer 
And  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  could  give,  ho  died,  fearing  God. 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 

Underneath  this  stone  doth  lie 

As  much  virtne  as  could  die. 

Which,  when  alive,  did  vigour  give 

To  as  much  beauty  as  could  live. 

Ben  Joneon, 

Had  the  number  of  her  days 
Been  as  complete  as  was  her  praise. 
Nature  and  Fate  had  had  no  strife 
In  giving  limit  to  her  life. 

MiUon'e  MieceUaneoue  Poems. 

Gentle  Lady,  may  thy  grave 
Peace  and  quiet  ever  have. 

MUton^s  MisceUaneous  Poems. 

Here  rests  his  head,  upon  the  lap  of  earth, 

A  yooth  to  fortune  and  to  fume  unknown ; 
Fair  science  frownM  not  on  his  humble  birth. 

And  melancholy  markM  him  for  her  own. 
Nor  further  seek  his  virtues  to  disclose. 

Or  draw  his  frailties  flrom  their  dread  abode. 
There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose  — 

The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 

Gray's  EUgy 

Ev^  lovely  seene  shall  thee  restore, 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed ; 

Belov'd,  till  lift  eoaki  ebarm  no  more. 

And  moam*d,  till  pity*s  self  be  dead. 

CoUins 

How  k)vM,  how  honourM  once,  avails  thee  not, 

To  whom  related,  or  by  whom  begot; 

A  heap  of  dust  slone  remains  of  thee, 

'T  is  all  thou  art,  and  all  the  proud  shall  be. 

Pope. 

What  tliough  the  moonds  that  markM  each  name. 

Beneath  the  wings  of  Time, 
Have  worn  away  7  -^  Theirs  is  the  fame 

Immortal  and  snblime; 
For  who  can  tread  on  Freedom's  plain, 
Nor  wake  her  dead  to  Ufb  again. 

Robert  Montgtf'tfi^ 
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They  fell  devoted,  but  undytng: 
The  very  gale  their  names  MemM  sighing, 
Their  •pirits  wrappM  the  duaky  mountain. 
Their  memory  eparkled  o'er  thQ  'foimtain ; 
Tlie  mcanert  rill,  the  migbtiott  river, 
RoUM  mingling  with  their  feme  for  ever. 

Byron*8  Siege  cf  Corinlh, 

Brief;  brave,  and  gloriooB  wa«  his  yomig  career. 

Byron's  CkUde  Harold. 

Give  thanks 

That  she  is  safe  with  Him  who  hath  the  power 

0*er  pain,  and  sin,  and  death. 

Mrs,  Sigoumey. 


Ay,  turn  and  weep — 't  is  manlini 
To  be  heart-broken  here — 

For  the  grave  of  earth's  best  nobleness 
Is  watered  by  the  tear. 


wmt'9  Pow. 


OBLIVION.  —  (See  Forobtpulnkss.) 


Green  be  tlie  turf  above  thcc, 

Friend  of  my  better  days ; 
None  knew  thee  but  to  love  thee. 

Nor  nam'd  thee  but  to  praise. 

HaOeekU  Poems, 

Thou  art  not  in  the  grave  confin'd, — 
Death  cannot  claim  th'  immortal  mind ; 
Let  earth  close  o*er  its  sacred  trust, 
But  goodness  dies  not  in  the  dust 

Sprague's  Poems, 

O,  many  a  time  it  hath  been  told. 
The  story  of  those  men  of  old ; 
For  this  fair  poetry  hath  wreathM 

Her  sweetest,  purest  flower ; 
For  this  proud  eloquence  hath  breathed 

His  strain  of  loftiest  power ; 
Devotion,  too,  hath  lingcr'd  round 
Each  spot  of  consecrated  ground. 

And  hill  and  valley  blessM ; 

There,  where  our  banish'd  fathers  stray'd. 

There,  where  they  lov'd,  and  wept,  and  pray'd, 

There,  whcie  their  ashes  rest 

Sprague'^s  Poems, 

As  the  bird  to  its  sheltering  nest. 
When  the  storm  on  the  hills  is  abroad, 

Sb  her  spirit  hath  flown  fVom  this  world  of  unrest. 
To  repose  on  the  bosom  of  God*. 

WiUiam  H.  BuMgh. 

The  strife  is  o*er !    The  lov'd  of  years. 

To  whom  our  yearning  hearts  had  grown, 
Hatii  left  us,  with  life's  gathering  fears 

To  struggle  darkly  and  alone ; 
Gone,  with  the  wealth  of  love  which  dwelt, 

Hoart-kept,  with  holy  thoughts  and  high  -«- 
i^ne.  a*  the  clouds  ^f  evening  melt 

Leyond  tae  dark  and  solemn  sky. 

WiOmm  H.  ButUigh. 

c^.ie  hvM  as  peacefu«  as  a  dove ; 

She  died  a»  oloseoms  die ; 

And  now  am  spirit  floats  above, 

\  seraph  in  the  sky  I 

JTrt.  Wdby. 


OBSTINACY. 

You  may  ok  well  go  stand  upon  the  beach, 
And  bid  the  main  flood  bate  his  usual  height; 
You  may  as  weU  use  question  with  the  wolf| 
Why  he  hath  made  the  ewe  bleat  for  the  Iamb; 
You  may  as  well  bid  the  mountain  pines 
To  wag  their  high  tops,  and  to  make  no  noise, 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gusts  of  heaven; 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  most  hard. 
As    seek    to    soften  that  (than  which  what'i 
harder  7) — 

His  Jewish  heart!  ,  ^  , 

Shaks.  Merchaid  tf  Vauet, 


You  may  as  well 

Forbid  the  sea  for  to  obey  the  moon. 

As,  or  by  oath,  remove,  or  counsel,  shake 

The  febrio  of  his  foUy. 

ShJu.  Winta'i  TaU. 

But,  out,  affiBction ! 
All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature  break! 
Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obstinate. 

Your  bInndVer  is  as  sturdy  as  a  rock, 

The  creature  is  so  sure  to  kick  and  bite, 

A  mtileteer's  the  man  to  set  him  right 

First  appetite  enlists  him  truth's  sworn  fee, 

Then  obstinate  self-will  confirms  him  so. 

Tell  him  he  wanders ;  that  his  error  leads 

To  fatal  ill;  that  though  the  path  he  treads 

Be  flow*ry,  and  he  see  no  cause  of  fear, 

Death  and  the  pains  of  hell  attend  him  there. 

In  vain  the  slave  of  arrogance  and  pride, 

Ho  has  no  hearing  on  the  prudent  sid^ 

His  still  refuted  quirks  he  still  repeats; 

New  raisM  objections  with  new  quibbles  mecU; 

Till  sinking  in  the  quicksand  he  defenda, 

■He  dies  disputing,  and  the  contest  endi. 

CofBftf* 


OCEAN. 

How  happy  they. 
Who,  from  the  toU  and  tumult  of  their  lives. 
Steal  to  look  down  where  nought  but  ocean  »tri««  . 


OCEAN. 
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Others  maj  use  tho  ocean  as  their  road, 

Only  the  English  make  it  their  abode ; 

Whose  ready  sails,  with  every  wind  can  fly, 

And  make  oov*nant  with  the  inconstant  sky : 

Oar  oaks  secure  as  if  they  there  took  root, 

We  tread  on  billows  with  a  steady  foot 

WaUer, 

I  Iov*d  to  stand  on  some  high  beetling  rock. 
Or  dusky  brow  of  saTm|re  promontory, 
Watching  the  waves  with  all  their  white  crests 

dancing. 
Come,  like  thick  plumed  squadrons,, to  the  shore 

Gallantly  bounding. 

Sir  A.  HutW9  Julian. 

RoD  on,  thoa  deep  and  dark  blue  ocean  -^  roll ! 
Ten  thousand  fleets  sweep  over  thee  in  vain ; 
Man  marks  the  earth  with  ruin — his  control 
Stops  with  the  shore ;  —  upon  the  watery  plain 
The  wrecks  are  all  thy  deed,  nor  doth  remain 
A  shadow  of  man*s  ravage,  save  his  own. 
When  for  a  moment,  like  a  drop  of  rain, 
He  sinks  into  thy  depths  with  bubbling  groan. 
Without  a  grave,  onkncIlM,  uncoffin^d,  and  un- 
known. Byron^M  ChUde  Harold. 

'  Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  the  Ahnightf 's  form 
Glasses  itself  in  tempests :  in  all  time. 
Calm  or  convulsed  —  in  breeze,  or  gale,  or  storm. 
Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime 
Dar k-heaving ; — boondless,  endless,  and  sublime-^ 
The  image  of  eternity —the  throne 
Of  the  invisible,  even  flrom  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made ;  each  zone 
Obeys  thee ;  thou  goest  forth*  dread,  fathomless, 
alone.  ByrmC$  Childe  Harold, 

liovely  seem'd  any  object  that  should  sweep 

Away  the  vast,  salt,  dread,  eternal  deep. 

ByrotL 

Oh !  how  he  listcnM  to  the  rushing  deep. 
That  ne'er  till  now  so  broke  upon  his  sleep; 
And  his  wild  spirit  wilder  wishes  sent, 
Rous'd  by  the  roar  of  his  own  element 

ByrotCo  Coroair, 

Ocean,  Kthou  dreadful  and  tumultuous  home 

or  dangers*  at  eternal  war  with  man ! ' 

Death's  capital  where  most  he  domineers, 

With  an  his  chosen  terrors  fi?owning  round, 

Wide  opening  and  loud  roaring  still  for  more, 

Too  faithful  mirror !  how  dost  thou  reflect 

The  melancholy  face  of  human  lifb. 

ilnon. 

rris  k>ne  on  the  waters. 

When  eve*s  mournful  bell 

Sends  fi>rth  to  the  sunset 

A  note  of  farewell ! 

Jf  rs.  Hemano, 


Thou  glorious  sea  I  more  pleasing  far 

When  all  thy  waters  are  at  rest, 
And  noonday  sun  or  midnight  star 

Is  shining  on  thy  waveless  brea«t 
Yet  is  the  very  tempest  dear. 

Whoso  mighty  voice  but  teDs  of  thee ; 
For  wild  or  calm,  or  fiir  or  near, 

I  love  thee  still,  thou  glorious  sea ! 

Mr»,  Hemani 

The  sea  !  tlie  sea !  the  open  sea ! 

The  blue,  the  fresh,  the  ever  free ! 

Without  a  mark,  without  a  bound, 

It  runneth  the  earth's  wide  regions  round ; 

It  plays  with  the  clouds ;  it  mocks  the  skies ; 

Or  like  a  cradled  creature  lies. 

Bryan  W.  Proetor, 

What  was  it  that  I  lov'd  so  well  about  my  child- 
hood's homo  7 
It  was  the  wide  and  wave-Iash'd  shore,  the  black 

rocks  crownM  with  foam  ! 
It  was  the  sea-gull's  flapping  wing,  aD  trackless 

in  its  flight. 
Its  screaming  note  that  welcom'd  on  the  fierce 

and  stormy  night ! 
The  wild  heath  had  its  flowers  and  moss,  the 

forest  had  its  trees. 
Which  bending  to  the  evening  wind,  made  music 

in  the  breeze. 
But  earth,  ha !  ha !  I  laugh  e'en  now,  earth  had 

.   no  charms  for  me; 
No  scene  half  bright  enough  to  win  my  young 

heart  fiom  the  sea ! 
No !  *t  was  the  ocean,  vast  and  deep,  the  &thom- 

less,  the  free ! 
The  mighty  rushing  watem,  that  were  ever  dear 

to  me  1  EUxa  Cook^s  Poemo, 

My  earliest  steps  would  wander  from  the  green 

and  fertile  land, 
Bown  where  the  clear  blue  ocean  roU'd,  to  pace 

the  rugged  strand ; 
Oh !  how  I  lov'd  the  waters,  and  even  long'd  to  be 
A  bird,  a  boat,  or  any  thing  that  dwelt  upon  the 

EUza  Cook'o  Poenu. 


sea: 

Great  Source  of  Being,  Beauty,  Light,  and  Love ! 
Creator !  Lord !  the  waters  worship  Tliee ! 
Ere  thy  creative  smile  had  sown  the  flowers, 
Ere  the  glad  hills  leap'd  upward,  or  the  earth 
With  swelling  bosom,  waited  for  her  child ; 
Before  eternal  Love  had  lit  the  sun, 
Or  Time  had  trac'd  his  dial-plate  in  stars. 
The  joyflil  anthem  of  the  Ocean  flow'd ; — 
And  Chaos  like  a  frighten'd  fek>n  fled« 
While  on  the  Deep  the  Holy  Spirit  ni0T*d.' 

Mr$.  HM9  Poemt 
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And  evermore  the  waters  wonhip  God  ;— 

And  bardf  and  propbeta  tuno  their  mystic  lyres 

Wliile  listening  to  the  miuic  of  the  waves ! 

Mn.  HaU^g  Poems. 

Type  of  the  Infinite !    I  look  away 
Over  thy  billows,  and  I  cannot  stay 
My  thought  upon  a  resting-plaoe,  or  make 
A  shore  beyond  my  vision,  where  they  break ; 
But  on  my  spirit  stretches,  till  it  *s  pain 
To  think ;  then  rests,  and  then  pots  forth  again. 

Dana's  Faetitkua  Life, 

Oh!  how  old 
Tboa  art  to  me!    For  countless  years  thou*st 

roUM; 
Before  an  ear  did  hear  thee,  thou  didst  mourn. 
Prophet  of  sorrow,  o*er  a  race  unborn ; 
Waiting,  thou  mighty  minister  of  death, 
Lopely  ibj  work,  ere  man  had  drawn  his  breath ! 

Iknia*$  FaefUiont  Lifi, 

Thou  art  the  same,  eternal  sea ! 

The  earth  hath  many  shapes  and  forms. 

Of  hill  and  valley,  flower  and  tree ; 

Fields  that  the  fervid  noontide  warms. 

Or  wint6r*s  rugged  grasp  deforms, 

Or  bright  with  autumn's  golden  store ; 

Thou  coverest  up  thy  fiice  with  storms, 

Or  sinil'st  serene  —  but  still  thy  roar 

And  dashing  foam  go  up  to  vex  the  sea-beat  shore. 

George  LwU, 
The  ocean  looketh  up  to  heaven. 

As  *t  were  a  living  thing ; 
The  homage  of  its  waves  is  given 

In  ceaseless  worshipping. 
They  kneel  upon  the  sloping  sand, 

As  bends  the  human  knee, 

A  beautiful  said  tireless  band. 

Hie  priesthood  of  the  sea ! 

Wkittiar'i  PomM. 

Look  how  the  grey,  old  ocean, 

From  the  depth  of  his  heart  rejoices, 

Heaving  with  a  gentle  motion. 

When  he  hears  our  restfbl  voices ; 

List  how  he  sings  in  an  undifer  tone, 

Chiming  with  our  melody; 

And  tliere,  where  the  smooth,  wet  pebbles  be, 

The  waters  gurgle  kmgingly. 

Ah  if  tliey  fain  would  Miek  the  shore. 

To  be  at  rest  finom  the  oeassless  roar, 

To  be  at  rest  for  evermore. 

J.  R,  Lowi*» —  The  Sifrene, 

Thus  on  lifo*s  gkKX^y  sea, 

Heareth  the  roarinere. 

Voices  sweet  from  far  and  near, 

Kver  singing  in  his  ear, 

**  Here  is  tmt  and  peace  for  thee !" 

J.  JR.  LmM^  Thi  Sfmu. 


OFFENCE. 

All  *s  not  offence  that  indiscretion  finds, 

And  dotage  terms  sa 

Shake. 

The  very  head  and  fhmt  of  my  oflbnding 

Hath  this  intent,  no  more. 

Shake,  Othdk, 

If  my  ofibnce  be  of  such  mortal  kind. 

That  neither  service  past,  nor  present  suimrs, 

Nor  purposed  merit  in  futurity. 

Can  ransom  me  inio  his  love  again* 

But  to  know  so  must  be  my  benefit; 

So  shall  I  clothe  roe  in  a  forc*d  content, 

And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course, 

To  fortune's  alms. 

Shake.  OthOe. 

In  such  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 

Hiat  every  nice  offence  should  bear  its  comment 

Shaka.  JuUue  Cmeor. 

For  wen  you  know  we  of  th*  oflending  side 

Must  keep  aloof  from  strict  arbitrament : 

And  stop  all  sight-holes,  every  loop,  fix>m  whenco 

The  eye  of  reason  may  pry  in  upon  us. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  L 

What  is  my  offence  T 

Where  is  the  eiradence  that  doth  accuse  me  T 

What  lawful  quest  have  given  their  verdict  up 

Unto  the  frowning  judge  7 

Shdta.  Rkhmd  III 

He  hath  wrong'd  his  queen,  but  stilt  he  is  her  lord ; 
He  hath  wrongM  my  sister,  still  he  is  my  brother; 
He  hath  wronged  his  people,  still  be  b  their  sove- 
reign. 
And  I  must  be  his  friend,  as  well  as  subject;^ 

He  must  not  perish  thus. 

ByroiCa  SardanofdMM. 

Be  not  too  ready  to  condemn 

The  wrongs  thy  brothers  may  have  done ; 
Ere  y<s  too  harshly  censure  tbom 

For  hum&i  &uHs,  ask— •'•Have  I  none?** 

JBHiaCeek 


OFFICE. 

Custom  calls  me  to  *t. 

What  eustom  wills  in  all  things,  should  we  do*t 

The  dust  on  antique  time  would  lie  unswept 

And  mountainous  error  be  too  highly  heap*d 

For  truth  to  overpeer.    Bother  th!in  feel  it  S0| 

Let  the  high  oflSce  and  the  honour  go 

To  one  who  would  do  thus. 

Shaika.  Cariekawek 

YoQ,  yourself 

Are  much  oondemnM  to  have  an  itching  pabst 

To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 

To  undeeervers. 

Skaka.  JwliM  Cmm 
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To  bold  ft  place 
In  eouneilf  which  wu  oace  esteemed  an  hanonr, 
And  a  reward  for  virtcie,  hath  quite  lost 
Lostie  and  reputation,  and  it  made 
A  mercenary  purehaae. 

The  seals  of  oflSoe  glitter  in  his  eyes ; 

He  climbs,  he  pants,  he  grasps  them ;  at  his  heels, 

Close  at  his  heels  a  demagogue  ascends, 

And,  with  a  dexterous  jerk  soon  twists  him  down. 

And  wins  them,'  but  to  lose  them  in  his  turn* 

*  Cowptr, 

When  vice  prerails,  and  impious  men  bear  swaj, 

The  post  of  honour  b  a  private  station, 

Addison, 

And  here  and  there  some  stem,  high  patriot  stood, 

Who  could  not  get  the  place  fot  which  he  sued. 

Byron. 

Why,  look  around. 

And  count,  if  possible,  the  pampered  numbers 

Who  fatten  on  the  stato  i  they  are  tho  tnen, 

Who,  if  they  find  a  man  too  honourable 

IV)  be  a  feUow-gleaner  of  the  spoils, 

When  faction's  siokle  sweeps  the  public  wealth. 

Lift  up  their  angry  voioes  to  the  crowd 

And  breathe  around  their  pestUentisl  breath, 

nil  virtue's  self  is  tainted  by  the  tonofa. 

JDeioet**  Athema  uf  Dama$eu$, 

They  who  bend  to  Power,  and  lap  its  milk. 

Axe  fickler  and  more  dangerous  far  than  they 

Who  honestly  defy  it! 

Boker'B  Cdlaynn. 

OPINION. 

Opinion  *s  but  a  fool,  that  makes  us  scan 

The  outward  habit  by  the  inward  man. 

Skakt.  Periela. 

Opinion,  the  blind  goddess  of  fbob,  fbe 

To  the  virtuous,  and  only  friend  to 

Undeserving  persons* 

Chapmari'a  Widow'*  Team, 

Jjet  not  opinion  make  thy  judgment  err ; 
The  evening  conquest  crowns  the  conqueror. 

Lady  Alimany, 

Opinion  is  that  high  and  mighty  dame 
Wliich  rules  the  world ;  and  in  the  mind  doth  frame 
INataste  or  liking :  for  in  human  race. 
She  makes  the  fancy  various  as  the  face. 

Opinionators  naturally  differ 
Frxjan  other  men;  as  wooden  legs  are  stifTer 
Then  those  of  pliant  joints,  to  yield  and  bow. 
Which  way  soe*er  they  are  designM  to  go. 

BuiUr*9  HudibrM. 


Opinion  governs  all  mankind. 
Like  tho  blind*s  leading  of  the  Utnd; 
For  he  that  has  no  eyes  in  *s  head 
Must  be  b*  a  dog  glad  to  be  led ; 
And  no  beasts  have  so  little  in  *em. 
As  that  inhuman  brute,  opinion ; 
*T  is  an  infectious  pestilence. 
That  fastens  upon  wit  and  sense. 
That  with  a  venomous  contagion, 
Invades  the  sick  imagination ; 
And  when  it  seizes  any  part. 
It  strikes  the  poison  to  the  heart. 
This  men  of  one  another  catch 
By  contact,  as  the  humours  match ; 
And  nothing  *8  so  pervwse  in  nature 
As  a  profound  opinionator. 

BuOer**  HudUnn 

How  can  you  rest  where  powV  is  still  alarm*d : 
Each  crowd  a  faction,  and  each  faction  arm*,d  7 
Who  &8hions  of  opinion  love  to  change. 
And  tliink  their  own  the  best  for  being  strange ; 
Their  own,  if  it  were  lasting,  they  would  hate ; 
Yet  call  it  conscience  when  *t  is  obstinate. 

Sir  W,  DavenanL 

We  alj,  my  lords,  have  err*d. 
Men  may,  I  find,  be  honest,  though  they  differ. 
Thmaoii'B  Tanered  and  Sigitmunda, 

For  still  the  world  prevailed,  and  its  dread  laugh. 
Which  scarce  the  firm  philosopher  can  scorn. 

JTwmson^g  Seasons, 

How  much  there  is  self-will  would  do^ 

Were  it  not  for  the  dire  dismay 
lliat  bids  ye  shrink,  as  ye  suddenly  think 

Of  **  what  will  my  neighbours  say  7** 

Mi9S  JElixa  Cook. 

He  lovM  his  kind,  but  sought  the  love  of  few, 
And  valued  old  opinions  more  than  new. 

Park  Benjmnm, 

Yet  in  opinions  look  not  always  oack ; 
Your  wake  is  nothing,  mind  the  coming  track ; 
Leave  what  you  *ve  done  for  what  you  have  to  do, 
Don't  be  **  consistent,**  but  be  simply  true. 

O.  W.  Holme$ 


OPPORTUNITY. 

There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men. 

Which,  taken  at  tlie  flow,  leads  on  to  fortune , 

Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 

Is  bound  in  shallows,  and  in  miseries 

On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat. 

And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  servesi, 

Or  lose  our  ventures, 

Skoks.  JailiM  CmM99 
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I  find  my  zenith  doth  depend  upon 

A  most  raspicious  ttar ;  whose  influence 

II  now  I  court  not,  but  omit,  mj  fortunes 

Will  ever  ailcr  droop. 

Shak$,  Tempul. 

A  little  fire  is  quicUy  trodden  out; 

Which,  being  sufferM,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

SkaJcM.  Heary  VL    Part  III. 

Our  hands  are  full  of  business ;  let  *s  awa j ; 
Advantage  feeds  them  fat,  while  men  delay. 

ShaU  Henry  IV.    PaH  L 

ThQ  means  that  heaven  yields  must  be  embrac*d, 
And  not  neglected ;  else,  if  heaven  would, 
And  we  will  not,  heaven's  offer  we  refuse. 
The  proffer'd  means  of  succour  and  redress. 

Shak$.  Richard  IL 

Occasion,  set  on  wing,  flies  &st  away. 

Whose  back  once  turned,  no  hold-fast  can  we 

find; 
Her  &et  are  swift,  bald  is  her  head  behind : 
Whoso  hath  hold,  and  after  lets  her  go, 
Doth  loee  the  lot  which  fortune  did  bestow. 

Mirror  for  MagitiroUo, 

Opportunity  to  statesmen,  is  as  the  just  degree 
Of  heat  to  chymists ;  it  perfects  all  the  work. 

Suekling*$  Brennomk. 

The  old  Scythians 
Painted  blind  fortune's  powerful  hands  with  wings, 
To  show  her  gifVs  come  swift  and  suddenly, 
Which,  if  her  fav'rite  be  not  swift  to  take, 
He  loses  them  fbf  ever. 

ChapmaiC$  Buhf  D^AmboU, 

Accursed  opportunity ! 

The  midwife  and  the  bawd  to  all  our  vices : 

That  work*st  our  thoughts  into  desires :  desires 

To  resolutions :  and  these  being  ripe  and  quicken*(f. 

Thou  giv'st  'em  birth,  and  bring'st  'em  forth  to 

action. 

Denham'i  Sophy, 

Miss  not  the  occasion ;  by  the  forelock  take 
'JThat  subtle  Power,  the  nevcr-halting  time, 
Lest  a  mere  moment's  putting-oflT  should  make 
Mischance  almost  as  heavy  as  a  crime. 

Word$teorth, 

The  golden  opportunity 
Is  never  offer'd  twice ,  seize  then  the  hour 
When  fortune  smiles  and  duty  points  :be  way ; — 
Nor  shrink  aside  to  'scape  the  spectre  Fear,— 
Nor  pause  though    pleasure    beckon  from  her 

bower  • — 
But  hravcW  oeor  thc«  onward  to  the  goaL 

OldPUy. 


OPPRESSION.  — (See  TmNiiT.) 


ORATOR. 

This  said,  th'  impatient  statesmonger 
Could  now  contain  himself  no  longer; 
Who  had  not  spar'd  to  show  his  piques 
Against  the  haranguer's  polities. 
With  smart  remarks  of  leeriiig  faoes, 
And  annotations  of  grimaces. 

Bniln'M  UwUbm, 

After  h'  had  administer'd  a  dose 
Of  snuff  mundungas  to  his  noec. 
And  powder'd  th'  inside  of  his  skull. 
Instead  of  th' .outward  jobbernol. 
He  shook  it  with  a  scornful  look 
On  th'  adversary,  and  thus  he  spoke. 

ButUr^i  HuHbm, 

For  brevity  is  very  good, 

When  w*  are,  or  are  not  understood. 

BuiUr'i  HudSbrat, 

And  *t  IS  remarkable  that  they 
Talk  most,  that  have  the  least  to  say. 
Your  dally  speakers  have  the  curse. 
To  plead  their  causes  down  to  worse : 
Aa  dames  who  native  beauty  want. 
Still  uglier  look  the  more  they  paint 

Prior's  Alstf. 

Grac'd  as  thou  art  with  all  the  power  of  woroB, 
So  known,  so  honour'd  at  the  house  of  lords. 

P€fL 

With  studied  impropriety  of  speech, 

He  soars  beyond  the  hackney  critic's  reach ; 

To  epithets  allots  emphatic  state. 

Whilst  principles  nngrac'd,  like  laoquies  wait; 

In  ways  first  trodden  by  hinkself  excels, 

And  stands  alone  in  nndcolinablea; 

Conjunction,  prepoaition,  adverb  joia 

To  stamp  new  vigour  on  the  nervoua  line ; 

In  monosyllables  his  thunders  roll. 

He,  she,  it,  and  we,  ye,  they,  fright  the  soul. 

CkurchiWi  Roociad. 

Statesman  all  over !  in  plots  famous  grown  \ 
He  mouths  a  sentence,  as  curs  mouth  a  bone. 

CkurchiWt  Roiciad 


While  words  of  learned  length,  and  thond'ring 

sound, 
Amaz'd  the  gazing  rustics  rang'd  around ; 
And  still  they  gax'd»  and  still  the  wonder  grew 
That  one  soiall  head  should  carry  all  he  knew. 

GUdBmiih'a  Deaeried  VWage. 
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Who,  too  deep  for  hia  hearers,  still  went  on  refining, 

And  thought  of  conyineing,  while  they  thought 

of  dining.  GoLdftnWCt  RetaliatwiL 

So  quick  the  words  too,  when  be  deign*d  to  ipeak, 
As  if  each  syllaUe  would  break  its  ueck. 

X>r,  Wokot'9  Peter  Pindar,. 

Proud  of  bis  *<  hear  hims,"  proud  too  of  his  vote 
And  last  virginity  of  oratory. 
Proud  of  his  learning  (just  enough  to  quote), 
Ho  revellM  in  his  Ciceronian  glory : 
With  memory  excellent  to  get  by  rote. 
With  wit  to  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story, 
Graced- with  some  merit  and  with  more  effrontery, 
**His  country's  pride;*'  he  came  down  to  the 
country,  Bynm, 

His  speech  was  a  fine  sample,  on  the  whole, 
Of  rhetoric,  which  the  Icam'd  call  "rigmarole." 

Byron. 
He  answer'd  like  a  statesman  or  a  prophet. 
In  such  guise  that  she  oouM  make  nothing  of  it 

Byron, 

He  scratched  bis  ear,  the  infallible  resource 
To  wliich  embarraas'd  people  have  recourse. 

Byron, 

PAIN. 

Sense  of  pleasure  we  may  weH 
Sparc  out  of  life  perhaps,  and  not  repine. 
But  live  content,  which  is  the  calmest  life : 
But  pain  is  perfect  misery,  the  worst 
Of  evils,  and  excessive,  overturns 
All  patience 

MiUtm'a  ParadUt  L09L 

Our  pains  are  real  things,  and  all 
Our  pleasures  but  fiintastical ; 
Diseases  of  their  own  accord. 
But  cores  ooK^e  difficult  and  hard. 

BuOer'a  Hudibn$. 

Thee,  too,  my  Paridel !  she  mark'd  thee  there, 
Stretch'd  on  the  rack  of  a  too  easy  chair, 
And  heard  tfiy  everlasting  yawn  confess 
The  pain*  and  penalties  of  idleness. 

Pope. 

Again  the  play  of  pain 
Shoots  o'er  his  features  as  the  sudden  gust 
Crisps  the  rehictant  lake,  that  lay  so  calm 
Beneath  the  mountain  shadow. 

Byron, 

They  talk  of  short.liy*d  pleasure — be  it  so — 
Pain  dies  as  quickly;  stem,  bard-ibatur'd  pam 

Kipires,  and  lets  her  weary  prisoner  go. 
The  fiercest  agonies  have  shortest  r«ign. 

Bryant*§  Poenu, 


PARASITE. 

Ah,  when  tlie  m6ans  are  gone,  that  buy  this  praise, 
Tbe  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praise  is  made  I 
Feast-won,  fast  lost :  one  cloud  of  winter  show'rs 
These  flies  are  couch'd 

Shake,  Timon, 

Live  loatli'd,  and  long ; 
You  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasite ; 
Courteous  destroyers,  affiible  wolves,  meek  bears 
You  feols  of  fortune,  trencher  friends,  time-flies, 
Cap-and.knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute4acks ; 
Of  man  and  beast  the  infinite  malady 
Crust  you  quite  o'er. 

Shake,  Timom 

O !  your  parasite 
Is  a  most  precious  thing  dropp'd  from  above ; 
Not  bred  'mongst  clods  and  clod-polls  here  on 

earth. 
I  muse,  the  mystery  was  not  made  a  science. 
It  is  so  lib'rally  profest !  almost 
AU  the  wise  world  is  little  else  in  nature. 
But  parasites  or  sub-parasites. 

Joneon^e  Volpone, 


PARENTS. 

Unreasonable  creatures  feed  their  young ; 
And  tho*  man's  fece  be  fearffal  to  their  eyes. 
Yet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones. 
Who  hath  not  seen  them,  even  with  those  wings 
Which  sometimes  they  have  us'd  with  fearful 

flight, 
Make  war  with  him  that  dimb'd  unto  their  nest, 
Off 'ring  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  7 

Shake,  Henry  VI,    Part  III, 

Parents  are  o'erseen. 
When,  with  too  strict  a  rein,  they  do  hold  in 
Their  child's  affections ;  and  control  that  kive. 
Which  the  powers  divine  instruct  them  with : 
When  in  their  shallow  judgments,  they  may  know 
Affection  croas'd,  brings  misery  and  woe. 

Roheri  Taylour''e  Hog  hath  loot  iU  Pearl 
Fathers  their  children,  and  themselves  abuse ; 
That  wealth,  a  husband,  for  their  daughters  choose. 

Shirley*e  School  of  CompUmente 

Honour  thy  parents  to  prolong  thine  end ; 
With  them,  though  for  a  truth,  do  not  contend  : 
Though  all  should  tr  nth  defend,  do  thou  lose  rather 
The  truth  awhile,  than  lose  their  love  fer  ever : 
Whoever  makes  his  father's  heart  to  bleed, 
Shan  have  a  child  tiiat  will  revenge  die  deed. 

RandoLfA 
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Me  let  the  tender  office  Ion;  engage 

To  rock  the  cradle  of  reposing  age } 

With  lenient  arts  extend  a  mother*i  breath, 

Make  languor  smile,  and  smooth  the  bed  of  death; 

Explore  the  thought,  explain  the  asking  eye. 

And  keep  awhile  one  parent  from  the  skj. 

Pope. 


PARTING. 

All  she  did,  was  but  to  wear  out  daj» 
Full  oilcntimes  she  leave  of  hira  did  take ; 
And  ofl  again  dcvis'd  somewhat  to  say, 
Which  she  forgot ;  whereby  excuse  to  make, 
So  loath  she  was  his  company  for  to  forsake. 

Spm$er'9  Fairy  Queen, 

Good  night,  good  night!  parting  is  such  sweet 

sorrow 
Tliat  I  shall  say — good  night  till  it  be  to-morrow. 

Shak8,  Romeo  and  Juliet 

T  is  almost  morning,  I  would  have  thee  gone : 
And  yet  no  lurther  than  a  wanton's  bird ; 
Who  lets  it  hop  a  little  fifom  her  hand, 
Like  a  poor  prisoner  in  his  twisted  gyres, 
And  with  a  silken  thread  plucks  it  back  again. 
So  loving-jealous  of  his  Hberty. 

Shak»,  Romeo  and  JuUet, 

Farewell ;  God  knows,  when  we  shall  meet  again, 
[  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins, 
That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life. 

Shako,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

What !  gone  without  a  word  7 
Ay,  so  true  love  should  do :  it  cannot  speak : 
For  truth  hath  better  deeds,  than  words,  to  grace 
it  Shako,  Two  Gendemen  of  Verona, 

Sweet  Valentine,  adieu ! 
'Hiink  on  thy  Fortens,  when  thou,  haply,  seest 
Some  rare  note-worthy  object  in  thy  travel : 
Wish  me  partaker  in  thy  happiness. 
When  thou  dost  meet  good  hap;  and  in  thy 

danger, 
If  ever  danger  do  environ  thee, 
Commend  thy  gi-ievance  to  my  holy  prayers, 
For  I  will  be  tny  buadsman,  Valentine. 

Shako.  Tujo  Gentlemen  of  Verona, 

i  would   have  broke  mine  eye-strings;  crackM 

them,  but 
To  look  upon  him ;  till  the  diminution 
Of  space  had  pointed  him  sharp  as  my  needle: 
f^av,  fbUowM  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  smoUness  of  a  gnat  to  air ;  and  then 
Ifave  turuM  mine  eye  and  wept. 

Shako*  CymboUne, 


Art  tfaoo  gone  so?  my  love!  mykxrd!  mjftieiid! 

I  must  hear  from  thee  ev*ry  day  i*  the  hov^, 

For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days : 

Oh !  by  this  count  I  shall  be  much  in  yearsi, 

Ere  I  again  behold  my  Romeo  I 

Shako.  Romoo  and  JuikL 

1  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  I  had 

Most  pretty  things  to  say :  ere  I  oookl  tell  him, 

How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hoQ|s, 

Such  thoughts,  and  such ;  or  I  could  make  him 

swear 

The  shes  of  Italy  should  not  betray 

Mine  interest,  and  his  honour;  or  ere. I  couM 

Give  him  that  parting  kins,  which  I  had  set 

Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father, 

And  tike  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  tlie  north. 

Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Shako.  CymbMne. 

So  long 

As  he  could  make  me  with  his  eye  or  ear 

Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 

The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief 

Still  waving  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of  his  mind 

Could  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  saiPd  on, — 

How  swift  his  ship. 

Shako,  CymhdinOk 

And  even  there,  his  eye  being  big  with  tears, 

Turning  his  face,  ho  pat  his  hand  behind  lum. 

And  with  affection  wondrops  sensible. 

Ho  wrung  Bassanio^s  hand,  and  so  they  parted. 

Shako,  Merchant  of  Vemee, 

Farewell  t  the  leisure  and  the  fearful  tune 

Cuts  off  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love, 

And  ample  interchange  of  tfweet  discourse. 

Which  so  long  sunder*d  friends  should  dwell  upon; 

God  give  us  leisure  for  these  rites  of  love ! 

Once  more,  adieu! 

Shako,  Richard  III 

And  whether  we  shsU  meet  again,  I  know  not 
Therefore  our  everlasting  ftrewell  take : — 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell.  Cassias ! 
If  we  do  meet  again  why  we  shaU  smile ; 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Shako,  Julhio  Ceooof* 

And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 

I  hold  it  fit^  that  we  shake  hands  and  part : 

You,  as  your  business,  and  desire,  shall  point  you  t 

For  every  man  hath  business  and  desire. 

Such  as  it  is,  —  and  fer  my  own  poor  part, 

Look  you,  I  will  go  pray. 

Shako,  HaadoL 

With  that,  wringing  my  hand  he  turns  away. 
And  tho'  his  tears  would  hardly  let  him  look. 
Yet  such  a  look  did  through  his  tears  make  wmy, 
Aa  show*d  how  sad  a  frreweS  there  he  took. 

DanioPo  Areadia. 


PARTING. 
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How  Md  and  dismal  MMmd  the  ftrewells  which 

Poor  lovera  taJie,  ithom  destiny  difljoiiifl, 

Although  they  know  their  abaonoe  will  be  short: 

And  when  they  meet  again,  how  mosical 

And  sweet  are  all  the  mutual  joys  they  breathe ! 

Like  birds,  who  when  they  see  the  weaiy  sun 

Forsake  the  world,  they  lay  their  little  heads 

Beneath  their  wings,  to  ease  that  weight  which  his 

Departure  adds  unto  their  grief. 

*T  is  true,  my  love :  But  when  they  see  that  bright 

Perpetual  traveller  return,  they  warm 

And  air  their  fbathers  at  his  b^ams,  and  sing 

Until  their  gratitude  hath  made  them  hoarse. 

Sir  W,  DavenanCt  Platonic  Laven. 

Hy  ejea  won't  lose  the  sight  of  thee, 
But  languish  after  thine,  and  ache  with  gazing. 

Otway'*  Venic€  Preserved, 

In  taking  leave, 
Thro*  the  dark  lashes  of  her  darting  eyes, 
Methought  she  shot  her  soul  at  evVy  glance, 
Still  looking  back,  as  if  she  had  a  mind 
That  you  aboold  know  she  left  her  soul  behind  her. 

Lee's  ThoidonuB, 

I  part  with  thee 

As  wretches  that  are  donbtfiU  of  hereafter. 

Part  with  their  lives,  unwilling,  loath  and  fearful, 

And  trembling  at  fntnrity. 

Sowe^i  Tamerlane. 

Oh!  wherefore  dost  thoa  soothe  me  with  thy  seft- 

ness? 
Why  dost  thou  wind  thyself  about  iny  heart, 
And  make  this  separati<m  painiiil  to  us  7 

R<fwe*9  Lady  Jane  Orey. 

Oh !  had  he  ever  lov*d,  he  would  have  thought 
The  wont  of  tortures  bliss,  to  silent  parting. 

Cibber''s  Ceuar  tn  EgypL 

Farewell,  my  home,  my  home  no  longer  now, 
Witness  of  many  a  calm  and  happy  day; 
And  thou,  fidr  eminence,  upon  whose  brow 
Dwells  the  laet  sunshine  of  the  evening  ray. 
FsLrewell  \  Mine  eyes  no  longer  shall  pursue 
The  westering  sun  beyond  the  utmost  height, 
When  slowly  he  forsakes  the  fields  of  light. 
No  more  the  fireshness  of  the  falling  dew. 
Cool  and  delightful  here  shall  bathe  my  head. 
As  fi'om  this  western  window  dear,  I  lean. 
Listening  the  while  I  watch  the  placid  scenes— 
The  martins  twittering  underneath  the  shed. 
FareweU  my  home,  where  many  a  day  has  past, 
In  joys  whoee  bv*d  remembrance  long  shall  last 

Swikey, 

Well— peace  to  thy  heart,  thoogh  another's  it  be, 
And  hnlth  to  thy  cheek,  thongh  it  bloom  not  for 

Moore. 


Farewell  to  the  few  I  have  left  with  regret; 
May  they  sometimes  recall  what  I  cannot  fbrgeti 
That  communion  of  heart  and  that  parley  of  soul. 
Which  has  lengthened  our  nights,  and  illumined 
our  bowl !  Af oore 

Enough,  that  we  are  parted  —  that  there  rolls 
A  flood  of  headlong  &te  between  our  Souls, 
Whose  darkness  severs  me  as  wide  from  tliee 
As  hell  firom  heaven,  to  all  eternity ! 

Moore's.  LaUa  RookK 

Then  came  the  parting  hour,  and  what  arise 
When  lovers  part  !i  expressive  looks,  and  eyes 
Tender  and  tearful, — many  a  fond  adieu. 
And  many  a  call  the  sorrow  to  renew ; 
Sighs  such  as  lovers  only  can  explain. 
And  words  that  they  might  undertake  in  vain. 

Cra66s*f  HoQ 

Boar  witness  earth  and  heaven, 
That  ne'er  was  hope  to  mortal  given. 
So  twisted  with,  the  strings  of  life, 
As  this— to  eall  Matilda  wife; 
I  bid  it  now  for  ever  part. 
And  with  the  effort  bursts  my  heart 

SeoWsRskeby 

When  fbre'd  to  part  fVom  those  we  love, 

Though  sure  to  meet  to-morrow ; 

We  yet  a  kind  of  anguish  ^rove 

And  feel  a  touch  of  sorrow. 

But  oh  i  what  words  can  paint  the  fears 

When  fhun  those  fiiehds  we  sever, 

Perhaps  to  part  fiur  months— fer  years— 

Perhaps  to  part  £>r  ever. 

ifnoRt 

I  fly  like  a  hird  of  the  air. 
In  search  of  a  home  and  a  rest; 
A  balm  for  the  sickness  of  care ; 
A  bliss  for  a  bosom  unblest 

ByrotCs  FarewtU  to  Efigland, 

I  wander — it  matters  not  where ; 
No  clime  can  restore  me  my  peace. 
Or  snatch  fi'om  the  frown  of  despair 
A  cheering  —  a  fleeting  release ! 

Byroads  FareweU  to  England, 

With  thee,  my  bark,  I  'U  swiftly  go, 

Aithwart  the  fi>aming  brine. 

Nor  care  what  land  thou  bear'st  me  to, 

So  not  again  to  mine. 

Byron's  ChSds  HaralA 

For  pleasures  past  I  do  not  grieve. 
Nor  perils  gathering  near ; 
My  greatest  gnef  is  that  I  leave 
No  thing  that  claims  a  tear. 

Bynm*s  CkUds  HarOd 
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PARTING. 


She  TOK    obe  sprung — she  dung  to  his  embrace, 
Till  his  heart  heaved  beneath  her  hidden  &ce. 
He  dared  not  raise  to  his  that  deep  blue  eye, 
That  downcast  droop*d  in  tearless  agony. 
Her  long  fair  hair  lay  floating  o*er  his  anna, 
In  all  the  wildness  of  dishcvoUM  charms ; 
Scarce  beat  that  bosom  where  bis  image  dwelt 
So  full  —  that  feeling  scem*d  almost  unfelt ! 
Hark !  peals  the  thunder  of  the  signal  gun ! 
It  told  *t  was  sunset,  and  he  cursed  that  sun. 
Again  —  again  —  that  form  he  madly  prcssM, 
Which  mutely  clasp'd,  imploringly  caressM ; 
And  tottering  to  the  coach,  his  bride  he  bore^- 
One  moment  gaied  —  as  if  to  gaae  no  more ; 
Felt  —  that  for  him  earth  held  but  her  alone, 
KissM  her  cold  focehead— tum'd — ^is  Conrad  gone  T 

Byron's  Canair, 

Ah !  then  and  tiiere  was  hurrjring  to  and  fro, 
And  gathering  tears,  and  tremblings  of  distress. 
And  cheeks  all  pale,  which  but  an  hour  ago 
BlushM  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loveliness : 
And  there  were  sudden  partings,  such  as  press 
The  life  from  out  young  hearts,  and  choking  sighs 
Which  ne*er  might  be  repeated ;  who  could  goass 
If  ever  more  should  meet  those  mutual  eyes, 
Since  upon  nights  so  sweet,  such  awful  moqi 
could  rise.  DyrotC$  Citilde  UanlUL 

Yet,  O  yet,  thyself  deceive  not 
Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay ; 
F  it  by  sudden  wrench,  believe  not, 
Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away. 

Bynm*s  Fare  thu  WdL 

Think'st  thou  that  I  oould  bear  to  port 
With  thee,  and  learn  to  halve  my  heart? 

Byrm*%  Bride  of  Ahydos, 

Let  *8  not  unman  each  other — ^part  at  once  : 
All  farewells  should  be  sudden,  when  for  ever, 
KUe  they  make  an  eternity  of  momenta. 
And  clog  the  last  sad  sands  of  life  with  tears. 

Byron'B  Sardatu^bta, 

Have  not  all  past  human  beings  parted. 
And  must  not  all  the  present  one  day  part 

Byron*9  Ssrdawipalu$, 

One  struggle  more,  and  I  am  ftee 
From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twain. 
One  last  long  sigh  to  love  and  tliee, 
Then  back  to  busy  life  again. 

Byfon* 

I  iiad  not  liv*d  till  now,  could  sorrow  kill ; 
Death  snuns  the  wretch  who  fkin  the  blow  would 

meet; 
And  I  must  even  survive  this  last  adieu. 
And  bear  with  life,  to  love  and  pray  for  you ! 

Byron. 


They  tell  me  *l  is  decided ;  you  depart: 
'Tis  wise,  *tis  well,  but  not  the  less  a  pain; 
I  have  no  Ifarther  claim  on  your  young  heart. 
Mine  is  the  victim,  and  would  be  again ; 
To  love  too  much  has  been  the  only  art 
I  used ;  —  I  write  in  haste,  and  if  a  stain 
Be  on  this  sheet,  'tis  not  what  it  appears. 
My  eye-balls  burn  and  throb,  but  have  no  tears. 

Byron. 
Here 's  a  sigh  to  those  who  love  roe. 
And  a  smile  to  those  who  hate ; 
And  whatever  sky's  above  me. 
Here 's  a  heart  for  every  fate.  Bi/rwL 

Why  do  I  weep?  to  leave  the  vine 

Whose  clusters  o'er  me  bend  — 
The  myrtle  —  yet  oh !  coll  it  mine ! — 

The  flowers  I  k>v'd  to  tend. 
A  thousand  thoughts  of  all  things  dear. 

Like  shadows  o'er  me  sleep, 
I  leave  my  surniy  childhood  here  — 

Oh,  therefore  fet  me  weep !  w-     HenmM. 

I  have  no  parting  sigh  to  give. 

So  Uk.  my  parUij  .mUe.  j^^  ^^ 

Lightly  won,  and  lightly  lost,  love  I  shed  no  tears 

fi>r  thee; 
There  was  little  to  remember,  and  nothing  to 

regret  Afiss  Landotu 

When  thou  art  gone  there  creeps  into  my  heart 
A  cold  and  bitter  consciousness  of  pain ; 

The  light,  the  warmth  of  life  with  thee  depart. 
And  I  sit  dreaming  o'er  and  o'er  again 

Thy  greeting  clasp,  thy  parting  look  and  tone ; 

And  suddenly  I  wake— and  am  akme ! 

Fnnem  KtmtlU  BMficr. 

There  are  two  hearts  whose  movements  thriU 

In  unison  so  closely  sweet ! 
That  pulse  to  pulse  responsive  still. 

They  both  must  heave  — or  cease  to  beat 

Bfiiuirrf  AsrtMi 
There  are  two  souls  whose  equal  flow 

In  gentle  streams  so  calmly  run. 
That  when  they  part  —  they  part ! — ah,  no ! 

They  cannot  part — those  souls  are  one, 

Bammrd  BmlML 
We  part — no  matter  how  we  part. 

There  are  some  thoughts  we  utter  not| 
Deep  treasur'd  in  our  inmost  heart,' 

Never  reveal'd,  and  ne'er  forgot ! 
Why  murmur  at  the  common  lot  7 

We  part —  I  speak  not  of  the  paiu,—- 
But  when  shall  I  each  lovely  spot, 

And  each  lov'd  ftoe  behold  again. 

Riekard  Hmtf  WUda. 
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We  parted  in  ndiieai,  but  spoke  not  of  parting  • 

We  t&lk*d  not  of  hopes  that  we  both  must  resign ; 
1  saw  not  her  eyes,  and  but  one  teardrop  starting 
Fell  down  on  her  hand  as  it  trembled  in  mine: 
Each  fcU  that  the  past  wo  oouM  never  recover. 

Each  felt  that  tlie  fhture  no  hope  conld- restore, 
She  shndderM  at  wringing  the  heart  of  h^r  lover, 

/  dared  not  to  say  I  roust  meet  her  no  more. 
Long  yeata  have  gone  by,  and  the  ppring-time 
smiles  ever 
As  o*er  our  young  loves  it  first  smiled  in  their 
birth; 
Jbong  years  have  gone  by,  yet  that  parting,  oh ! 
never 
Can  it  be  forgotten  by  either  on  earth* 
The  note  of  each  wild  bird  that  earols  toward 
heaven 
Must  tell  her  of  swift*  wingM  hopes  tliat  were 
mine, 
While  the  dew  that  steals  over  each  blossom  at 
even 
Tells  me  of  the  teardrop  that  wept  their  decline. 

H9jfmafC$  Poemi, 

I  most  leave  thee,  lady  sweet ! 
Months  shall  waste  before  we  meet. 
Winds  are  fair,  and  sails  are  spread, 
Anchors  leave  their  ocean  bed; 
Ere  this  shining  day  grow  dark. 
Skies  shall  gird  my  shoreless  bark ; 
Through  thy  tears,  O  lady  mine, 
Read  thy  Iover*s  parting  line. 

O.  W.  Hoknes. 

Once  my  soul  was  fondly  plighted 

To  a  holy  one  of  earth  — 
Like  two  musicnotes  united. 

Notes  that  sever  in  th#ir  birth. 
Tet  not  sever'd  we,  though  parted, 

Still  in  truth  our  souls  are  one, 

Hiongh  on  earth  the  gentle-hearted 

Hath  her  blessed  mission  done. 

Duganne. 

fiut  then  to  part !  to  part  when  Time 

Has  wrea.thed  his  tireless  wings  with  flowers, 
And  spread  the  richness  of  a  clime 

Of  fidry  o*er  this  land  of  ours. 
When  glistening  leaves  and  shaded  streams 

In  the  soft  light  of  autumn  lay, 
And,  like  the  music  of  our  dreams» 

The  viewless  breezes  seemM  to  stray—- 
*T  was  bitter  then  to  rend  the  heart 

With  the  sad  thought  that  we  must  part : 
And,  like  some  low  and  mournful  spell^ 

To  whisper  but  one  word —  fiur^well. 

Park 


PASSIONS. 

Behold  the  image  of  mortality 
And  feeble  nature  clothed  wiCo  fleshly  tire ; 
When  raging  passion  with  fierce  tyranny, 
Robs  reason  of  her  true  regality. 
And  makes  it  servant  to  her  basest  part ! 
The  strong  it  weakens  with  infirmity, 
And  with  bold  fury  arms  the  weakest  heart. 
The  stiong,  through  pleasure,  soonest  £ills,  the 
weak  thro*  smart. 

Spentei^B  Fairy  Queen. 

Who  would  the  title  of  true  worth  were  his, 
Must  van<iuish  vice,  and  no  base  thoughts  con- 
ceive: 
The  bravest  trophy  ever  man  obtained, 
Is  that,  which,  o'er  himself  himself  hath  gain'd. 

Earl  qfSierUne'i  DariM. 

Passions  are  likened  best  to  floods  and  streams ; 
The  shallow  murmur,  but  the  deep  are  dumb : 
So  when  affections  yield  disooorse,  it  seems 
The  bottom  n  but  shallow  whence  they  come. 
They  that  are  rich  in  words  must  needs  discover, 
They  are  but  poor  in  that  which  makes  a  lover. 

Sir  W.  Raleigh, 

When  headstrong  passion  gets  the  reins  of  reason, 
Tlie  force  of  nature,  like  too  strong  a  gale. 
For  want  of  ballast,  oversets  the  vessel 

Ifiggott§'*$  Oenenma  Conqueror, 

Exalted  souls 
Have  passions  in  proportion  violent, 
Resistless^  and  tormenting :  they  're  a  tax 
Impoe'd  by  nature  on  pre-eminence ; 
And  fortitude,  and  wudom  must  support  them. 

LiUo*$  EUnerich 

While  passions  glow,  the  heart,  like  heated  steel. 
Takes  each  impression,  and  is  worked  at  pleasure. 

Young^o  Bustris. 

When  reason,  like  the  skilful  charioteer. 
Can  break  the  fiery  passions  to  the  bit, 
And,  spite  of  their  licentious  sallies,  keep 
The  radiant  tract  of  glory ;  passions,  then. 
Are  aids  and  ornaments.    Triumphant  reason, 
Finn  in  her  seat,  and  swift  in  her  career, 
ESnjoys  their  viokmoe,  and,  smilmg,  thanks  - 
Their  formidabb  flame,  fer  bright  renown. 

Yourif^o  Brother; 

The  ruling  passion,  be  it  what  it  will. 
The  ruling  passion  conquers  reason  stilL 

Popt 

The  worst  of  slaves  is  he  whom  passion  rules, 
Uncheck'd  by  reason  and  the  powVfiil  voice 

Of  friendship. 

Brooke'o  Bati  if  Warvieh 


How  terrible  it  pa»ioD !  how  oar  reason 

FaUfl  down  before  it !  whilst  the  tortur'd  ftmiiMi, 

like  a  thip  dathM  bj  fierce  encooiit*rin|^  tideis 

And  of  her  pibt  epoiPd,  drives  round  and  round, 

The  sport  of  wind  and  ware. 

Batford*9  Virgin  Qiiam. 

Ilis  soul,  hke  bark  with  rudder  lost. 

On  piiiision*8  changefbl  tide  was  tost , 

Nor  vice  nor  virtue  had  the  power 

Bejond  the  impreision  of  the  hour; 

And  O,  when  passion  rules,  how  rare 

Hie  hours  that  fall  to  virtue*s  share ! 

Stdfi  Robtfy 

O  how  the  pasiions,  insolent  and  strong. 
Bear  our  weak  minds  their  rapid  course  along ; 
Make  us  the  madness  of  their  will  obey; 
Then  dio,  and  leave  us  to  our  gtieh  a  prey ; 

Crabbe, 
Alas  I  too  well,  too  well  tiie  j  know. 
The  pain,  the  penitence,  the  woe 
That  passion  brings  down  on  the  best. 
The  wisest  and.  the  lov^esc 

Mcore'i  Looe$,  ^th$  An^dt 

Alas !  our  young  aflbctions  run  to  waste. 
Or  water  but  the  desert ;  whence  arise 
But  weeds  of  dark  luxuriance,  tares  of  haste. 
Rank  at  the  core  though  tempting  to  the  eyes, 
Flowers,  whose  wild  odours  breathe  but  agonies, 
And  trees,  whose  gums  are  poison ;  such  the  plants 
Which  spring  beneath  her  steps  as  passion  flies 
0*er  the  world's  wilderness,  and  vainly  pants 
For  some  celestial  fruit,  forbidden  to  our  wants. 

Byrm'i  ChUde  Harold, 

An  empire  thou  could'st  cruiUi,  command,  rebuild. 
But  govern  not  thy  pettiest  passion. 

Byron'4  ChOde  HarM 

My  passions  were  all  living  serpents,  and 
Twin*d,  like  the  gorgona,  round  me. 

ByrmC$  IFemsr. 
The  cold  in  dime  are  cold  in  Idood, 

Their  love  can  scarce- deserve  the  name; 
But  mine  was  likis  the  lavapflood 

That  boils  in  £tn&*s  breast  of  flame. 

B^ron^9  Qiamtt. 
J*  or  on  his  brow  the  swelling  Tei^ 
ThrobbM,  as  if  back  upon  his  brain 
Tiie  hot  blood  ebbM  and  flowed  again. 

Byr<nC$  Parinna, 
Hcrange  fits  of  passion  Have  I  known; 
And  I  will  dare  to  tp** 
Bit  in  00  bver's  ear  alone, 
^Vhat  once  to  me  befeL 


fwvrumP9n*t» 


In  the  human  breast 
l\vu  master  passions  cannot  co-exist. 


CsmpftsB. 


I  eanDot  love  as  I  have  Wd, 

And  yet  I  know  not  why; 
It  is  the  one  great  woe  of  lift 

To  ieel  all  feeling  die; 
As  one  by  one  the  heartstrings  anap^ 

As  age  oomes  on  so  diiB ; 
And  hope  seoms  left  that  hope  may  eease 

And  ^  wi3  soon  be  stiO. 
And  the  strong  passions,  Hke  to  storms, 

Soon  rage  themselves  to  rest. 
Or  leave  e.  desolated  calm— 

A  worn  and  wasted  breast; 
A  heart  l|iat  like  the  Geyser  spring. 

Amidst  its  bosom  snows, 

M^  shrink,  not  rest-^  bat  with  its  blood 

Boils  even  in  repose. 

Botky's  Fettst. 

Passion,  when  deep,  is  still :  the  glaring  eye 
That  reads  its  enemy  with  glance  of  fire, 
The  lip,  that  curls  and  writhes  in  bitterness, 
The  brow  contracted,  till  its  wrinkles  hide 
The  keen,  fix*d  orbs,  that  bum  and  flash  below, 
The  hand  firm  clenchM  and  quivering,  and  the  ftot 
Planted  in  attitude  to  spring,  and  dart 
.Its  vengeance,  are  the  language  it  employs. 

Percii»i*s  Poem. 

One  passion  prominent  appears,  the  lost 

Of  power,  which  ofttimes  took  the  fiiirer  name 

Of  liberty,  and  hung  the  popular  flag 

Of  freedom  out 

Pdaoek'$  Cmir9$  «f  Timt. 

When  thou  art  with  me  erery  sense  is  dull, 

And  all  I  am,  or  know,  or  feel,  is  thee ; 
My  soul  grows  faint,  my  veins  run  liquid  flame, 
And  my  bewilder'd  spirit  seems  to  swim 
In  eddying  whirls  of  passion  dizzily. 

Fmncei  KenMe  Bullet. 

Oh,  I  precious  is  the  flower  that  passion  briogs 
To  his  first  shrine  of  beauty,  when  the  heart 
Rons  over  in  devotion,  and  do  art 

Checks  the  firee  gush  of  the  wild  lay  he  sings ; 

Bat  the  rapt  eye  and  the  impetuous  thought 
Pedaie  the  pure  aflection. 

Simms'9  Orwped  Thaa^ 

The  wildest  ills  that  darken  life 
Are  rapture  to  the  bosom^e  strift; 
The  tempest,  in  its  blackest  fivm, 
Is  beau^  to  the  bosom's  storm. 

.;:  nr.  jEsfftsm. 

And  underneath  that  face,  like  Bammer*s  oceanX 
Its  lip  as  moveless,  and  its  cheek  as  dear, 

Slumbers  a  whirlwind  of  the  heart's  emotionsi 
Love,  hatred,  pride,  hope,  sorrow — all  save  fear* 

MfaUeck'$  Poem. 
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In  thy  breast  there  spring  a  poison  finmtaiiit 
Deadlier  than  that  where  breathes  the  Upas  tree. 

Halkcie$  Poem*, 

To  thought*8  tomultuoos  flow 
I  strive  to  give  the  ttrenirth  of  glowing  words ; 
The  waves  of  feeling,  tossing  to  and  Geoi, 

In  broken  music  o*er  mj  heart's  loose  chords, 
Give  but  their  fainting  echoes  from  my  soul, 
As  through  its  silent  depths  their  wild,  swift  car- 
rents  roU.  Mr$,  Welby*§  Poein$, 

Oh  !  Passion's  words  are  faithless  things, 
And  Love  disowns  them  ere  they  jkll ; 

It  u  the  reckless  tongue  that  stings,    . 
The  toi^gue  that  knows  not  Reason's  thralL 

Mn.  Oigdod, 

PATIENCE. 

Patience,  onmov'd,  no  marvel  tho'  she  paxiee ; 
(They  can  be  meek,  that  have  no  other  cause ;) 
A  wretched  socd,  bniis'd  with  adversity. 
We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  it  cry ; 
But  were  we  burdenM  with  like  weight  of  pain. 
As  much,  ot  more,  we  should  ourselves  complain, 

ShakM,  Comedy  of  Errore, 

How  poor  are  they,  that  have  not  patience ! 
What  wound  did  ever  heal  but  by  degrees  7 

Shake.  OtkOio. 

Patience,  my  lord  f  why 't  is  the  soul  of  peace : 
Of  all  the  virtues  'tis  the  nearest  kin  to  heaven ; 
It  makes  men  look  Ske  gods :  the  best  of  men 
That  e'er  wore  earth  about  him,  was  a  suflferer, 
A  soft,  meek,  patient,  humble,  tranquil  spirit, 
llie  6rst  true  gentleman  that  ever  breath'd. 

Decker, 

Patience  in  cowards  is  tame  hopeless  fear ; 
But  in  brave  minds,  a  scorn  of  what  they  bear. 

Sir  R.  Howar^e  Indian  Queen. 

Many  are  the  sayings  of  the  wise, 

In  ancient  and  in  modern  books  enroll'd, 

Extolling  patience  as  the  truest  fortitude ; 

And  to  the  bearing  well  of  all  calamities, 

AO  chances  incident  to  man's  frail  liib, 

Consolitojies  writ. 

With   studied  argument,  and  much  persuasion 

sought. 

Lenient  of  grief  and  anxious  thought : 

But  with  th'  afflicted  in  his  pangs  their  sound 

Little  prevails,  or  rather  seems  a  tmie 

Harsh,  and  of  dissonant  mood  from  his  oomplaint ; 

Unless  he  feel  within 

Some  source  of  consolmion  from  abote. 

Secret  refineshingt,  that  repair  his  strength, 

And  fiiinting  sfHrits  uphold. 

Mikon, 


Thy  injuries  would  teach  patience  to  blaspheme  i 
Yet  still  thou  art  a  dove. 

BeaumonCe  Double  Marriage, 

Patience !  preach  it  to  the  winds, 
To  roaring  seas,  or  raging  fires !  the  knaves 
That  teach  it,  laugh  at  you  when  you  believe  'em. 

Otway*e  Orphan, 

O  ye  cold-hearted,  frozen  formalists ! 

On  such  a  theme,  't  is  ito  pious  to  be  eulm ; 

Passion  is  reason,  t*'ansport  temper,  here. 

Young'e  Night  Thougkta, 

E'en  the  best  must  own. 
Patience  and  resignation  are  the  pillars - 
Of  human  peace  on  earth. 

Young'e  Night  Thoughit, 

But  patience  is  the  virtue  of  an  ass, 

Hiat  trots  beneath  his  burden,  and  is  quiet 

Lanedoum^e  Heroic  Looe, 

Preach  patience  to  the  sea,  when  jarring  winds 
Throw  up  her  swelling  billows  to  the  sky  ! 
And  if  your  reasons  mitigate  her  fury, 
My  soul'  will  be  as  calm. 

I^miih^e  Prineeee  of  Parma 

As  the  pent  water  of  a  mill-dam  lies 
Motionless,  yielding,  noiseless,  and  serene. 
Patience  waits  meekly  with  compassionld  ejee ; 
Or,  like  the  speck-cloud,  which  alone  is  seen 
Silver'd  within  blue  space,  ling'ring  for  air 
On  which  to  sail  prophetic  voyages ; 
Or  as  the  fountain  stone  that  doth  not  wear. 
But  suits  itself  to  pressure,  and  with  ease 
Diverts  the  dropping  crystal ;  or  the  wift 
That  sits  beside  her  husband,  and  her  love 
SubUming  to  another  state  and  lifb, 
Offering  him  consolation  as  a  dove  — 
Her  sighs  and  tears,  her  heartache,  and  her  mind 
Devout,  untir'd,  calm,  precious,  and  resign'd. 

Anoii. 


In  your  patience  ye  are  strong. 


Miee  Barrett, 


He  is  a  coward  who  would  borrow 
A  charm  against  the  present  sorrow. 
From  the  vague  Future's  promise  of  delight ! 
As  life's  alarums  nearer  roll, 
llie  ancestral  buckler  calls. 
Self-clanging  from  the  walls 
In  the  high  temple  of  the  soul ; 
Where  are  most  sorrows  there  the  poet's  sphere 
To  feed  the  soul  with  patience. 
To  heal  its  desolations. 
With  words  of  unshorn  truth,  with  love  that 

wearies.  Jamee  R,  TewA 
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This  wu  the  nobleit  Roman  of  them  all : 

All  the  oonspiratora,  save  onlj  he, 

Did  that  thej  did  in  envy  of  great  Csmt  ; 

He,  only,  in  a  general  honest  thought. 

And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them.. 

Shakt,  JuUut  Ctuar. 

I  am  the  aon  of  Marcos  Cato^  ho ! 

A  ibe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend, 

Shdk$,  JuUut  CoMor, 

^  Be  just,  and  fear  not : 
Let  all  the  ends  thoa  aim'st  at  be  thy  ooontry's. 
Thy  God*s,  and  troth's,  then  if  thoa  frlTst,  O 

Cromwell ! 
Thou  ftn'st  a  blessed  martyr. 

ShaiM,  Henry  VJJL 

There  was  a  Bratas  once,  that  would  ha?e  brook'd 

The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  state  in  Rome, 

As  easily  as  a  king. 

Shakt.  JvUuM  Camr. 

Judge  me  not  ungentle. 
Of  manners  rude,  and  insolent  of  speech, 
I^  when  the  public  safety  is  in  question. 
My  zeal  flows  warm  and  eager  from  my  tongue. 

Rcwe'B  Jane  Short. 

Greatly  unfortunate,  he  fights  the  cause 
Of  honour,  virtue,  liberty  and  Rome : 
His  sword  ne'er  fell  but  on  the  guilty  head : 
Opprcpsion,  tyranny,  and  power  usurped, 
Ihraw  all  the  Yengeance  of  his  arm  upon  them. 

AdduonU  Cafe. 

No  common  object  to  your  sight  displays. 
But  what  with  pleasure  heaven  itself  surveys, 
A  brave  man  struggling  in  the  storms  of  fate. 
And  greatly  falling  with  a  falling  state. 
While  Cato  gives  his  little  senate  laws. 
What  bosom  beats  not  in  his  country's  cause  7 
Who  sees  him  act,  but  envies  every  deed  T 
Who  hears  him  groan,  and  does  not  wish  to  bleed  7 

ABpt, 

Statesman,  yet  friend  to  troth !  of  soul  sincere, 
In  action  faithfbl,  and  in  honour  clear ! 
Who  broke  no  promise,  serv'd  no  private  end. 
Who  gained  no  title,  and  who  lost  no  friend : 
Ennobled  by  himself)  by  all  approved. 
Praised,  wept,  and  honour'd,  by  the  muse  he  lov'd. 

JrOpS. 

WhiiC  in  the  radiant  front,  superior  shines 
That  first  paternal  virtue,  public  zeal ; 
Who  throws  o'er  all  an  equal  wide  survey, 
And,  evei  musing  on  the  common  weal, 
Hti'^  labours  glorious  with  some  great  d^ssign. 

Thom90K^^  StoBom, 


A  people 
Who  cannot  find  in  their  own  proper  force 
Hieir  own  protection,  are  not  worth  saving. 

7%omion'8  Coriolann». 

Who,  firmly  good  in  a  corrapted  state. 

Against  the  rage  of  tyrants  singly  stood. 

Invincible. 

^  jiiMmson's  oozsoiis. 

In  public  lifb  severe. 
To  virtue  still  inexorably  firm ; 
But  when,  beneath  his  low  inustrioos  roof^ 
Sweet  peace  and  happy  wisdom  smooth'd  his  brow. 
Not  friendship  softer  was,  nor  love  more  kind. 

7%omseii's  SenanM 

He  alone 
Remains  unshaken.    Rising  he  displays 
His  god-like  presence.    Dignity  and  grace 
Adorn  his  finme,  and  manly  beauty  join'd 
Witli  strength  Herculean.    On  his  aspect  shines 
Sublimest  virtue,  and  desire  of  fame, 
Wliere  justice  gives  the  laurel ;  in  his  eye 
Hie  inextinguishable  spark,  which  fires 
The  soul  of  patriots;  while  bis  brow  supports 
Undaunted  valour,  and  contempt  of  death. 
Serene  he  rose,  and  thus  address'd  the  throng. 

Glooer'i  Leotddae 

To  fight. 
In  a  just  oause,  and  for  our  country's  glory. 
Is  the  best  office  of  the  best  of  men ; 
And  to  decline  when  these  motives  urge. 
Is  infamy  beneath  a  coward's  baseness. 

jHaeoftTs  RegwImM 

Our  coimtry's  welfiu^  is  our  first  concern. 
And  who  promotes  that  best,  best  proves  his  duty. 

Hkvard's  Regtdiu, 

What  constitutes  a  state  7 
Not  high-rais'd  battlement  or  labour'd  mound. 

Thick  wall  or  moated  gate; 
Not  cities  proud  with  spires  and  turrets  crown'd ; 

Not  bajTS  and  broad^rm'd  ports. 
Where,  laugliing  at  the  storm,  rich  navies  ride; 

Not  starr'd  and  spangled  courts. 
Where  kw-brow'd  baseness  wafts  perfbme  to  pride. 

No :  -^  Men,  high-minded  Men, 
With  powers  as  fiir  above  dull  brutes  endued. 

In  forest,  brake,  or  den. 
As  beasts  excel  cold  rocks  and  brambles  rude : 

Men,  who  their  duties  know, 
But  know  their  rights,  and  knowing,  dare  main^ 
tain. 

Prevent  the  longodm'd  bbw. 

And  crush  the  tyrant,  while  th«y  repd  the  chain  >— 

These  coustituta  a  state. 

Sir  WiOiamJtmm 
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TVuii  from  the  gUttering  bribe  thy  scomiU  eye, 
Nor  mH  lor  gold  what  gold  «Mi]d  never  buy ; 
TTie  peaceful  slumber,  Bclflapproving  day, 
Unsullied  fame,  and  conecience  ever  gay. 

Dr,  JnhntoiCt  Ltmdon, 

How  sleep  the  brave,  who  sink  to  rest, 

By  all  their  country's  wishes  blest! 

When  spring,  with  dewy  fingers  cold, 

Returns  to  deck  their  haDow*d  mould, 

She  there  shall  dress  a  sweeter  sod, 

rhan  &ncy*s  feet  have  ever  trod. 

By  fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung. 

By  forms  unseen  their  dirge  is  sung, 

There  honour  comes,  a  pilgrim  grey. 

To  bless  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay, 

And  freedom  shall  awhile  repair,     . 

To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  there. 

CoOifit. 

Of  patriots  hunting  with  heroic  rage, 
Or  placemen,  all  tranquillity  and  smiles. 

Cowpef**  Tatic. 

But  the  age  of  Tirtnous  politics  is  past, 

And  we  are  deep  in  that  of  cdd  pretence. 

Patriots  are  grown  too  shrewd  to  be  sincere. 

And  wo  too  wise  to  trust  them. 

Cowper*$  Ta$k, 

I  see  thee  weep,  and  thine  are  honest  tears, 
A  patriot's  for  his  country.    Thou  art  sad 
At  thought  of  her  forlorn  and  abject  state. 
From  which  no  power  of  thine  can  raise  her  up. 

Cinppa*$  Toik, 

Through  private  pique  some  do  the  public  right. 
And  love  their  king  and  country  out  of  spite. 

€/ei0p6r. 
Give  me  the  death  of  those 

Who  ftr  their  country  die; 
And  oh!  be  mine  like  their  repose. 

When  cold  and  low  they  lie 
"Hieir  loveliest  mother  earth 

Ebshrinesvthe  fallen  brave; 
In  her  sweet  lap  who  gave  them  birth. 

They  find  their  tranquil  grave. 

Montgomery*  Wanderer  of  SwitMotiand. 

In  that  dread  hour  my  countiy's  guard  I  stood. 
From  the  state's  ritals  tore  the  coiled  serpent. 
First  hung  with  writhing  up  to  public  scorn, 
llien  flung  him  forth  to  ruin. 

JfisturtK  $  Bertrttfitm 

O  heaven,  he  cried,  my  bleeding  country  save ! 
Is  there  no  hand  on  high  to  shield  the  brave  7 
Tet,  though  destruction  sweep  those  lovely  plains. 
Rise,  fiiUow-men !  our  country  yet  remains ! 
By  that  dread  name,  we  wave  the  sword  on  high. 
And  swear  for  her  to  live !  with  her  to  die ! 

CfffRp6eirs  Fisofitres  rfHape, 


Firm-paced  and  slow,  a  horrid  front  they  fbrm. 
Still  as  the  breeze,  but  dreadfbl  as  the  storm ; 
Low  murmuring  soun<ls  along  their  banners  fly. 
Revenge  or  death  —  the  watchword  and  reply ; 
Then  pealed  the  notes,  omnipotent  to  charm, 
And  the  loud  tocsin  toll'd  their  last  ahrm ! 

CatiipbtWo  Pleaeuree  of  Hope. 

Hope  for  a  season  bade  the  world  farewell. 
And  fi'eedom  shriek'd,  as  Kosciusko  fell ! 

CampbdTM  Pleaeuree  ef  Hope, 

He  who  maintains  his  country's  laws 
Alone  is  great ;  or  he  who  dies  in  the  good  cause 

Sir  A.  Hutu 

Far  he  fled  —  indignant  fled. 
The  pageant  of  his  country's  shame ; 
While  every  tear  her  children  shed 
Fell  on  his  soul,  like  drops  of  flame ;  - 
And  as  a  lover  hails  the  dawn 
Of  a  first  smile,  so  welcomM  he 
llie  sparkle  of  the  first  sword  dravm 
For  vengeance  and  for  liberty ! 

MMr^e  LaOa  Rookh. 

'Tis  come,  —  his  hour  of  martyrdom 
In  freedom's  sacred  cause  is  come ; 
And,  though  his  flfe  hath  pass'd  away 
Like  lightning  on  a  stormy  day, 
Yet  sh^  his  death-hour  leavis  a  track 
Of  glory,  permanent  and  bright. 
To  which  the  brave  of  afler-times, 
The  sufiering  brave,  shall  long  look  back 
With  proud  regret,— and  by  its  light 
Watch  through  the  hours  of  slavery's  night. 
For  vengeance  on  the  oppressor's  crimes. 

itfoore's  LaUa  Rookh, 

The  svrord  may  pieree  the  bearer. 

Stone  walls  in  time  may  sever : 

'Tis  heart  alone. 

Worth  steel  and  stone. 

That  keeps  men  free  for  ever  I 


Moort, 


O  ftr  the  swords  of  fiirmer  time, 
O  ftr  the  men  who  bora  them. 
When  arm'd  Sat  right,  they  stood  sublime, 
And  tyrants  crouch'd  before  diem! 

**  Land  of  song !"  said  the  warrior  bard, 
**  Though  all  the  world  betray  thee ; 
One  sword  at  least  thy  rights  shall  guard. 
One  fiithiid  harp  shall  praise  thee !" 


ATcort. 


Afssre 


This  love  of  thine. 
For  an  ungratefbl  and  tyrannic  soil. 
Is  pMnnn,  and  not  patriotism. 

ByroiCo  Tfoo  Foeram, 
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Calendaro,    But  if  we  fail— 

Bertuedo,    Tbej  ne?er  fail  who  cUe 

In  a  great  cause :  the  block  may  wak  tfaeir  gan : 

Their  heads  may  aodden  in  the  son ;  their  limbs 

Be  strung  to  'city  gatea  and  cattle  walla-— 

But  still  th^  spirit  walks  abroad.    Tbo*  years 

Elapse,  and  others  share  as  dark  a  doom, 

They  but  augment  the  deep  and  sweeping  thoughts 

Which  overpower  aH  others,  and  conduct 

Tlie  world  at  lost  to  freedom. 

Byran*9  Dogt  tf  Fnnee. 

Snatch  from  the  then  of  your  sires 
The  embers  of  their  former  fires, 
And  he  who  in  the  strife  expires 
Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  of  fbar. 
That  tjrranny  shall  quake  to  hear. 

BynnU  Oiamr, 

And  here  and  there  some  stem,  high  patriot  stood. 
Who  oould  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  sued. 

There  was  something 
In  my  native  air  that  bqoy*d  my  spirits  npi 
Like  a  ship  on  the  ocean  toes*d  by  storms, 
But  proudly  still  bestriding  the  high  waves, 
And  holding  on  her  course. 

BymL 

I  will  teach  thine  infant  tongue 
To  call  upon  those  heroes  old 
In  their  own  language,  and  will  mould 
Thy  growing  spirit  in  the  flame  * 

Of  Grecian  lore ;  that  by  each  name 
A  patriots  birth-right  thou  may*st  daim. 

SheUey. 

Then  none  was  for  a  party ; 

Then  all  were  for  the  state ; 
Then  the  great  man  helpM  the  peer, 

And  the  poor  man  lov'd  the  great; 
Then  lands  were  fkirly  portion'd ; 

Then  sprnk  were  fairly  sold; 

fhe  Romans  were  like  brothers 

In  the  brave  days  of  dd. 

MacauUj/'a  Hontku, 

*  Qui  vite  T"  these  is  the  sentry's  ay,  — 

The  sleepless  soldier's  hand,— > 
Are  these,  —  the  painted  fblds  thus  ily 
And  lift  their  emblems,  printed  high 
On  morning  mist  and  sunset  sky,-— 

The  guardians  of  a  land  7 
No !  if 'the  patriot's  pulses  sleep ; 
How  vain  the  watch  that  hirelings  keep;— 

Hie  idle  flag  that  waves, 

When  Gmquest,  with  his  iron  heel. 

Treads  down  the  standards  and  the  steel 

That  belt  the  soil  of  slaves. 

O.  W.  Hobim. 


'T  is  home-felt  pleasure  prompts  the  patriot's  sigh| 
This  makes  him  wis^to  live,  and  dare  to  die. 

CemfhA 

Land  of  the  West — beneath  the  Heaven 
There 's  not  a  fairer,  lovelier  clime ; 
Nor  one  to  which  was  ever  given 
A  destiny  more  high,  sublime. 

Our  country !  —  'tis  a  glorious  land ! 

With  broad  arms  stretch'd  from  shore  to  shor% 
The  proud  Pacific  chafes  her  strand. 

She  hears  the  dark  Atlantic  roar ; 
And  nurtur'd  on  her  ample  broaa^ 

How  many  a  goodly  prospect  lies 
In  Nature's  vrildest  grandeur  drest, 

Enamell'd  with  the  loveliest  dyes. 

WUiiam  JeweU  PdMk, 

Great  6od !  we  thank  thee  fi>r  this  home  — 

This  bounteous  birthland  of  the  free ; 
Where  wanderers  flrom  afar  may  oome. 

And  breathe  the  air  of  liberty !  — 
StiH  may  her  flowers  untrampled  spring. 

Her  harvests  wave,  her  cities  rise ; 
And  yet,  till  Time  shall  ibid  his  wing, 

Remain  Earth's  loveUest  Paradise ! 

WiUum  JeweU  Pabe£a, 

Pride  in  the  gift  of  country  and  of  name 

Speaks  in  the  eye  and  ste|>  — 

He  treads  his  native  Land ! 

HnUeett  Psema. 

Land  where  he  leam'd  to  lisp  a  mother's  name, 
The  first  bebv'd  in  life,  the  last  forgot, 

Laad  of  his  frolic  youth. 

Land  of  his  bridal  eve. 
Land  of  his  children— >vain  your  cdnmn's  strength^ 
Invaders !  vain  your  battles'  steel  and  fire ! 

Cboose  ye  the  morrow's  doom  — 

A  prison  or  a  grave! 

HaUedc'M  Psshbs. 

The  patriot !  go,  to  Fame's  proud  mount  repaii^ 

The  tardy  pile,  sk>w  rising  there, 

With  tongueloss  eloquenoe  shall  tdl 

Of  them  who  fi>r  their  country  fell 

Sprogue^M  PsoM. 

An  are  not  born  tbo  glory  of  their  race. 
But  all  may  shun  the  pathway  to  disgrace ; 
In  humblest  vales  the  patriot  heart  may  glow ; 
That  nurtures  men — they  give  the  inapmng  Uow  ! 

Jamea  T.FiMm, 

Our  Country  first,  their  glory  and  their  pride. 
Land  of  their  hopes,  land  where  their  ftthex« 

died. 
When  in  the  right,  they  '11  keop  thy  honour  brigli:^ 
When  in  the  wrong,  they  11  die  to  set  it  right 

Jamm  T,  Fidd9 
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In  peace  there  *s  nothing  so  becomei  a  man 
As  modest  stillness  and  hamilitjr. 

Shakt,  Henry  V. 

A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conquest ; 
For  then  both  parties  noUy  are  subdued, 
And  neither  party  loser. 

Shakt.  Henry  JV.    Pert  JI. 

In  her  days*  every  man  shall  eat  hi  safety, 
Under /his  own  vine,  what  he  plants;  and  sing 
The  merry  song  of  peace  to  all  bis  neighbours. 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 

Ay ;  but  give  me  worship  and  quietness, 
I  iike  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honour. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  III, 

Now  are  our  brows  bouAd  with  victorious  wreaths ; 
Our  bruised  arms  hung  up  for  monuments ; 
Oar  stem  alarums  changM  to  merry  meeting, 
Our  dreadiul  marches  to  delightful  measures. 
Griro-visag'd  war  has  smoothed  his  wrinkled  front; 
And  now,-*instead  of  mounting  barbed  steeds. 
To  fright  the  souls  of  fearful  adversaries,— 7 
He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady*s  diamber, 
To  the  lascivious  pleasing  of  a  lute. 

Shdke,  Richard  III. 
Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent 
Made  glorious  summer  by  this  sun  of  York ; 
And  all  the  clouds,  that  low^rd  upon  our  house, 
In  the  deep  bosom  of  the  ocean  buried. 

Shake.  Richard  III. 

If  I  unwittingly,  or  in  my  rage, 

Have  aught  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 

By  any  in  this  presence,  I  desire 

To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace : 

*T  is  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity ; 

I  hate  it,  and  desire  all  good  men^s  love. 

Shake.  Richard  III. 

Peace,  gieatnese  best  becomes.   Cahn  pow'r  doth 

guide 
With  a  ftr  more  imperious  stateliness, 
'Hian  all  the  swords  of  violence  can  do : 
And  easier  gains  those  ends  she  tends  unto. 

DanM. 

In  this  plenty^ 
And  ftt  of  peace,  your  young  men  ne*er  were 

train'd 
In  martial  discipline ;  and  your  ships,  unriggM, 
Rot  in  the  harbor ;  nor  defence  prepared, 
Hut  thought  unuseful ;  as  if  that  the  gods. 
Indulgent  to  your  sloth,  had  granted  you 
A  perpetuity  of  pride  and  pleasure ; 
Nor  change  feared,  or  expected. 


States  that  never  knew 

A  change  but  in,  their  growth,  which  a  long  peace 

Hath  brought  unto  perfection,  are  like  steel. 

Which,  being  neglected,  will  consume  itself 

With  its  own  rust :  so  doth  security 

Eat  through  the  hearts  of  states,  while  they  *ra 

sleeping 
And  lulled  in  her  false  quiet. 

NaWe  Hannibal  and  Scipio. 

Men  are  unhappy  when  they  know  not  how 
To  value  peace,  without  its  loss ; 
And  from  the  want  learn  how  to  use 
What  they  could  so  ill  manage  when  enjoy*d« 

Sir  R.  Howard*e  Blind  Lady. 

The  trenchant  blade,  Toledo  trusty. 
For  want  of  fighting,  was  grown  rusty» 
And  ate  into  itself  for  lack 
Of  somebody  to  hew  and  hack. 

BvOer'e  Hti4ilfra§ 

O  beauteous  peace ! 
Sweet  union  of  a  state !  what  else  but  thou 
Gives  safety,  strength,  and  glory  to  a  people  7 

ThemMon, 

Oh,  peace !  thou  source  and  soul  of  social  life : 
Beneath  whose  calm  inspiring  influence, 
Science  his  views  enlarges,  art  refines. 
And  swelling  commerce  opens  all  her  ports ; 
Blest  be  the  man  divine,  who  gives  us  thee ! 

Thomeon'e  Britannii. 

Oh  firat  of  human  blessings !  and  supreme  I 
Fair  peace !  how  lovely,  how  delightftil  thou ! 
By  whose  wide  tie,  the  kindred  sons  of  men 
Live  brothers  like,  in  amity  combined. 
And  ansoBpicious  fiiith ;  while  honest  toil 
Gives  every  joy,  and  to  those  joys  a  right, 
Which  idle,  barbarous  rapine  but  usurps. 

7%omson*s  BrUanma, 

Sweet  peace,  who  long  hath  shunnM  my  plaintive 

ky, 
Consents,  at  length,  to  bring  me  short  delight 

CoUfiM. 

Now  no  more  the  dram 
Provokes  to  arms,  or  trumpet's  clangour  shrill 
Aftights  the  wives,  or  chills  the  virgin*s  blood ; 
But  joy  and  pleasure  open  to  the  view 
UnintMTupted!  PhOl^',  CUm. 

The  goodness  of  the  heart  is  shown  in  deeds 
Of  peacefulness  and  kindness.    Hand  and  heait 
Are  one  thing  with  the  good,  as  thou  should*st  bo. 
Do  my  words  trouble  thee  7  then  treasure  tiiem , 
Pain  overgot  gives  peace,  as  death  doth  Heaven  • 
All  things  that  speak  of  Heavet  speak  of  peace, 

Bailey'e  Feetua, 
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Long  peace,  I  find, 

But  nones  dangeroiui  hnmoun  up  to  strength, 

License  and  wanton  rage,  which  war,  alooe, 

Can  purge  away. 

MaUeCa  Muttofha. 

O,  these  were  hours  when  thrilling  joy  repaid 
A  long,  long  course  of  darkness,  doubts,  and  fears  I 
The  hearUsick  faintness  of  the  hope  delayed. 
The  waste,  the  woe,  the  bloodshed,  and  the  tears, 
lliat  tracked  with  terror  twenty  rolling  years, 
All  was  forgot  in  that  blithe  Jahilee ; 
Iler  downcast  eye  even  pale  afBiction  rears, 
To  sigh  a  thankful  prayer  amid  the  glee 
That  haiPd  the  despot's  fiUl,  and  peace  and  liberty  I 

ScoU'i  Lord  of  the  UUi, 

What  is  peace  T — when  pain  is  over 

And  love  ceases  to  rebel. 
Let  the  last  faint  sigh  discover 

That  prsoedsB  the  passing  knelL 


Wardtworth, 


Peace,  thy.  dive  wand  extend. 
And  bid  wild  war  his  ravage  end* 
Man  with  brother  man  to  meet. 
And  as  a  brother  kindly  greet 


Bicms. 


O  then  that  wisdom  may  we  know, 
Which  yields  a  life  of  peace  below ! 

CharUt  Sprague. 

God  of  Peace !  — whose  Spirit  fills 

All  the  echoes  of  our  hills, 

All  the  murmurs  of  oar  rills. 

Now  the  storm  is  o'er  5— 

O,  let  freemen  be  our  sons ; 

And  let  future  WAsmNOiota 

Rise  to  lead  their  valiant  ones, 

TOl  there 's  war  no  more. 

Jokn  PintpMi. 

O !  never  yet  did  peace  her  chaplet  twine 
To  lay  upon  base  mammon's  sordid  shrine, 
Where  earth's  most  precious  things  are  bought 

and  sold ; 
Thrown  on  that  pile,  the  pearl  of  price  would  bd 
Deispis'd,  because  unfit  far  merehantry. 

Mn.  Embwry. 

Peace,  sweet  peace  is  ever  fbund 

In  her  eternal  home  on  holy  ground, 

JIfrt.  Embury, 

Were  half  tne  power  that  fills  the  world  with 
terror, 
Were  half  the  wealth  bestow'd  on  camps  ftnd 
courts,  I 

u'lven  to  redeem  the  human,  mmd  from  error, 
Tbore  were  no  need  of  arsenals  and  forts ! 

jAmgftUew'e  Paeme. 


Peace  seem'd  to  reign  i^on  earth,  and  the  restlen 

heart  of  the  ocean 
Was  for  a  moment  oonsol'd.    All  soimda  wue  in 

harmony  blended. 
Voices  of  children  at  play,  the  crowing  of  cocb 

in  the  farm-yard. 
Whirr  of  wings  in  the  drowsy  air,  and  (be  cooing 

of  pigeons, 
AH  were  subdued  and  low  as  the  murmurs  of  lofe, 

and  the  great  sun 
Look'd  with  eye  of  peace  through  tiie  golden  va 

pours  around  htm. 

Longfdhul'i  EvmgdiM 

Down  the  dark  fbtore,  through  long  generations, 
The  echoing  sounds  grow  &inter  and  then  ceue; 
And  like  a  bell,  with  solemn,  sweet  vibratioM, 
I  hear  <xa6e   more   the  voice  of  Christ  saf— 
««Peacer'  LangfiOow'9  Peemt. 

Look  at  him 
Who  roads  aright  the  hnage  on  his  soul, 
And  gives  it  nurture  like  a  child  of  light 
His  life  is  calm  and  blessed,  for  his  peace, 
Like  a  rich  peari  beyond  the  diver's  ken, 
Lies  deep  in  his  own  bosom.    He  is  pure, 
For  the  soul's  errands  are  not  done  with  man; 
His  senses  are  subdued  and  serve  the  sooL 

WiOii'i  Pemi. 

Speak  gently !    He  who  gave  his  lifb 

To  bend  roan's  stubborn  will. 

When  elements  were  fierce  with  strife, 

Said  to  them,  ••  Peace,  be  stiU !" 

Dgxnd  BtM 
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His  bed  of  vrool  yields  safe  and  quiet  sleeps, 
While  by  his  side  his  fiiithful  spouse  hath  place, 
His  little  son  into  his  bosom  creeps, 
The  livdy  picture  of  his  father's  fiice : 
Never  his  humble  house  nor  state  torment  him; 
Less  he  could  like,  if  less  his  God  had  sent  him! 
And  when  he  dies,  green  torft,  with  graasy  tomh, 
content  him.  F««««  ^^«'«** 

He  trudg'd  along,  unknowing  what  he  sooght, 
And  whistled  as  he  went  for  want  of  thought 

Dryden'9  Cymon  and  Ifhig^ 

His  com  and  cattle  were  his  only  care, 
And  his  supreme  delight,  a  country  feir. 

Dryden's  Cymon  and  I^agf^ 

Chccriul,  at  mom,  he  wakes  from  short  rcpoec, 
Breathes  the  keen  air,  and  carols  as  he  goea. 

GoldemUh'i  TruvM^ 

At  night  returning,  ev'ry  labour  sped. 
He  sita  him  down  the  monarch  of  a  shed. 

GoldemUh^t  JVawWr 
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HI  farei  the  land,  to  hast*niii£f  il]»  a  prey, 
Where  wealth  acciunolatee,  and  men  decay ; 
Princes  and  lords  may  floorish,  or  may  fade ; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made : 
But  a  bold  peasantry,  their  coantry^s  pride, 
When  once  destroyed,  can  never  be  supplied. 

Gdd9miOC9  Deserted  VUlage, 

Yes,  let  the  rich  deride,  the  proud  disdain. 
These  simple  blessings  of  flie  lowly  train; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  my  heart, 
One  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art ; 
Spontaneous  joys,  where  nature  has  its  play, 
The  soul  adopts,  and  owns  their  firat-lwrn  sway ; 
Lightly  they  frolic  o'er  the  vacant  mind, 
Unenvied,  unmolested,  unconfined. 
But  Che  long  pomp,  the  midnight  masquerade, 
With  all  the  freaks  of  wanton  wealth  array'd. 
In  these,  ere  triflers  half  their  wish  obtlin, 
The  toiling  pleasure  sickens  into  pain ; 
And,  e*en  while  passion's  brightest^  arts  decoy. 
The  heart,  distrusting,  asks  if  this  be  joy  7 

GoUltmith*»  Deserted  VHiage, 

Unknown  to  them,  when  sensual  pleasures  eloj. 
To  6U  the  langoid  pause  with  iSner  joy ; 
Unknown  those  pow'rs  that  raise  the  soul  to  flame, 
Catch  ev*ry  nerve,  and  vibrate  through  the  frame, 
llicir  level  life  is  but  a  mould'ring  fire, 
Unquench'd  by  wimt,  nafimnM  by  Strang  desire ; 
Unfit  for  raptures,  or,  if  raptures  ekeer. 
On  some  high  fbstival  of  once  a  year. 
In  wild  excess  the  vulgar  breast  takes  fire, 
Till,  buried  in  debaueh,  the  bliss  expire. 

QoUsmUh^s  JirmdUr, 

Far  from  the  madd'ning  crowd's  ignoble  strife, 
Their  sober  wishes  never  leam'd  to  stray ; 
Along  the  cool  sequester'd  vale  of  life 
They  kept  the  noiseless  tenour  of  their  way. 

ChrayH  Ckurehyard, 

November  chfll  blows  loud  wi'  angry  sugh ; 
llie  short'ning  winter-day  draws  near  a  ckwe ; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pleugh ; 
The  black'ning  trains  o'  craws  to  their  repose: 
The  toil-worn  cotter  fiue  his  labour  goes. 
This  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  on  end. 
Collects  his  spades,  his  mattocks,  and  hb  hoes, 
Hoping  the  mom  at  ease  and  rest  to  spend. 
And  weary,  o'er  the  moor,  his  course  does  home* 
wiad  bend. 

Bwnu*  CeUer'e  Saturdoy  Night 

Bight  of  voice  in  framing  laws,  , 

Right  of  peera  to  try  each  cause ; 

Peasant  homestead,  mean  and  small, 

Sacred  as  the  moparch's  hall. 

WkUtm's 


From  labour  health,  fi^om  health  contentment 

springs; 
Contentment  opes  the  source  of  every  joy. 
He  envied  not,  he  never  thought  of  kings ; 
Nor  from  those  appetites  sustain'd  annoy, 
Tliat  chance  may  firustrate,  or  indulgence  dey ; 
Nor  fiite  his  calm  and  humble  hope  begnil'd ; 
He  moom'd  no  recreant  friend,  nor  mistress  coy ! 
For  on  his  vows  the  blameless  Phobe  smil'd, 
And  her  alene  he  lov'd,  and  lov'd  her  freto  a  child. 

BtattU'B  MimireL 

het  luxuzy,  sickening  in  profusion's  chair, 
Unwisely  pamper  his  unworthy  heir ; 
And  while  he  feeds  him,  blush  and  tremble  too. 
But,  Love  and  Labour,  blush  not,  fear  not  you. 
Your  children,  (splinters  from  the  mountain's  side,) 
With  rtigged  hands,  shall  for  themselves  provide. 
Parent  of  valour,  cast  away  thy  fbar ; 
Mother  of  men,  be  proud  without  a  tear ! 
While  round  your  hearth  the  woe-nurs'd  virtues 

move. 
An,  all  that  manliness  oan  ask  of  love; 
Remember  Hogaith,  and  abjure  despair. 
Remember  Arkwright,  and  the  peasant  Clare. 

SbeMzerEUwtt. 


PEN. 


Oh !  nature's  noblest  ffiftr-my  gnj  goose  quill : 
Slave  of  my  thoughts,  obedient  to  my  will, 
Tom  fhxn  thy  parent  bird  to  form  a  pen. 
That  mighty  instrument  of  little  men ! 

ByrmCs  EngUah  Bards  and  Sesteh  Retiewers, 

Ye  safe  and  formal  men. 
Who  write  the  deeds,  and  with  unfeverish  hand 
Weigh  in  nice  scales  the  motives  of  the  great, 
Ye  cannot  know  what  ye  have  never  tried. 

Btduoer's  RicheUeu, 

Beneath  the  rule  of  men  entirely  great, 

The  pen  is  mightier  than  the  sword.    Behold 

The  oreh  enohonter's  wand !  itself  a  nothing  2 

But  taking  sorcery  from  the  master  hand, 

To  paralyze  the  Ciesars,  and  to  strike 

The  loud  earth  breathless ! 

Ailtocr'f  Riekdisn 

In  days  of  yore,  the  poet'tf  pen 

From  wing  of  bird  was  plunder'd,' 
Perhaps  of  goose,  but  now  and  then. 

From  Jove's  own  eagle  sunder'd. 
But  now,  metallic  pens  disolose 

Alone  the  poet's  numbers ; 
In  iron  inspiration  glows, 

Or  with  the  poet  slumbers. 

John  Qumey  Adams 
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Hie  poet*!  peD  ie  the  true  divining  rod 

Which  trembles  towards  the  inner  foonU  of  ftelinfr ; 

Bringing  to  light  and  tue,  else  hid  ftom  all, 

llie  nianjr  sweet  clear  sources  which  we  have 

Of  good  and  beautf  in  am  own  deep  bosoms ; 

And  marks  the  Yariatioos  of  all  mind 

As  does  the  needle. 

Baiiejf'B  Fettui. 

I  woold  not  hate  my  pen  porsoe 

The  **  beaten  track** — a  slave  ftr  evor ; 
No !  roam  as  then  wert  wont  to  do 

In  author4and,  hj  rock  and  river. 
Be  like  the  sunbeam's  burning  wingy 

Be  like  the  wand  in  Cinderella, 
And  if  yaa  tooeh  a  common  thing, 

Ah  I  change  to  gold  the  pumpkin  yellow  I 
May  grace  come  fluttering  round  your  steps. 

Whene*er,  my  bird,  you  light  on  paper, 
And  music  murmur  at  your  lips, 

And  truth  restrain  each  truant  caper. 

Mrt,  0§good'§  Poenu, 

Be  tun*d  to  tenderest  mwic  when 
Of  sin  and  shame  thou  'rt  sadly  singing ; 

But  diamond  be  thy  point,  my  pen, 
When  ibDy*s  bells  are  round  thee  ringing ! 
^  Mn.  09g9ot^$  Poems, 

—  Forc*d  to  drudge  far  the  dregs  of  men. 
And  scrawl  strange  words  with  the  barbarous  pen, 
And  mingle  among  the  jostling  crowd, 
\Vhere  the  sons  of  strife  are  busy  and  loud. 

Bryant**  i>( 


PERFECTION. 

To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily. 

To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet. 

To  smooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 

Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper  light 

To  seek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heaven  to  garnish. 

Is  wasteful  and  ridiculous  excess. 

Nature,  in  her  productions,  slow,  aspires 
Bv  just  degrees  to  reach  perfection's  height 

SmervUk't  Chate. 

So  slow 
llie  growth  of  what  is  excellent,  so  hard 
'J  *  attain  perfection  in  this  nether  world. 

CoK^pcr**  Ta§k, 

t  nt  other  bards  of  angels  sing, 

Brijrht  suns  without  a  spot; 
Dm  thou  art  no  such  perfect  thing : 

Rejoice  that  thou  art  not ! 

iTorafvorwi. 
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Perseveranee,  dear  my  lord. 
Keeps  honour  bright    To  have  none,  is  to  hang 
Quite  out  of  fashion,  like  a  rusty  nail 
In  monumental  mockery. 

Revolt  is  recreant,  when  pursuit  is  brave ; 
Never  to  &int,  doth  purchase  what  we  crave. 

JTodbsn's  Dmmb  JCa^ 

Attempt  the  end,  and  never  stand  to  doubt; 
Nothing  *s  so  hard,  but  search  will  find  it  out 

HerriA 

He  who  flies, 
In  war  or  peace,  who  his  great  purpose  yield% 
He  is  the  only  villain  of  this  world : 
But  he  who  labours  firm  and  gains  his  point. 
Be  what  it  will,  which  crowns  him  with  success 
He  is  the  son  of  fertone  and  of  &mc ; 
By  those  admir'd,  tliose  specious  villains  moet, 
Tliat  else  had  bellowed  out  reproach  against  bin*. 

/  Aomsofi  9  Agonuwinor 

Perseverance  is  a  Roman  virtue, 
That  wins  each  god-like  act,  and  plucks  success 
E*en  from  the  spcar-proof  crest  of  rqgged  danger. 

Hamrd'B  B^gubu, 

Hie  proudest  motto  fer  the  yoong ! 

Write  it  in  lines  of  gold 
Upon  thy  heart,  and  in  thy  mind 

The  stirring  words  enfold ; 
And  in  misfortune's  dreary  boor. 

Or  for6me*s  proqierons  gaie, 

*Twiil  have  a  holy,  cheering  power— 

**  There  *s  no  such  word  as /at/  .'** 

Mr$.NeaL 

IVess  on !  for  it  is  godlike  to  unloose 
The  spirit,  and  forget  yourself  in  thought; 
Bending  a  pinion  for  the  deeper  sky, 
And,  in  the  very  fetters  of  your  flesh. 
Mating  with  the  pure  essences  of  heaven ! 
Press  on !  **  ibr  in  the  grave  there  is  no  work. 
And  no  device.** — ^Press  on !  while  yet  you  may ! 

Wm»U  Poemt. 

Stick  to  your   aim;   the   mongrel's  hold  wiD 

slip, 
But  only  crow-bars  loose  the  bu]l-dqg*s  lip; 
Small  as  he  looks,  the  jaw  thai  never  yields 
Drags  down  the  bellowing  monarch  of  the  fieMs, 

O.  W.  Hdmm 


PHILANTHROPT.  —  (See  Kindness.) 
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I  *n  grive  tbee  armour  to  keep  off  that  word, 

Adversity's  sweet  milk,  philosophy, 

To  comfort  thee.  ShaU.  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

Hang  up  phUoaophy ! 
Unless  philosophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Displant  a  town,  reverse  a  prince's  doom ; 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not ;  talk  no  more. 

Shako,  Romeo  and  JuUd, 

I  pray  thee,  peace ;  I  will  he  flesh  and  blood ; 
For  there  was  never  yet  philosopher 
That  could  endure  the  toothache  paliently ; 
However  they  have  writ  the  style  of  gods. 
And  made  a  pish  at  chance  uid  sufferance. 

Shako,  Much  Ado. 

Therefore,  brave  conquerors — for  so  you  arc. 
That  war  against  your  own  affections. 
And  the  huge  army  of  the  world's  desires. 

Shaka,  Lote*8  Labour  LooL 

Blest  an  those 
Whose  blood  and  judgment  are  so  well  commingled. 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger. 
To  sound  what  stop  she  please :  give  me  that  man 
That  is  not  passion's  slave,  and  I  will  wear  him 
In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  in  my  heart  of  hearts, 
As  I  do  thee.    Something  too  much  of  this. 

Shako,  Hamlet, 

There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth, 

Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  phikMophy. 

Shako,  Handet, 

A  man,  whose  blood 
Is  very  snow  broth ;  one  who  never  foels 
The  wanton  stings  and  motions  of  the  sense : 
But  doth  rebate  and  blunt  his  natural  edge 
With  profits  of  the  mind,  study  and  fast. 

^  Shako,  Mea,fir  Mta, 

How  charming  is  divine  philosophy ! 

Kot  harsh  and  crabbed,  as  dull  fools  suppose. 

But  musical  as  is  Apollo's  lute. 

And  a  perpetual  foast  of  nectar'd  sweets. 

Where  no  crude  aurftit  reigns. 

AffUfsn'f  ComtM. 

Others  apart  sat  on  a  hill  retir'd. 
In  thoughts  more  elevate,  and  reason'd  high 
Of  providence,  foreknowledge,  will,  and  fate, 
flx'd  fate,  fi'ee  will,  foreknowledge  absoluta, 
And  found  no  end,  in  wand'ring  mazes  lost 

Miton's  Pmndioo  LooL 

Besides,  he  was  a  shrewd  philosopher, 
And  had  read  every  text  and  gloss  over. 

BuOer'o  HudSbrao, 


But  Hudibras,  who  sotvnM  to  stoops 
To  fortune,  or  be  said  to  droop, 
C3ieer*d  up  himself  with  ends  of  verM, 

And  sayings  of  philosoi^erB. 

BMZer'f  Huditnao^ 

A  deep  occuH  philosopher. 

As  leam'd  as  the  wild  Irish  are. 

300109*0  Htidibno. 

Whatever  skeptip  could  inquire  fbr. 
For  ev'ry  ivhy  he  had  a  wherefore. 

Bvder^o  HndUfno, 

ffis  notions  fitted  things  so  well. 

That  which  was  which  he  could  not  tell ; 

But  oftentimes  mistook  the  one 

For  th'  other,  as  great  clerks  have  done. 

He  could  reduce  all  things  to  acts. 

And  knew  their  natures  by  abstracts ; 

Where  enti^  and  quiddity, 

The  ghosts  and  defunct  bodies  fly ; 

Where  truth  in  person  does  appear. 

Like  words  congcal'd  in  northern  air. 

BiUler*o  Hudibrao 

Go,  wiser  thou!  and  in  thy  scale  of  8ense» 
Weigh  thy  opinion  against  Providence ; 
Call  imperfection  what  thou  fanciest  such ; 
Say,  here  he  gives  too  little,  there  too  much: 
Destroy  all  creatures  for  thy  sport  or  gust, 
Yet  say,  if  man's  unhappy,  God's  unjust 

Pope*8  Eooay  on  Man 

In  lazy  apathy  let  Stoics  boast 
Their  vhrtue  fix'd;  'tis  fix'd  as  in  a  firost; 
Contracted  all,  returning  to  the  breast; 
But  strength  of  mind  is  exercise,  not  rest : 
The  rising  tempest  puts  in  act  the  soul ; 
Parti  it  may  ravage,  but  preserves  the  whole. 

Pojpt^o  Eooay  on  Man 

Philosophy  consists  not 
In  airy  schemes,  or  idle  speculations  i 
The  rule  and  conduct  of  all  social  life 
Is  her  great  province.    Not  in  lonely  cells 
Obscure  she  lurks,  but  holds  her  heavenly  light 
To  senates  and  to  kings,  to  guide  their  councils, 
And  teach  them  to  reform  and  bless  mankind. 

TAsmssii'f  CorioUnato 

Serene  philosophy. 

Effusive  souree  of  evidence  and  truth ! 

Without  thoe  what  were  unenllghten'd  man ! 

A  savage  roaring  through  the  woods  and  wildsi 

Rough  dad,  devoid  of  e^ery  finer  art 

And  elegance  of  lifo. 

l%mtoon 

Alas  I  had  reason  ever  jei  the  power 

To  talk  down  grief,  or  bid  the  tortur'd  wretch 

Not  feel  hia  anguish  7  *t  is  impossible ! 

Whiiohoa^o  Roman  Father. 
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Deluded  man !  who,  Ibndly  proud  of  reas^ 
Think*flt  that  thy  crazy  nature's  privilejire, 
Which  is  thy  ^eat  tormentor !  senseless  SxHa^ 
In  stupid  dulness  blessed,  are  only  happy ; 
They  &el  no  threat'ning  evils  at  a  distance  a 
Never  reflect  on  their  paat  miseries : 
Tlieir  solid  comfort  is  their  wsnt  of  sense. 
But  reason  is  the  tyrant  of  the  mind ; 
Awakes  our  thoughts  to  all  our  cares  and  grieft; 
Distracts  our  hopes,  and  in  a  thousand  shapes 
Presents  our  fears  to  multiply  our  woes. 

Smiih^B  Prineetf  of  Parma. 

Reason !  the  hoary  dotard's  dull  directress, 
That  k)ses  all  because  she  hazards  nothing ; 
Reason !  tirn'rous  pilot,  that,  to  shun 
The  rocks  of  life,  for  ever  flies  the  port 

Dr.  JoftnsonV  /rsiis. 

Much  learned  dust 
Involves  the  combatants,  each  claiming  truth, 
And  truth  disclaiming  both.    And  thus  they  spend 
The  little  wick  of  lifo*s  poor  shallow  lamp. 
In  plajring  tricks  with  nature,  giving  laws 
To  distant  worlda,  and  triflmg  in  their  own. 

CoMpcr's  TVtifr. 

Such  woa  the  rigid  Zeno's  plan 

To  form  his  philosophic  man; 

Such  were  the  modes  he  taught  mankind 

To  weed  the  garden  of  the  mind : 

They  tore  away  some  weeds,  *t  is  true. 

But  all  the  flow*rs  were  ravish*d  too. 


Jlssrs. 


7%en  far  be  all  the  wisdom  hence, 
And  all  the  lore,  whose  tame  control 
Would  wither  joy  with  chill  delays ! 
Alas !  the  fortile  fount  of  scnso, 
At  which  the  young,  the  panting  soul 
Drinks  lifo  and  love,  too  soon  decays ! 

O,  then,  if  earth's  united  power 
Can  never  chain  one  feathery  hour ; 
If  every  print  we  leave  to^ay. 
To-morrow's  wave  shall  steal  away; 
Who  pauses,  to  inquire  of  Heaven 
Vlliy  were  the  fleeting  treasures  given. 
The  sunny  days,  the  shady  nights. 
And  all  their  brief  but  dear  delights, 
Which  Heaven  has  made  for  man  to  use. 
And  man  should  think  it  guilt  to  lose  7 
Who,  that  has  cull'd  a  weeping  rose. 
Will  ask  it  why  it  breathes  and  glows. 
Unmindful  of  the  blushing  ray. 
In  which  it  shines  its  soul  away ; 
ITnmindflil  of  the  scented  sigh, 
On  which  it  dies  and  loves  to  die ! 


Afioort. 


Mmn, 


The  plain  good  man,  whose  actions  teach 
More  virtue  than  a  sect  can  preach, 
Pursues  his  course,  unsagely  blest, 
His  tutor  whisp'ring  in  his  breast: 
Nor  could  he  act  a  purer  part. 
Though  he  had  Tully  all  by  heart ; 
And  when  he  drops  the  tear  on  woe, 
He  little  knows,  or  cares  to  know, 
That  ESpictetus  blamM  that  tear, 
By  Heav*n  approv'd,  to  virtue  dear. 

Oh  !  who  that  has  ever  had  rapture  complete, 
Would  ask  how  we  feel  it,  or  why  it  is  sweet; 
How  rays  are  confiis'd,  or  how  particles  fly 
Through  the  medium  refin*d  of  a  glance  or  a  sigh! 
Is  there  one,  who  but  once  would  not  rather  have 

known  it, 
Than  written,  with  Harvey,  whole  volumes  upon  it  ? 

jfoore. 

There  is  a  calm  upon  me  ~ 

Inexplicable  stillness  I  which  till  now 

Did  not  belong  to  what  I  know  of  life. 

If  that  I  did  not  know  philosophy 

To  be  of  all  our  vanities  the  niotliest, 

Hie  merest  word  that  ever  fool'd  the  ear 

From  out  the  schoolman's  jargon,  I  should  deem 

Hie  gddcn  secret,  the  sought  *■  Kalon"  found, 

And  seated  in  my  soul. 

ByrmCi  MMtifrel 

He  saw  with  his  own  eyes  the  moon  was  roondi 
Was  also  certain  that  the  earth  was  square, 
Because  he  had  journey'd  fifty  miles,  and  found 

No  sign  that  it  was  circular  any  where. 

ByrotL 

Some  talk  of  an  appeal  unto  aome  passion, 

Some  to  men's  feelings,  others  to  their  reason; 

The  kst  of  these  was  never  much  the  fashion, 

For  reaaoo  thinks  all  reasoning  out  of  season. 

^yroR* 

Ah,  yes,  Philosopher,  thy  creed  is  true ; 

'T  is  our  own  eyes  that  give  the  rainbow's  hoe ; 

What  we  call  mxTtOL  in  this  outer  earth. 

Takes  flom  our  senses,  those  warm  dupes,  its  birth. 

How  foir,  to  sinless  Adam,  Eden  amil'd ! 

But  sin  brought  tears,  and  Elden  was  a  wiU ! 

Man's  soul  is  as  an  everlasting  dream. 

Glassing  life's  fictions  on  a  phantom  stream : 

To>.day,  in  glory  all  the  world  is  clad — 

Wherefore,  O  Man  7— because  tiiy  heart  is  glad! 

To-morrow,  and  the  self-same  scene  survey-- 

The  Mome  !  Oh !  no— the  pomp  hath  pass'd  awsy ! 

Wherefore  the  change  r    WWan^  go  ask  reply— 

Thy  heart  hath  given  its  winter  to  the  sky ! 

Vainly  the  world  revolves  upon  its  pole ; — 

Light — Darkness— Seasons— these  are  in  the  son!  2 

Buiwa'B  Poemi. 
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Yes,  vain  philosophy,  tliiofi  hour  is  come ! 
Thy  lipe  were  linM  with  the  immortal  lie, 
And  dyed  with  all  the  look  of  truth.    Men  saw, 
BclievM,  cmbracM,  detested,  cai>t  thee  ofil 
Those  lights,  the  morn  of  Truth^s  immortal  day, 
As  thou  didst  falsely  swear  them,  have  they  not 
Vanished,  the  mere  auroras  of  the  mind  ? 
And  thou  didst  vow  to  gather  clear  again 
The  &l]en  waters  of  humanity ; 
To  smooth  the  flaw  from  out  the  eye,  to  piece 
A  pounded  pearL    Thank  God!  I  am  a  man; 
NotapUU-opher!  Baifej>.  f  «fi... 

If  this  &rai]iar  spirit  that  communes 
With  yours  this  hour  —  that  has  the  power  to 

search 
AH  things  —  but  its  own  compass  —  ts  a  spark 
Struck  from  the  burning  essence  of  its  God  — 
I^  when  these  weary  organs  drop  away. 
We  shall  forget  their  usee,  and  commune 
With  angels  and  each  other,  as  the  stars 
Mingle  their  light  in  silence  and  in  love-— 
What  is  this  fleshy  fetter  of  a  day. 
That  we  should  crown  it  with  immortal  flowers? 

WOJis**  Poenu. 

Philosophy  and  Reason !  Oh,  how  vain 
Their  lessons  to  the  feelings !    They  but  teach 
To  hide  them  deeper,  and  to  show  a  calm 
Unruffled  surface  to  the  idle  gaze. 

Mi8$  Elixahelh  Bogart. 
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For  of  the  soul  the  body  form  doth  take ; 
For  soul  is  form,  and  doth  the  body  make. 

SfeMer, 

Away  with  all  doubt  and  misgiving ; 

Now  lovers  must  woo  by  the  book— • 
There  *8  an  end  to  all  trick  and  deceiving, 

No  men  can  be  caught  by  a  look. 
Bright  eyes  or  a  love-breeding  dimple 

No  longer  their  witchery  fling ; 
That  lover  indeed  must  be  simple 

Who  yields  to  so  silly  a  thing. 

.Literary  Chtxrtk, 

No  more  need  we  ^  the  bright  glances 

Whence  Cupid  shot  arrows  of  yore ; 
To  skullff  let  OS  limit  our  flmoies, 

And  lota  by  the  bumps  we  explore ! 
Oh,  now  we  can  .tell  in  a  minute 

What  &te  will  be  ours  when  we  w^d ; 
The  heatt  has  no  paasion  within  it 

That  is  not  engraved  on  the  head. 


In  vain  we  fondly  strive  to  trace 

The  soul's  reflection  in  the  &ce ; 

In  vain  we  dwell  on  lines  and  crosses, 

Qrooked  mo«th,  or  short  proboscis ; 

Boobies  have  !ook*d  as  wise  and  bright 

As  Plato,  or  the  Stagyrite : 

And  many  a  sage  and  learned  skull 

Has  peepM  through  windows  dark  and  duU. 

Moof€ 

We  may  know  by  the  head  on  Cupid's  seal. 
What  impression  the  heart  wil]  take ; 

If  shallow  the  head,  oh  \  how  soon  we  feel 
What  a  poor  impression  *t  will  make. 

Mooft, 


PHYSIC. 

Tlirow  physic  to  the  dogs,  I  '11  none  of  it 

ShakB,  Maehetk 

If  thou  could'st,  doctor,  cast 

The  water  of  my  land,  find  her  disease. 

And  purge  it  to  a  sound  and  pristine  health, 

I  would  applaud  thee  to  the  very  echo. 

That  should  applaud  again. 

Shaks,  Maehtth, 

What  rhubarb,  senna,  or  what  purgative  drug 
Would  scour  these  English  hence  7    Hearest  thou 
of  them  7  Shaik$.  Macbeth, 

I  do  remember  an  apothecary, — 
And  hereabouts  he  dwells, — whom  late  I  noted 
In  tattered  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows. 
Culling  of  simples ;  meagre  were  his  looks, 
Sharp  misery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones. 

Shakt,  Romeo  and  Juliet 

About  his  shelves 
A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes 
Green  earthen  pots,  bladders,  and  musty  seeds. 
Remnants  of  packthread,  and  old  cakes  of  roses 
Were  thinly  scattered  to  miike  up  a  show. 

Shak$,  Romeo  awLJuUeL 

Wounds  by  wider  wounds  are  liealM, 
And  poisons  by  themselves  ezpellM. 

Butlet^e  Hudibnu. 

Knew  many  an  amulet  and  charm. 
That  would  do  neither  good  nor  harm. 

Butler'9  Hudimu. 

For  men  are  brought  to  worse  distresses 
By  taking  physie  than  diseases ; 
A^d  thctreftire  ooromonly  recover. 
As  soon  as  doctors  give  them  over. 

Butleriana, 

So,  when  small  hnmrmrs  gather  to  a  gout. 
The  doctor  fimciea  he  has  driv*n  them  out 

P(ps*s  JBMsjr  on  Jfaik 


^ 
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When  nature  cannot  work,  th*  effect  of  art  isToid. 
For  jdiysic  can  but  mend  our  crazy  state, 
Patch  an  old  building,  not  a  new  create. 

DrydetC^  Palamom  and  Arcite. 

You  tell  your  doctor  that  you  *re  ill : 
And  what  does  he  but  write  a  bill  7 
Of  which  you  need  but  read  one  letter: 
'Hie  worse  the  scrawl,  the  doee  the  better. 
For  if  yon  knew  but  what  you  take. 
Though  you  recover,  he  must  break. 

Prior^9  Alma, 

The  first  physicians  by  debauch  were  made ; 
Excess  began,  and  sloth  sustams  the  trade. 
By  chase  our  long-UvM  fathers  eam*d  their  fi)od ; 
Toil  strung  the  nerrcs,  and  purified  the  blood ; 
But  we  their  sons,  a  pamperM  race  of  men. 
Are  dwindled  down  to  threescore  years  and  ten. 
Better  to  hunt  in  fields  for  health  unbought, 
Than  fee  the  doctor  for  a  nauseous  draught 
The  wise  for  cure  on  exercise  depend : 
Gud  never  made  his  work  for  man  to  mend. 

Drydetu 

Physicians  mend  or  end  us, 

Secundeit)  artem :  —  but  although  we  sneer 

In  health  —  when  sick,  we  call  them  to  attend  us. 

Without  the  least  propensity  to  jeer. 

ByrotL 

We  own  that  numbers  join  with  care  and  skill, 
A  temperate  judgment,  a  devoted  will ; 
Men  who  suppress  their  feelings,  but  who  feel 
The  painful  symptoms  they  delight  to  heal : 
Patient  in  all  tlieir  trials,  they  sustain. 
The  starts  of  passion,  the  reproach  of  pain : 
With  hearts  affected,  but  with  looks  serene, 
Intent  they  wait  through  all  the  solemn  scene, 
Glad  if  a  hope  should  rise  from  nature's  strife, 
To  aid  their  skill  and  save  the  lingering  life ; 
But  this  must  virtue's  generous  effort  be, 
And  spring  from  nobler  motives  than  a  fee : 
To  the  physicians  of  the  soul,  and  these. 
Turn  the  distress'd  for  safety  and  fer  Peace. 

CrMt^i  Bormigk 


PITT. 


Naught  is  there  under  Heaven's  wide  hoDowness 
That  moves  more  dear  compassion  of  the  mind 
Than  beauty  brought  t'  unworthy  wretchedness 
Through  envy^s  snares,  or  fertune's  freaks  unkind ; 
1,  whether  lately  through  her  brightness  blind. 
Or  through  allegiance  and  vast  fealty, 
Which  I  do  owe  unto  all  womankind. 
Keel  mv  heart  pierc'd  with  so  great  agtmy, 
Wxien  such  1  see,  that  all  fer  pity  I  oould  die. 

Spetutr, 


And  pity,  like  a  new-bom  babe. 
Striding  the  blast,  or  heaven's  chembim,  hotiPd 
Upon  the  sightless  couriers  of  the  air. 
Shall  blow  the  horrid  deed  in  every  eye. 
That  tears  shall  drown  the  wind. 

SkakaMMAdk 

If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  bettor  days; 

If  ever  been  where  bells  have  knoQ'd  lo  churah  I 

If  ever  sat  at  any  good  man^s  feast; 

If  ever  from  your  eyelids  wipM  a  tear. 

And  know  what 't  is  to  pity  and  be  pitied ; 

Let  gentleness  my  strong  enforcement  be. 

Shaks,  Ai  you  like  k. 

And,  if  thou  tellest  the  heavy  story  right. 
Upon  my  soul  the  hearers  wiU  shed  tears ; 
Yea,  even  my  foes  will  shed  fast  falling  tears. 
And  say  —  Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed ! 

Shaki,  Hemy  VL    Part  IIL 

How  sometimes  nature  will  betray  its  feUy, 
Its  tenderness ;  and  make  itself  a  pastime 
To  harder  bosoms. 

Shak9.  Winier'9  Tak. 

Villain,  thoa  know'st  no  law  of  God  or  man : 
No  beast  so  fierce,  but  knows  some  touch  of  pity. 

Shak$.  Ruhard  III 

But  I  am  in 
So  fer  in  blood,  that  sin  will  pluck  on  sin. 
Tear-falling  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye. 

Shaks.  Richard  IIL 

Take  heed  of  pity,  pity  was  the  caose 
Of  my  conibsion,  pity  hath  undone 
Thousands  of  gentle  natures  in  our  sex; 
For  pity  is  sworn  servant  unto  love, 
And  this  be  sure,  wherever  it  begin 
To  make  the  way,  it  lets  the  master  in. 

HenteTs  Arcadia. 

If  he  die  innocent,  thrice  happy  soul ; 
If  guilty— 'Weep  that  man  should  so  transgress ; 
Nature  of  reason  thus  much  doth  importune, 
Man  should  partake  in  grief  with  man's  misfortmie. 

Ltwi»  Machen^B  Dumb  KnigkL 

A  crown  of  pine  upon  his  head  he  wore; 
And  thus  began  her  pity  to  implore. 

Dryden^tOM 
Nature  has  cast  fine  in  so  soft  a  mould, 
lliat  but  to  hear  a  story  feign'd  for  pleasure, 
Of  some  sad  lover's  death,  oKHstens  my  eyei^ 
And  robs  me  of  ray  manhood. 

Dryden'9  AUfor  Lmn. 

There  must  be  some  proportiofi  still  to  pity, 
Between  ourselves,  and  what  we  moan ;  *t  is  hafd 
For  men  to  be  auglit  sensible,  how  motes 
Press  flies  to  death. 

Jslfi  Fsuntem's  Rnoardt  cf  Firtee. 


PLAYERS  -PLEASURE. 


4119 


I  pitj  him,  but  mmit  not  d&ra  to  show  it: 
It  addi  to  loaie  men*f  miBexy  not  to  know  it 

Richard  Bronu, 


A  common  pity  does  not  Ioto  expcess ; 
Pi^  is  lov8  wlion  grown  into  azcoM. 

Sir  R.  Hinoard^*  Vutal  Virgin, 

Her  rery  jndges  wrung  their  hands  for  pity ; 
Tlieir  old  hearts  malted  in  them  aa  she  spoke, 
And  tears  ran  down  upon  their  silver  beards. 

Rowe^M  Lady  Jane  Chrey, 

T%oae  moring  tears  will  quite  dissolve  my  frame : 
Hiey  melt  that  soul  which  threats  coold  never 
shikke. 

HiggmM  $  QtntrouB  Con^ucnr^ 

The  brave  are  ever  tender. 
And  fbel  the  miseries  of  suffering  virtue. 

MartynU  TimoUon, 

1  find  a  pity  hangs  upon  his  breasts, 

Like  gentle  dew,  that  cools  all  cruel  passions. 

Howard'9  Duke  ef  Lerma. 

The  generous  heart 
Shoold  scorn  a  pleasure  which  gives  others  pain. 

Thorneon'e  Sophonieba, 

A  generous  warmth  opens  the  heroes  soul. 
And  soft  compassion  flows  where  courage  dwells. 

C.  Johneon'e  Medea, 

Why  clingest  thou  to  my  raiment  ? 

Tliy  grasp  of  grief  is  stranger  on  my  heart— 

For  sterner  oil  our  words  than  feelings  are. 

Maturin^e  Bertram, 

The  truly  brave  are  sofl  of  heart  and  eyes, 
And  feel  for  what  their  duty  bids  them  da 

ByrmCe  Dcgt  of  Venice, 

Pity !  is  it  pity  to  recall  to  feeling 

The  wretch  too  happy  to  escape  to  death 

By  the  compassionate  trance,  poor  nature's  last 

Resource  against  the  tyranny  of  pain  7 

ByrmCe  Twe  Foecari, 

Not  always  is  the  heart  unwise^ 

Nor  pity  idly  born. 
If  even  a  passing  stranger  sighs 

For  those  who  do  not  moom. 

l7ord!fieor<l. 

Pity  thee!    So  I  do! 
I  pity  the  dumb  victim  at  the  altar — 
But  does  the  rob*d  priest  hi  his  pity  falter  7 

Wmie'e  Poeme. 

Ob,  hrother  man !  fold  to  thy  heart  thy  IntJther ; 
Wbeve  pi^  dwells,  the  peace  of  God  is  there. 

WhaHer^e  Peema, 


PLAYERS. 


Is  it  not  monstrous  that  this  player  here, 

Bat  in  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  passion, 

Gould  force  his  soul  so  to  his  own  conceit. 

That,  from  her  working,  all  his  visage  warm'd : 

Tears  in  his  eyes,  distraction  in  his  aspect, 

A  broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  suiting 

With  forms  to  his  conceit  7  and  all  for  nothing  7 

For  Hecuba? 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba, 

That  he  ahould  weep  for  her  7  and  all  for  nothing  7 

Shake.  Handed 
Players 

Were  never  more  uncertain  in  their  lives ; 
They  know  not  when  to  play,  where  to  play,  nor 
What  to  play ;  not  when  to  play,  for  fearful  fools » 
Where  to  play,  for  puritan  fools;  nor  what 
To  play,  for  critical  fools. 

Middleton*e  Mad  World  my  Maetere 
They  abuse  our  scene. 
And  say  we  live  by  vice ;  indeed  't  is  true ; 
As  the  physicians  by  diseases  do. 
Only  to  cure  them :  they  do  live,  we  see, 
Like  cooks  by  pampering  prodigality ; 
Which  are  our  fond  accusers.    Ob  the  stage, 
We  set  an  usurer  to  tell  his  age ; 
How  ugly  looks  his  soul :  a  prodigal 
Is  taught  by  us  how  far  fhim  liberal 
His  folly  bears  him.    Bddly  I  dare  say. 
There  has  been  more  by  us  in  some  one  play 
LaughM  into  wit,  and  virtue^  than  hath  been 
By  twenty  tedious  lectures  drawn  from  sin, 
And  foppish  bomoan :  henoe  the  cause  doth  rise» 
Men  are  not  won  by  th*  earsi  so  well  as  eyes. 

Rando^e  Mue^e  Looking  QJaee. 
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His  sports  were  fkir,  his  joyance  innocent, 
Sweet  without  sour,  and  honey  without  gall ; 
And  he  himself  secm*d  made  for  merriment. 
Merrily  masking  both  in  bower  and  halL 

Speneer*e  AetrepheL 

Pleasure  is  like  a  building,  the  more  high. 
The  narrower  it  grows;  cedars  die 
Soonest  at  the  top. 

Shake,  and  Rouiei^e  Birth  efMerUn, 

Why,  all  delights  are  vain ;  but  that  most  vain, 

Which,  with  pain  purchased,  doth  inherit  pain. 

Shake,  Lowfe  Labour  Leei 

Where  is  his  son. 

Hie  nimble-fboted,  mad-cap  prince  of  Wales, 

And  his^cemrades,  that  doff*d  the  world  aside. 

And  bid  it  pass. 

Shake.  Henry  IV,    Pott  i 

8» 


To  banaeM  that  we  love,  we  rise  bctime. 
And  go  to  it  with  delight. 

Shakt,  Antomf  «atd  CUcpttnu 

Pleasure  never  comes  sincere  to  man  : 
But  lent  bj  heaven  upon  hard  usury. 

DrydetC§  (Ediput. 

Pleasures,  or  wrong  or  rightly  understood, 
Our  greatest  evil,  or  our  greatest  good. 

Pope*9  EiMoy  o»  Ham, 

For  foreign  glory,  foreign  joy,  they  roam ; 
No  thought  of  peace  or  happiness  at  home. 
Bat  wisdom's  triumph  is  well  timM  retreat, 
As  hard  a  science  to  the  fair  as  great  I 
Beauties,  like  tyrants,  old  and  friendless  grown. 
Yet  hate  repose,  and  dread  to  be  alone ; 
Worn  out  in  public,  weary  cv'iy  eye. 
Nor  leave  one  sigh  behind  them  when  they  die. 

Pops. 

O  the  dark  days  of  vanity !  while  here. 
How  tasteless  !  and  how  terrible,  when  gone ! 
Gone !  they  ne*er  go ;  when  past  they  haunt  us 

sUU; 
The  spirit  walks  of  every  day  deceasM 
And  smiles  an  angel,  or  a  fury  frowns. 

Young's  Night  ThaughU, 

A  change  of  evils  ia  thy  good  supreme ; 
Nor,  but  in  motion,  oaiist  thoa  find  thy  rest 
Man's  greatest  strength  is  shown  in  standing  stiD : 
The  first  sure  symptom  of  a  mind  in  health, 
Is  rest  of  heart  and  pteasvm  iell  at  home. 

Ym9g. 
Pleasures  are  few,  and  fewer  we  enjoys 
Pleasure,  like  quioksihrer,  is  bright  and  coy; 
We  strive  to  grasp  it  with  our  utmost  skill, 
Still  it  eludes  us,  and  it  glitters  still 
If  seiz*d  at  last,  compute  your  mighty  gains ; 
What  b  it,  but  rank  poison  in  your  veins  7 

Ymmg, 

lltyv  happy  art  thou  man,  when  thou  'rt  no  more 
Thyself!  when  all  the  pangs  that  grind  thy  soul. 
In  rapture,  and  sweet  oblivion  lost, 
Yield  a  short  interval,  and  ease  from  pain. 

SomervilWs  Cham, 
Pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread, 
You  seize  the  flower,  its  Uoom  is  shed ; 
()r  like  the  snow-fidk  in  the  river, 
A  moment  white  —  then  melts  for  ever; 
()r  like  tlie  borealis  race, 
'Jliat  flits  ere  you  can  point  their  place ; 
Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  fyaa 
Bvanishing  amid  the  storm — 
Nae  man  can  tether  time  or  tide. 


Whom  call  we  gay  7  that  honour  haa  been  long 
The  boast  of  mere  pretenders  to  the  name 
The  innocent  are  gay  —  the  lark  is  gay 
That  dries  his  feathers  saturate  with  dew 
Beneath  the  rosy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams 
Of  day-spring  overshoot  his  humble  nest. 

Cowpef9  Tatk 

Methjnks  I  *vq  cast  full  twenty  years  aside, 

And  am  again  a  boy.    Every  breath 

Of  air  that  trembles  through  the  window  beais 

Unusual  odour. 

Preetor's  JfirrsinMi 

What's  i' the  air  7  — 
Some  subtle  spirit  runs  thro*  all  my  veins, 
Hope  seems  to  ride  this  morning  on  the  wind. 
And  joy  outshines  the  sun. 

Preefor's  Mimidolm 

Pleasure 's  the  only  noble  end 
To  which  all  human  powers  should  tend ; 
And  virtue  gives  lier  hea.v*nly  lore, 
But  to  make  pleasure  please  us  more ! 
Wisdom  and  she  are  both  deeign'd 
To  make  the  senses  more  refin'd. 
That  man  might  revel  free  from  cloying^ 
Then  most  a  sage  when  most  enjojring ! 


Pleasure !  thou  only  good  on  earth ! 
One  little  hour  resign'd  to  thee — 
O !  by  my  Lais*  lip,  't  is  worth 
The  sage's  imroortaJity ! 


O  sages !  think  on  joy  like  this, 
And  where  *s  your  boast  of  apathy  7 

Strike  up  the  dance,  the  cava  bowl  fill  high. 
Drain  every  drop !  —  to-morrow  we  may  die. 

BynmU  Idam^ 

lliough  sages  may  pour  out  their  wisdom's  trea 

sure, 
There  is  no  slemer  moralivt  than  pleasure. 

Pleasure,  that  comes  unkok'd  for,  ia  thiiee  wel 

oome; 
And  if  it  stir  the  heart,  if  aught  be  there 
That  may  hereafter  in  a  thoughtful  hour 
Wake  but  a  sigh,  't  is  treasur'd  up  among 
Tlie  things  most  precious ;  and  the  day  it  came. 
Is  noted  as  a  white  day  m  our  lives. 

JKqgert's  Jte^ 

It  is  sad 
To  think  how  few  oqr  pleasures  really  aret 
And  for  the  which  we  risk  eternal  good. 

JkOty's 
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Heaps  of  huge  words  aphoarded  hideotisly, 
With  horrid  soond,  though  having  little  sense. 
They  think  to  be  chief  praise  of  poetry, 
And  thereby  wanting  true  intelligence, 
Have  raarrM  the  face  of  goodly  poeeie, 
And  made  a  monster  of  their  fantosie. 

Spen9er*$  Tean  of  ths  Mtuet. 

They  to  the  vulgar  sort  now  pipe  and  sing, 
And  make  them  merry  with  their  fooleries ; 
They  ehecrly  chant,  and  rhymes  at  random  fling, 
The  {raitful  spawn  of  their  rank  fantasies : 
Hiey  feed  the  ears  of  fools  with  flattery, 
And  good  men  blame,  and  loeels  magnify. 

5|pefUier*«  Tean  of  the  MuBet, 

How  shall  my  debts  be  paid  7  or  can  my  scores 
Be  cleared  with  verses  to  my  creditors  7 
Hexameter  *b  no  sterling ;  and  I  fear 
What  the  brain  coins  goes  scarce  for  current  there- 
Can  metre  cancel  bonds  7  is  there  a  time 
£vcr  to  hope  to  wipe  out  chalk  with  rhyme  1 
Or  if  I  now  were  hurrying  to  a  jail, 
Are  the  nine  muses  held  sufficient  bailT 
Would  they  to  any  composition  come. 
If  we  should  mortgage  our  Elysium, 
Tempo,  Parnassus,  and  the  golden  streams 
Of  Tagus  and  Pactdus,  those  rich  dreams 
Of  active  &ney? 

A  poet  *s  then  enot  in  every  part 
That  is  bom  ooe  by  nature,  nurst  by  art: 
Whose  happy  mixture  both  of  skiH  and  fhte. 
Makes  the  most  sudden  thought  elaborate : 
Wboee  easy  strains  a  flowing  sense  does  fH ; 
Unfbrc*d  expressions,  and  unravish'd  wit : 
Words  filled  vrith  equal  subject,  such  as  brings, 
To  ebosea  language,  high  and  chosen  things. 
Harsh  reason  elear  aa  day,  as  smooth  as  sleepy 
(aide  here  like  rivers,  even  still  though  deep: 
Discords  grow  music;  grief  itself  delight; 
HoiTor,  when  he  describes,  leaves  off  t*  afll'ight. 
Sullen  philosophy  does  learn  to  go 
In  lightest  dressings,  and  becomes  them  toa 

Dr.LludUn, 

A  poem*s  lilb  and  death  4ependetb  still 
Not  on  the  poet*s  wits,  but  reader's  wiH. 

Aiexander  Bnm$, 

With  equal  eagerness  contend 

Some  to  cry  down,  and  othets  to  ncwnwend  i 

So  easy  His  to  judge,  so  hard  to  do ; 

There  *8  so  much  flrailty,  yet  such  prying  too} 

That  who  their  poetry  to  view  expose, 

Moat  be  prepared  to  be  abus*d  in  prose. 

A,  Bfsme  and  R.  Brmie, 


The  poet's  eye,  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling. 

Doth  glance  from  heaven  te  earth,  from  earth  lo 

heaven; 
And,  as  imaginatian  bodies  fbrth 
The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 
Turns  them  to  shapes,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  local  habitation  and  a  name. 

Shuh.  Mid$ummer  Nigkfa  Dream. 

I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry -^  mew. 
Than  one  of  these  same  metre-ballad.mongem : 
I  had  rather  hear  a  brann  canstick  tum'd. 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  an  axle-tree ; 
And  that  would  set  my  teeth  nothing  on  edge, 
Nothing  so  much  as  mincing  poetry. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  I. 

Worthiest  poeti 
Shun  common  and  plebeian  forms  of  speech. 
Every  illiberal  and  affected  phrase. 
To  clothe  their  matter ;  and  together  tie 
Matter  and  form  with  art  and  decency. 

Chapman, 

Poeti  may  boast,  as  safbly  vain. 
Their  works  shall  with  the  world  remain; 
Both  bound  together  live  or  die,  ' 
The  verses  and  the  pro|^ecy. 

Wdler  on  EngUth  Yeree. 

Poets  that  lasting  marble  seek. 
Must  carve  in  Latin  or  in  Greek : 
We  write  in  sand,  our  language  growa, 
And  tike  the  tide,  our  work  o'erflows. 

WeiOer  an  Enffieh  Veres. 

The  poeti  may  of  taspiration  boast, 
Tlieir  rage,  iH  govenied,  in  the  doods  is  lost. 
He  that  proportioned  wonders  can  disclose, 
At  enee  his  fancy  and  his  judgment  shows ; 
Chaste  moral  writing  we  may  learn  fhuti  hence, 
Neglect  of  which  no  wit  can  recompense. 
The  fountain  which  fVom  Helicon  proceeds. 
That  sacred  stream  should  never  water  weeds, 
Nor  make  the  cup  of  thorns  and  thistles  grow. 
Which  envy  or  perverted  nature  sow. 

WUUr. 

1  thence 
Invoke  thy  aid  to  my  advent'rous  song. 
That  with  no  middle  flight  intends  to  soar 
Above  th'  Aonian  mount,  while  it  pursues 
Things  unattempted  yet  in  prose  or  rhyme. 

Mikon'e  Paradiei  Loot 

But  those  that  write  in  rhyme,  stffl  make 
The  one  verse  for  the  other's  sake; 
For,  one  for  sense,  and  one  for  rbyioe, 
I  think 's  suffiaieiit  at  cne  tioMb 

ikHim'e  »Mna9. 
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Dendo  all  this,  he  serred  hii  ma«t«r 

In  quality  of  poetaster ; 

And  rhjmes  appropriate  eotdd  make 

To  ev^ry  month  in  th*  almanac; 

What  terms  begrin  and  end  eoohl  teD, 

With  their  retnms  in  doj^gereL 

Bttdcr'f  Htuii&rat. 

It  is  not  poetry  that  makes  men  poor ; 
For  few  do  write,  that  were  not  so  befinre ; 
And  those  that  have  writ  best,  had  they  been  rich. 
Had  ne*er  been  seized  with  a  poetic  itch ; 
Had  bvM  their  ease  toawell  to  take  the  pains 
To  undergo  that  drudgery  of  brains ; 
But  being  for  all  other  trades  unfit, 
Only  t*  avoid  being  idle,  set  up  wit 

BttfZsr's  Hudiint, 

Rhyme  the  rudder  is  of  Yerses, 
With  which,  like  ships  they  steer  their  courses. 

Butler'$  HudibrvB. 

Of  those  few  feols,  who  with  ill  stars  are  curst, 
Bure  scribbling  fools,  callM  poets,  fiire  the  worst : 
For  they  *rc  a  set  of  ibols  which  fortune  makes, 
And  after  she  has  made  them  ibols,  forsakes. 

Ccngre9e, 

Three  poets,  in  three  distant  ages  bom, 
Greece,  Italy,  and  England  did  adorn. 
The  first  in  majesty  of  thought  surpassed, 
The  next  in  graccfolness ;  in  both  the  last 
The  force  of  nature  could  no  further  go ; 
To  make  a  third,  she  join*d  the  former  twa 

Dryden  tn  BOUmL 

Base  rivals,  who  true  wit  and  merit  hate, 
Caballing  still  against  it  with  the  great, 
MaHciously  aspire  to  gain  renown. 
By  standing  up  and  pulling  others  down. 

Drydem. 
Then  rising  with  Aurora's  light, 
The  muse  invoked,  sit  down  to  write; 
Blot  out,  correct,  insert,  refine, 
ESnlarge,  diminish,  interline ; 
Ba  mindful  when  invention  fiiils. 
To  scratch  your  head,  and  bite  your  nails. 

Swift  on  Poetry. 

A  clerk  ibredoomM  his  fiither*s  soul  to  cross. 
Who  pens  a  stansa,  when  he  should  engross. 

Pope'8  EpittU  to  Dr.  ArbuiktuL 

High  in  Drury  Lane, 
liUllM  by  soil  zephyrs  through  the  broken  pane. 
Rhymes  ere  he  wakes,  and  prints  before  term  ends, 
Ublig'd  bv  hunger  and  request  of  friends. 

Pop^t  EjrittU  10  Dr.  ArhuOntL 

^ust  writes  to  make  his  barrenness  appear. 
And  strain  froioi  hard-bomid  brains,  eight  lines  a 
year.  Pope'i  EpitUe  to  Dr.  AHmthioL 


And  he  whose  fustian's  so  sublimely  bad. 
It  is  not  poetry,  but  prose  run  mad. 

Pope*9  Efittle  to  Dr.  ArimthmoL 

That  flattery  ev'n  to  kings,  he  htUd  a  shame, 
And  thought  a  lie  in  verse  or  prose  the  same. 

Pipe's  EpidU  to  Dr.  ArhOhml. 

FirM  that  die  house  rejected  him,  •'Sdeatb !  IH 

print  it, 
And  shame  the  fools.** 

Pope's  EpinU  m  Dr.  ArhiAi^ 

Why  did  I  write  7  what  sin  to  me  unknown 
Dlpp'd  me  in  ink,  my  parents'  or  my  own  7 
As  yet  a  child,  nor  yet  a  fool  to  &me, 
I  Usp*d  in  numbers,  for  the  numbers  came. 

Popt't  EpktU  to  Dr.  ArUaJamU 

Commas  and  points  they  set  exactly  right. 
And  *t  were  a  sin  to  rob  them  of  their  mite. 

POp€m 

Who  shames  a  scribbler?  break  one   cobweb 

through. 
He  spins  the  slight  self-pleasing  thread  anew: 
Destroy  his  fib,  or  sophistry,  in  vain, 
Hie  creature  *8  at  his  dirty  work  again, 
Thron*d  on  the  centre  of  liis  thin  designs, 
Proud  of  a  vast  extent  of  flimsy  lines ! 


Sages  and  chiefs  long  since  had  birth. 
Ere  Cnsar  was,  or  Newton  nam*d ; 
These  rais*d  new  empires  o*er  the  earth,-* 
And  those,  new  heav'ns  and  systems  ftam*d : 
Vain  was  the  chieft*,  the  sages*  pride ! 
They  had  no  poet,  and  they  died. 
In  vain  they  schem*d,  in  vain  they  bled ! 
They  had  no  poet,  and  are  dead. 

•      P^ 

Where*er  yon  find  **the  cooling  western  breeae,** 
In  the  next  line,  it  ** whispers  through  the  trees:" 
If  crystal  streams  **  with  pieasingmurmurs  creep,** 
The  reader's  threaten'd  (not  in  vain)  with  **  steep.** 

Pofe. 

Ev'n  copious  Dryden  wanted,  or  forgot, 
The  last  and  greatest  art,  the  art  to  blot 

Pope 

Now  times  are  chang*d,  and  one  poetic  itch 
Has  seiz*d  the  court  and  city,  poor  and  rich : 
Sons,  sires,  and  grandaires,  all  will  wear  the  baysi 
Our  wives  read  Mihon,  and  our  daughters  plays; 
To  theatres  and  to  rehearsals  throng. 
And  all  our  grace  at  table  is  a  song. 

Pqpe. 

But  fill  their  purse,  our  poet's  work  is  done, 

Alike  to  them,  by  pathos,  or  by  pun. 

Ptfi. 
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Cunt  be  the  verse,  how  well  soe*er  it  flow, 
That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foe, 
Give  virtue  scandal,  innocence  a  fe'ar, 
Or  from  the  sofl-ej*d  virgin  steal  a  tear ! 
But  he  who  hurts  a  harmless  neighbour's  peace, 
Insults  fallen  wortli,  or  beanty  in  distress. 
Who  loves  a  lie,  lame  slander  helps  about. 
Who  writes,  a  libel,  or  who  copies  out; 
That  ibp  whose  pride  affects  a  patron's  name, 
Yet  absent  wounds  an  author's  honest  &me ; 
Who  can  your  merit  selfishly  approve. 
And  show  the  sense  of  it,  without  the  love  > 
Who  has  the  vanity  to  call  you  friend, 
Vet  wants  the  honour,  injur'd,  to  defend. 
Who  telk  whate'er  you  think,  whate'er  you  say, 
And  if  he  lie  not,  must  at  least  betray ; 
Who  to  the  dean  and  silver  beU  can  swear, 
And  sees  at  canons  what  was  never  there ; 
Who  reads,  but  with  a  lost  to  misapply, 
Makes  satire  a  lampoon,  and  fiction  lie ; 
A  lash  like  mine  no  honest  man  shall  dread. 
But  aQ  such  babbling  blockheads  in  his  stead. 

Pope, 

With  pert  flat  eyes  she  window'd  well  its  head ; 

A  brsin  all  feathers,  and  a  heart  all  lead : 

And  empty  words  she  gave,  and  sounding  strain, 

But  senseless,  lifeless  idol !  void  and  vain ! 

Never  was  dash'd  out,  at  one  lucky  hit, 

A  ibol,  so  just  a  copy  of  a  wit. 

Pope, 

Some  beauties  yet  no  prpcepts  can  declare  ; 
For  there 's  a  happiness  as  well  as  eare : 
Music  resembles  poetry ;  in  each 
Are  nameless  graces  which  no  methods  teach, 
And  which  a  master-hand  alone  can  reach. 

Piye. 

An  other  trades  demand,  verse-makers  beg; 
A  dedication  is  a  wooden  leg. 

Tottfig's  LoM  of  Psm§» 

Each  change  of  many-odlour'd  life  he  drew, 
£zhaasted  worlds,  and  then  imagin'd  new : 
Eastence  saw  him  sptim  her  bounded  reign, 
And  panting  time  toiPd  after  him  in  vain. 

Dr,  Joknoon, 
Smit  with  the  k»ve  of  honour — or  of  pence  •— 
0*emm  with  wit,  and  destitute  of  sense, 
Should  any  novice  in  the  rhyming  trade 
With  lawless  pen  the  realms  of  verse  invade. 
Forth  from  the  court  where  sceptred  sages  sit, 
Abos'd  with  praise,  and  flatter'd  into  wit. 
Where  in  lethargic  majesty  they  reign. 
And  what  they  win  by  dulness  still  maintain. 
Legions  of  fiictious  authors  throng  at  once. 
Fool  beefcoos  fboi,  and  dunce  awakens  dunce. 

ChmrckaL 


What  if  a  roan  delight  to  pass  his  time 
In  spinning  reason  into  harmless  rhyme, 
Or  sometimes  boldly  venture  to  the  play  7  — 
Say,  where 's  the  crime — great  man  of  prudence^ 

Ko  two  on  earth  in  all  things  can  agr^e. 
All  have  some  darling  irregularity : 
Wemen  and  men,  as  weU  as  girls  and  boys, 
In  gewgaws  take  delight,  and  sigh  for  toys. 
Your  sceptres,  and  your  crowns,  and  such-lika 

things. 
Are  but  a  better  kind  of  toys  for  kings. 
In  things  indifferent,  reason  bids  us  choose. 
Whether  the  whim  *s  a  monkey  or  a  muse. 

Churehm 

And  thou,  sweet  poetry,  thou  loveliest  maid. 
Still  first  to  fly  where  sensual  joys  invade ! 
Unfit,  in  these  degenerate  times  of  shame. 
To  catch  the  heart,  or  strike  for  honest  fkme. 
Dear  charming  nymph,  neglected  and  decay'd. 
My  shame  in  crowds,  my  solitary  pride ; 
Thou  source  of  all  my  bliss,  and  all  my  woe, 
That  tbund'at  me  poor  at  first,  and  keep'st  me  so 
Thou  guide,  by  which  the  nobler  arts  excel, 
Thou  nurse  of  every  virtue,  fiure  thee  well ! 

Goldonutk'B  DeterUd  ViUagi 

But  seldom  (as  if  fearful  of  cjqiense) 
Voachsafts  to  man  a  poet's  Just  pretence  -^ 
Fervency,  freedom,  fluency  of  thought. 
Harmony,  strength,  words  exquisitely  sotight ; 
Fancy,  that,  flrom  the  bow  that  spans  the  sky. 
Brings  colours,  dipp'd  in  heaven,  that  never  die 
A  soul  exalted  above  earth,  a  mind 
Skill'd  in  the  characters  that  form  mankind. 

Cowpof 

The  just  is  clearly  to  be  seen. 
Not  in  the  words — but  in  the  gap  between : 
Manner  is  all  in  aU,  whate'er  is  writ. 
The  sabititatd  for  genius,  sense  and  wit 

Coupn 

To  charm  the  languid  hoars  of  solitude. 
He  oft  invites  her  to  the  muse's  lore. 
For  none  have  vainly  e'er  the  muse  pursued. 
And  those  whom  she  delights,  regret  no  more 
Hie  social,  joyous  hours,  while  wrapt  they  soai 
To  worlds  unknown,  and  live  in  fancy's  dream ! 
O  muse  divine !  thee  only  I  implore, 
EHied  bn  my  soul  thy  sweet  inspiring  beams. 
And  pleasure's  gayest  scene  insipid  folly  seems! 

Mn.  T^M$  PopeU 

A  great  deal,  my  dear  liege,  depends 
On  having  clover  bards  for  fHends  * 
What  had  AchiDes  been  without  his  Homer 
A  tailor,  wooUen-draper,  or  a  comber  7 

£^.  Woicof's  Potor  Piiitfi* 
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TIm  man  who  printeth  his  poetic  fiti, 
Into  the  public's  month  his  head  commits. 

Dr.  WofetfCs  Piier  Phiiar, 
*Tis  very  dang'raos  to  attache  a  poet— 
Also  ridiculous —the  end  would  show  it 

Dr,  W0IC0C9  PHtr  Pindar. 

Oh!  wcman's  heart  was  made 
For  minstrel  hands  alone; 
By  other  fingers  played. 

It  yields  not  half  the  tone. 

Jfsort. 

No !  when  the  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade, 
rheir  bays  are  sere,  their  former  laurels  fade. 
Let  such  forego  the  poef  s  sacred  name. 
Who  rack  their  brains  for  lucre,  not  for  fiune. 
Byrtm*s  EngUth  Bards  and  Scotch  Remewers. 

I  Ve  half  a  mind  to  tumble  down  to  prose, 
But  verse  is  more  in  &shion  —  so  here  goes. 

BynUt 

And  though  these  lines  should  only  line  portmai^ 

teaus, 
Trade  wiU  be  all  the  better  &r  these  eintos. 

Byrm. 

Doom*d  to  that  sorest  task  of  man  aJiTe, 

To  make  three  guineas  do  the  work  of  five. 

Burnt. 

His  countrymen  came  ten  thousaad  stsoiigt 

To  weep  o'er  his  narrow  bed. 
And  tears  they  gave  to  that  child  of  soqg, 

Who  had  sued  to  them  fiv  bread. 

AUan  Cuntdngiam. 

A  drainless  renown 
Of  light  is  Poesy :    'T  is  the  wnpreme  of  power : 
The  might  half  slumbering  on  its  own  right  arm ! 

Jiihn  KmU. 

The  fiime  of  those  pure  bards  whose  fiiees  lie 
Like  glorious  eiouds  in  summer's  calmest  <efea. 
Fringing  the  western  sky  of  darkeniag  heaven. 
And  sprinkled  o'er  with  hues  of  rainbow  dye. 
Awakes  no  voice  of  thunder,  which  BMy  vie 
With  mighty  chiefr'  renown  ^^fixxn  ages  gone. 
In  low,  undying  strain,  it  lengthens  en, 
EarthVgreenest  solitudes  with  joy  to  fill,— 
Felt  breathing  in. the  silence  of  the  sky. 
Or  trembling  in  the  gush  of  new-born  rill. 

Or  whispering  o'er  the  lake's  undinpled  breast ; 
Vet  blest  to  live  when  trumpet-notes  are  still. 
To  wake  a  pulse  of  earth-born  eostasy 
In  the  deep  bosom  of  eternal  rest 

TkomoB  Aiosn  T^mrd. 
Poet!  estram  thy  noble  oart, 

Still  listen,  still  reoord, 
Kicred  historian  of  the  heart, 

And  moral  nature's  lord. 

Richard  M.  Miinet. 


It  is  a  feariul  stake  the  poet  casts. 

When  he  comes  forth  fi-om  his  sweet  solitode 

Of  hopes,  and  songs,  and  visianary  things. 

To  ask  the  iron  verdict  of  the  world. 

Jviss  Xjondonm 

Tn.ce  the  young  poet's  fate : 
Fresh  from  his  solitude,  the  child  of  dreams, 
BQs  heart  upon  his  lips  he  seeks  the  world, 
To  find  him  fame  and  fortune,  as  if  life 
Were  like  a  fiiiry  tale.     His  song  has  led 
Hie  way  befere  him ;  flatteries  fill  his  ear. 
His  presence  courted,  and  his  words  are  caught ; 
And  he  seems  happy  in  so  many  fi'icnds. 
What  marvel  if  he  somewhat  overrate 
His  talents  and  his  state  T    These  scenes  soon 

change. 
Hie  vain,  who  sought  to  mix  their  name  with  his ; 
The  curious,  who  but  live  for  some  new  sight ; 
The  idle  ^  all  these  have  been  gratified. 
And  now  neglect  stings  even  more  than  scorn. 

ilftss  Landam 

Oh,  never  had  the  poet's  lute  a  hope. 
An  aim  so  glorious  as  it  now  may  have. 
In  this  our  social  state,  where  petty  cares 
And  mercenary  interests  only  look 
Upon  the  present's  littleness,  and  shrink 
From  the  bold  future,  and  the  stately  past 

'TIS  the  poet's  gift 

To  melt  these  firoxen  waters. 


I  see  poeti  darting  in  splendour, 

Bright  birds  firom  the  tropic  of  mind. 
Why  mock  at  each  self^eem'd  immortal  ? 

To^y  he  is  lord  of  his  kind. 

Mim  JewAmnf 

Sit  still  upon  your  thrones, 

O  ye  poetic  ones ! 
And  if)  sooth,  the  world  decry  yon. 
Let  it  pass,  unchaUeng'd  by  you ! 

Ye  to  yourselves  suffioe, 

Without  iti  flatteries, 
Self-contentedly  approve  you 
Unto  Him  who  sits  above  you ! 

JIftss  BarrtiL 

O  brave  poets,  keep  back  nothing ; 

Nor  mix  falsehood  with  the  whole ! 
Look  up  <jrodi|r&rd !  speak  the  truth  in 

Worthy  song  from  earnest  soul  I 

Hold  in  high  poetic  dut]^, 

Truest  Truth  the  direst  Beauty ! 

Jtfiss  BarrttL 

The  bard  must  have  a  kind,  courageous  heart, 
And  natural  chivalry  to  aid  the  weak. 
He  must  believe  the  best  of  every  thing ; 
Love  all  below,  and  worship  all  above. 

Ai«2fy*s  FeslMS. 
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Poets  ara  all  who  love  —  wlio  &el  gretit  troths  — 
And  tell  them. 

fie  knew  himself  a  bard  ordain'd. 
More  than  InspirM  of  God,  inspirited :  — 
Making  himself,  Kke  an  electric  rod, 
A  hire  for  lightningr  feeling;s ;  and  his  words 
Fell  like  the  things  that  fkll  in  thunder,  which 
The  mind,  when  in  a  dark,  bnt  cloudful  state. 
Doth  make  metallic,  meteoric,  ball-like. 
He  spake  to  spirits  with  a  wizard  tongue. 
Who  came  compellM  by  wizard  power  of  truth. 
And  *ray*d  them  round  him  from  the  ends  of 

Heaven.  Bmlef$  FttiUB. 

Toetry  is  itself  a  tiung  of  God; 

He  made  his  pro|Aets  poets,  and  the  mors 

We  feel  of  poesie  do  we  become 

Like  God  in  love  and  power  ^-under-makers. 

BaiUtf9  Fettui. 

God  wills,  man  hopes :  in  common  seuls 

Hope  is  but  vague  and  undefin*d. 
Till  from  the  poet's  tongue  the  message  rolls, 

A  blessing  to  his  kind. 

Jismef  RuiuU  LowdL 

Never  did  poesy  appear 

So  full  of  heaven  to  me,  as  when 
£  saw  how  it  would  pierce  through  pride  and  fear 

To  the  lives  of  ooarsest  men  1 
£  thought,  these  men  will  carry  henea 

Promptings  their  former  life  above, 

And  something  of  a  finer  reverence 

For  beauty,  truth,  and  love. 

JatiuB  RtutMLamdL 

Hie  world  is  full  of  poetry—- the  air 
la  living  with  its  spirit ;  and  the  waves 
Dance  to  the  music  of  its  melodies, 
And  sparkle  in  its  brightness.    Earth  is  veilM 
And  mantled  with  its  beauty ;  and  the  walls, 
That  close  the  universe  with  crystal  in. 
Are  eloquent  with  voices,  that  proclaim 
The  unseen  glories  of  immensity. 
In  harmonies  too  perfbct  and  too  high 
For  aught  but  beings  of  celestial  mould. 
And  tfpeak  to  man  in  one  eternal  hymn. 
Unfading  beauty,  and  unyielding  power. 

PereivaP$  Potm$. 

Praise  to  the  bard ! — his  words  are  driven. 
Like  flower-seeds  by  the  far  winds  sown. 
Where'er,  beneath  the  sly  of  heaven, 

The  birds  of  fiune  have  flown. 

HaUeek^t  Poem$. 

He,  whose  thooghti  differing,  not  in  shape,  but 

dress, 
What  others  feel,  more  fitly  can  express. 

O.  W,  HsCsMt. 


There  breathes  no  being  but  has  some  pretence 
To  that  fine  instinct  called  poetic  sense. 

O.  W.  BdfM. 

lliis  be  the  poet's  praise. 
That  he  hath  ever  been  of  Liberty 
The  steadfast  firiend ;  of  Justice  and  of  Tiuth 
Firmest  supporters ;'  of  high  thoughts. 
And  all  true  beauty  of  the  inner  world. 
Creator. 

American  Pro9peetu$ — 1763 

On  a  blue  summer  night, 

When  the  stars  were  asleep^ 

Like  gems  of  the  dcep^ 

In  their  own  drowsy  light ; 

While  the  new.mown  hay 

On  the  green  earth  lay. 

And  all  tliat  came  near  it  went  scented  away^ 

From  a  lone  woody  place 

There  look'd  out  a  fiice 

With  large  blue  eyes. 

Like  the  warm,  wet  skies, 

firimfull  of  water  and  light; 

A  profusion  of  hair 

Flashing  oat  on  the  air. 

And  a  forehead  alarmingly  bright: 

T  was  the  head  of  a  poet    He  grew 

As  the  sweet  strange  flowers  of  the  wilderness 

grow. 

In  the  droppings  of  natural  dew. 

Unheeded  -—  alone — 

Till  his  heart  had  bbwn  — 

As  the  sweet  strange  flowers  of  the  wildemesi 

blow  — 

Till  every  tiiought  wore  a  changeable  strain,. 

Like  flower-leaves  wet  with  the  sunset  nin. 

A  prood  and  passionate  boy  was  he, 

like  all  the  diUdren  of  poesy. 

With  a  haugh^  look,  and  a  haughty  tread. 

And  something  awfhl  about  his  head ; 

With  wonderfbl  eyes. 

Full  of  woe  and  surprise-^ 

like  the  eyes  of  them  that  oaji  see  the  deac 

Looking  about 

.    For  a  moment  or  two  he  stood 

On  the  shore  of  a  mighty  wood ; 

Then  ventar*d  oat 

With  a  bounding  step  and  a  joyful  shoot, 

The  bloe  sky  bending  o*er  him. 

The  broad  sea  aU  before  him! 

Jvkn  Jt  com 

Love  well 
The  poet  who  may  sow  your  grave  with  flowen, 
Hie  traveller  to  ^e  far  land  of  the  Past 
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The  poor  msn,  from  hk  door, 

JjooVd  forth  with  cheerfbl  &cc»  uid  m  hif  eye, 

TEe  ■oft  cje  of  the  poet,  tnrnM  to  hie, 

A  whisper  from  the  tree  said,  **  Hiis  ii  he. 

Who  knnwB  thj  heart  ie  human  as  hb  own. 

Who,  with  inspired  numhers,  teOs  the  world 

That  love  dweDs  with  the  lowjy.    He  has  made 

Hie  homble  roof  a  horthen  in  sweet  aon^— • 

Interpreted  thy  heart  to  happier  men  t 

Lore  him !  oh !  lore  him,  therelbie ! 

WiOis'f  FoMM. 

Oh,  many  a  sad  and  wearj  heart 

Hiat  treads  a  noiseless  way  apart. 

Has  Uess*d  the  humble  poet*s  name. 
For  feUowsbip  refinM  and  free. 
In  meek  wild-flowers  of  poesy 

That  ask*d  no  hsg:her  fame ! 

Mn,  EUxabeth  C.  Knmef. 
For  this  present,  hard 
Is  the  Ibrtone  of  the  bard 

Bom  oat  of  time ; 

All  his  accomplishment 

From  nature's  utmost  treasure  spent, 

Booteth  not  him. 

R^fh  WoUs  Emsrion. 

The  hnd  of  Bon^  witiiin  thee  lies. 

Watered  by  living  springs; 

Hie  lids  of  Fancy's  slespless  eyes 

Are  gates  unto  that  Paradise, 

Holy  thoughts,  like  stars  arise. 

Its  clouds  are  angels'  wings. 

Look,  then,  into  thy  heart  and  write  I 

Ves,  into  Life's  deep  stream  ! 

An  ibrras  of  sorrow  and  delight, 

All  solemn  Voices  of  the  Night, 

Hiese  can  soothe  thee,  or  sfiVight,— 

Be  these  henceforth  thy  theme. 

LongfeUaw'9  Vmcf  <f  the  HigkL 

Leave  me  not  yet !  Leave  me  not  cold  and  lonely, 

Thou  dear  ideal  of  my  pining  heart! 
Thou  art  the  friend — ^the  beautiful — the  only. 

Whom  I  would  keep  if  all  the  world  depart, 
Thou,  that  dost  veil  the  frailest  flower  with  glory. 

Spirit  of  light,  and  loveliness,  and  truth ! 
Thou  that  didst  teQ  me  a  sweet,  fairy  story. 

Of  the  dim  future,  in  my  wistffal  youth ; 
lliou,  who  canst  weave  a  halo  round  the  spirit, 

Through  which  naught  mean  or  enl  dare  in- 
trude. 
Resume  not  yet  tne  gift  which  I  inherit 

From  Heaven  and  thee,  that  dearest,boliest  good ! 
licave  me  not  now !  Leave  me  not  cold  and  lonely, 

Thou  stany  prophet  of  my  pinuig  heart ! 
Thou  art  the  friend— the  tenderest— the  only, 

With  whom,  of  all,  'twould  be  despair  to  part. 

Jfirs.  09gwf$  P«em$, 


Among  the  taiUwam  poor  my  soul  is  seeking 

For  one  to  bring  the  Maker's  name  to  ligh^ 
To  be  tiie  voice  of  that  Almighty  speaking 

Which  every  age  demands  to  do  it  right 
Proprieties  our  silken  bards  environ ; 

He  who  would  be  the  tongue  of  thif  wide  hod, 
Must  string  his  harp  with  chords  of  sturdy  iroo, 

And  strike  it  with  a  tML^embrowned  hand. 
Who  to  the  right  can  feel  himself  flie  truer 

For  being  greatly  patient  with  the  wroog; 
Who  sees  a  brother  in  the  eviUdoer, 

And  ffaids  in  Love  the  heart's-blood  of  hif  mb{. 

Jesus  Rutta  LmdL 


With  no  find,  sickly  thirst  lor  &me  I  kneel, 

0  goddess  of  the  high-born  art,  to  thee ; 
Not  unto  thee  with  semUanoe  of  a  seal 

1  come,  O  pure  and  Heaven-ey'd  Poeiy! 
llion  art  to  me  a  spirit  and  a  lofe, 

Fek  ever  from  the  time  when  first  the  earth, 
In  its  green  beauty,  and  the  sky  above 

Inftrm'd  my  soul  with  joy  too  deep  for  mirtL 
I  was  a  child  of  thine  beffare  my  tongue 

Could  lisp  its  infant  utterance  unto  thee, 
And  now,  albeit,  fhnn  my  harp  are  flung 

Discordant  numbers,  and  the  nng  may  be 
Tliat  which  I  would  not,  yet  I  know  that  thou 
Hie  offering  will  not  spurn,  while  unto  thee  I  bov. 

Mr$,B,OdMSmA 

Awake  in  me  a  truer  liffe! 

A  soul  to  labour  and  aspire ; 
Touch  thou  my  mortal  lips,  O  God, 

With  thine  own  truth's  immortal  fire ! 
Give  strength  unto  my  spirit's  wing, 

Give  light  unto  my  spirit's  eye, 
And  let  the  sunshine  of  thy  smile 

Upon  my  upward  pathway  lie ! 
Thoa,  when  my  soul  in  thy  pure  faith 

Hath  grown  serene,  and  ^ee^  and  strong, 
*niy  greatness  may  exalt  my  thought, 

Thy  love  make  beautiful  my  song. 

JITtsi  Sttn  J.  CMa 


POLITENESS.— (Sec  Etiquetti). 


POLITICS. 

So  politicians  thrive. 
That  vrith  their  crabbed  faces,  and  sly  tricki, 
Legerdemain,  ducks,  cringes,  formal  beards, 
Crisp'd  hairs,  and  punctual  cheats,  do  wriggle  b 
l%eir  heads  first,  Uke  a  fox,  to  rooms  of  sUte, 
Hien  the  whole  body  IbllowB. 
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A  politician,  Prot«i»-like,  moBt  alter 
ISa  face,  aod  habit;  and,  like  water,  seem 
or  the  Banic  cobor  that  the  Tcsael  in 
That  doth  eontain  it ;  varying  his  form 
With  the  ehameleoQ  at  each  objecfs  change. 

Ma9on*$  Muleatiea, 

With  passionate  oaths  and  protestations, 

Widi  nghty  smooth  glances,  and  officious  terms, 

Spread  artificial  mists  before  the  eyes 

or  credMoos  simplicity :  be  that  will  be  high, 

Most  be  a  parasite,  to  lawn  and  lie. 

Jfoson**  Muleaeses, 

Pblicy  wills  some  seeming  cause  be  had. 
To  make  that  good,  which  justice  knows  for  bad. 

Jones's  Adnuia, 
These  great  statesmen. 
When  time  hn  made  bold  with  the  king  and  sub- 

ject, 
Hirowiog  down  all  fence  that  stood  *twizt  their 

pow'r 
And  others*  right,  are,  on  a  change, 
like  wanton  salmons  coming  in  with  floods, 
Hiat  leap  o^er  wires  and  nets,  and  make  their  way 
To  be,  at  their  rctum,  to  ev'ry  one  a  prey. 

SttekUng*9  Aglattn, 

Your  politiciana  ^ 

Haft  evermore  a  taint  of  vanity ; 
Ab  hasty  still  to  show,  and  boast  a  plot, 
As  they  are  greedy  to  contrive  it 

•       Sir  W.  DavenanVt  Fair  FavourUe, 

DoH  rogues  aflsect  the  politician's  part. 
And  kam  to  nod  and  smile,  and  shrug  witli  art; 
Who  nothing  has  to  lose,  the  war  bewails ; 
And  ho  who  nothing  pays,  at  taxes  rails. 

Ctffl^l  CV€, 

Avwd  the  politic,  the  factious  fool. 

The  busy,  buzzing,  talking,  hardcn*d  knave : 

Tlie  quaint  smooth  rogue,  that  sins  'gainst  his 

reason, 

CUb  saucy  loud  sedition  public  »»!, 

And  mutiny  the  dictates  of  his  spirit 

OUoay» 

AM  would  be  deom'd,  e'en  from  the  cradle,  fit 
T*o  rule  in  politics  as  well  as  wit 
me  grave,  the  gay,  the  fopling  and  tlie  dunce. 
Start  up  (God  bless  us)  statesmen  all  at  once 

Churchm. 

Wlio's  in  or  out,  who  moves  the  grand  machine, 
Hipr  stirs  my  curiosity,  or  spleen ; 
SocBBts  of  state  no  more  I  wish  to  know 
Tban  secret  movements  of  a  puppet4diow ; 
I^0t  but  the  puppets  move,  I  've  my  desire, 

tho  hand  which  guides  the  master  wire. 

Churekm. 

9B 


— What  are  your  politics  ? — I  have  none, 
I  have  my  thoughts.    I  am  no  party  man, 
I  care  ibr  measures  more  than  men,  but  think 
Some  little  may  depend  upon  the  men ; 
Something  in  fires  depends  upon  the  grate. 

You  can't  pay  renti  and  retail  politics. 

JameM  T.  FieUs 


POPULARITY. 

I 

O,  he  sits  high  in  all  the  people's  hearts : 
And  that  which  would  appear  oflfence  in  us, 
His  countenance,  like  richest  alchemy, 
Will  change  to  virtue,  and  to  worthiness. 

Shakt,  Juliua  Ctuar, 

An  tongues  speak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  sights 

Aro  spectacled  to  see  him :  your  prattling  nurse 

Into  a  rapture  lets  her  baby  cry, 

While  she  chats  him :  the  kitchen  malkin  pins 

Her  richest  lockram  'bout  her  reechy  nock. 

Clambering  the  walls  to  eye  him :  stalls,  bulks, 

windows, 

Are  smother'd  up,  leads  fill'd,  and  ridges  hors'd 

With  variable  complexions ;  all  agreeing 

In  earnestness  to  see  him. 

Shak§,  CoriolaTms 

I  have  seen 

Tho  dumb  men  throng  to  see  him,  and  the  blind 

To  hear  him  speak :  tiie  matrons  flung  their  gloves. 

Ladies  and  maids  their  scarfs  and  handkerchiefs, 

Upon  him  as  he  pess'd :  the  nobles  bended, 

As  to  Jove's  statue ;  and  the  commons  made 

A  shower  and  thunder,  with  their  caps  and  shouts: 

I  never  saw  the  Uke. 

SMaH.  CorioUtnuM, 

They  more  or  less  came  in  with  cap  and  knee. 
Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages ; 
Attended  him  on  bridges,  stood  on  lanes. 
Laid  gifls  before  him,  profTer'd  him  their  oaths. 
Gave  hiin  their  heirs :  as  pages  fbllow'd  him. 
Even  at  his  heels,  in  gddcn  multitudes. 

Shak9.  Henry  IV,    Pari  1 

Then,  as  I  said,  the  duke,  great  Bolingbrokc, 

Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  steed. 

Which  his  aspiring  rider  seem'd  to  know, 

With  slow  but  stately  pace  kept  on  his  course ; 

While  all  tongues  cry'd,  God  save  thee,  BoUny 

broke, 

You  would  have  thought  tho  very  windows  spajii> 

So  many  greedy  k>oks  of  young  and  old 

llirough  casements  daxtsd  their  desiring  crcs 

Upon  his  visage. 

Skaim.  Bkhard  J9 
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And  then  I  ilola  sU  caartdtj  from  beavttii« 
Aiid  dreuM  mytelf  an  inch  hnmllitj, 
'JTliat  I  did  phiek  aBef^iance  from  men's  heutu, 
T^ad  shunts  and  salntatiaos  from  their  moathsy 
Even  in  the  presence  of  the  crowned  king. 

ShalcM.  Henry  IV.    FaH  L 

And  now,  forsooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 
Home  certain  edicts,  and  more  strait  decrees. 
That  lie  too  heaty  on  the  commonwealth : 
Cries  out  upon  abuses,  seems  to  weep 
Over  his  country's  wrongs ;  and,  by  his  face. 
This  seeming  brow  of  justice  did  he  win 
The  hearts  of  all  he  did  angle  for. 

Shak9,  Henry  IV,    Part  I. 

Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyster-wench ; 

A  brace  of  dra3rmen  bid — God  speed  him  well, 

And  had  the  tribute  of  his  supple  knee. 

With  thanks,  my  countrymen,  my  loving  friends ; 

As  were  our  EIngland  in  reversion  his, 

And  he  our  subjects*  next  degree  in  hope. 

ShaJcM,  Richard  IL 

Ev'ry  wretch  pining  and  palo  before. 

Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  bis  looks ; 

A  laigess  muTersal,  like  the  sun« 

His  libVal  eye  doth  give  to  every  one. 

Thawing  cold  iear. 

Shdu,  Henry  V. 

To  be  a  crouching,  crawling,  fawning  cur. 
To  lick  the  lazy  hands  of  prating  priests* 
With  protestations  of  integrity 
Devoted  wholly  to  them; 
With  true  compunction  of  unfeigned  grieC 
Submissively  to  crave  their  gracious  pardon : 
To  paw  the  ragged  multitude  with  praise 
Of  their  ingenious  care  and  fervent  love 
For  preservation  of  the  commonwealth ; 
To  iM>oroise  fair  rewards  to  froward  fools ; 
Perhaps  with  dirty  feet  tp  mire  with  fawninga. 
And  then  be  beaten  with  the  shameful  staff 
Of  ibul  reproach :  — 
To  do  all  this,  were  to  be  bom  a  fool ; 
To  live  a  slave  and  die  a  coward. 
Disath !  I  will  stand  between  the  counter  bluffs 
Of  these  devouring  storms  in  spite  of  hell; 
Nor  priest  nor  peasant  shall  enlbree  me  stoop 
Al  inch  to  either :  As  I  have  liv'd,  I  *11  fiOl ; 
Or  freed  from  both,  or  rent  np  root  and  aU. 

Hemming^M  Jne*«  Tragedy, 
Towards  him  they  bend 
Willi  awful  reverence  prone ,  and  as  a  god 
KtUil  liim  eqoal  to  the  High*st  in  Heaven. 

MUion'e  Paradiee  Laet. 
n-ire.h<.<ided  popularity  low  he  bow*d, 
Aji.\  paid  the  salutations  of  the  crowd. 

Dryden*9  Pdiamon  and  AreUe, 


I  have  no 
Of  popxilar  appkase  s  The  noisy  praiss 
Of  giddy  crowds  as  changeable  as  winds; 
Still  vehement,  and  still  without  a  cause : 
Servants  to  chance,  and  blowing  in  the  tide 
Of  swoln  success ;  but  veering  with  the  ebb, 
It  leaves  the  channel  dry. 

Drydm'e  Spameh  Friar 

% 

Yet  of  manners  mild. 

And  winning  every  heart,  he  knew  to  please. 
Nobly  to  please ;  while  equally  he  scomM ' 
Or  adulation  to  receive,  or  give. 


He  who  can  listen  p]eas*d  to  such  applause. 
Boys  at  a  dearer  rate  than  I  dare  purchase, 
And  pays  for  idle  air  with  sense  and  virtue, 

MaUetVe  MwU^ 

O  breath  of  public  praise, 
Short-UvM  and  vain !  oft  gainM  without  desert, 
As  often  lost,  unmerited :  composed 
But  of  extremes :  Thou  first  beginn*st  with  love 
Enthusiastic,  madness  of  affection ;  then 
(Bounding  o*er  moderation  and  o*er  reason) 
Thou  tum*8t  to  hate,  as  caoseless  and  as  fierce  * 

Hatsar^e  Reguba, 

Oh,  popular  applause,  what  heart  of  man 
Is  proof  against  thy  sweet  seducing  charms  ? 
The  wisest  and  the  best  feel  urgent  need 
Of  all  their  caution  in  thy  gentlest  gales; 
But  sweli'd  into  a  dust — who  then,  alas: 
With  all  his  canvas  set,  and  inexpert, 
And  therefore  heedless,  can  withstand  thy  po««rl 

Cfowf^e  ToA. 

Some  shout  him,  and  some  hang  upon  his  ear 
To  gaze  in  *s  eyes  and  bless  him.    Maidens  wave 
Their  'kerchiefs,  and  old  women  weep  for  joy. 
While  others,  not  so  satisfied,  unhorse 
The  gilded  equipage,  and,  turning  loose 
His  stoeds,  usurp  a  place  they  well  deserve. 

Cauper'a  Tint 

Their*8  was  the  glee  of  martial  breast. 
And  laughter  their *s  at  little  jest ; 
And  ofl  lord  Marmion  deigned  to  aid. 
And  mingle  in  the  mirth  they  made : 
For  though  with  men  of  high  degree. 
The  proudest  of  the  proud  was  he. 
Yet  trained  in  camps,  he  knew  the  art 
To  win  the  soldier's  hardy  heart 

Scatta  Jfonnte 

Track  not  the  steps  of  such  as  hold  you  eheap^^ 
Too  mean  to  prize,  though  good  enough  to  keep; 
Your  "real,  genuine,  no-mistaice  Tom  nrambsP* 
Are  little  people  fod  on  great  men*s  crumbs. 
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Cnrae  on  his  yirtiiM  I  thoy  *ve  undone  his  country, 

Sach  popular  homan^y  u  treason. 

Addison'M  Cato. 

Courteous  and  cautious,  therefore,  in  liis  countiy* 
He  was  all  things  to  all  men,  and  dispensed 
To  some  civility  to  others  bounty. 
And  promises  to  all  —  which  last  commenced 
To  gather  to  a  lomewhat  large  amount,  he 
Not  caloulating  how  much  they  condensed^ 
But  what  with  keejnng  some,  and  breaking  others, 
His  word  had  the  same  value  as  another*8. 


PORTRAIT. 

What  find  I  here  7 
Fair  Portia's  counterfeit?  what  demy-god 
Hath  oome  so  near  creation. 

8hak9.  Mereham  tf  VenSee. 
But  her  eyes  — 
How  could  he  see  to  do  them  7  having  made  one, 
Methinks  it  should  have  power  to  steal  both  his. 
And  leave  itself  imfhmbhM. 

Sh^,  Merchant  tf  Vettioe. 
T  was  pretty,  tfaoogfi  a  plague 
To  see  him  every  hour :  to  sit  and  draw 
His  arched  brow,  his  hawking  eye,  his  curls, 
In  our  heart's  taUe ;  heart  too  capable 
Of  eveiy  line  and  trick  of  his  sweet  flivour : 
But  now  Jie  *8  guoe,  and  my  idolatrovs  ftnoy 
Must  sanctify  his  relics. 

Good  heayen  \  ib&t  sots  and  knaves  should  be  so 

vain. 

To  wish  tlieir  vile  remembnukce  may  remain ! 

And  stand  recorded  at  their  own  request, 

To  Aitore  days  a  libel  or  a  jest 

DrydeiL 

Her  eyes,  her  lips,  her  cheeks,  her  shape,  her 

ieatares. 

Seem  to  be  drawn  by  Iove*s  own  hands,  by  love 

Himself  in  love. 

Dryimk 

Is  she  not  more  than  painting  can  express, 
Or  youthful  podts  fkncy  when  they  love  7 

There  were  the  painted  fbrms  of  other  times, 
'T  was  all  they  left  of  virtues  or  of  crimes. 
Have  va^ue  tradition ;  and  the  gloomy  vaults 
That  hid  their  xlust,  their  fbibles,  and  their  fituhs; 
And  hM  the  column  of  the  pompons  page, 
Tliat.  speed*  the  speciotis  tale  ftwn  age  to  ag^; 
Where  history's  pen  it«  praise  or  blame  supplies, 
And  lies  like  truth,  and  still  moirt  trdy  lies. 

Byron''a  Lara* 


Here  fabled  cfaseft,  in  darker  ages  bom. 
Or  worthies  old,  whom  arms  or  arts  adoni. 
Who  cities  raised,  or  tam*d  a  monstrous  race, 
The  walls  in  venerable  order  grace : 
Heroes  in  animated  marble  frown. 
And  legislators  seem  to  think  in  stone. 

Pope*»  Temple  qf  Famf, 

Blest  be  the  art  that  can  immortalize, 
The  art  that  baffles  Time's  tyrannic  claim 
To  quench  it 

Couper, 

Love  on  his  lips  and  hatred  in  his  heart, 
His  motto  -—  eonetaney  ;  his  creed — to  ftM ; 
Wordr  that  like  honey  feeble  flies  enthral 
To  hide  a  soul  of  black  envenom*d  galL 
Rash,  cruel,  wavering,  subtle,  insincere, 
The  winds  of  heaven  not  so  widely  veer ; 
Strong  in  his  words  but  in  his  actions  weal^ 
His  greatest  talent  not  to  do  —  but  speak. 
Language  that  bums  th'  unwary  to  entice, 
A  liead  allure,  and  a  heart  all  tee: 
So  does  the  mountain's  summit  fiercely  glow, 
While  deep  beneath  still  lies  the  fi:x)zen  snow. 

ByrctCe  Lara 

Thy  beauty,  not  a  fkult  is  there ; 

No  queen  of  Greoian  line 
E*er  braided  more  luxuriant  hair 

0*er  ferehead  more  divine  ^-- 
The  light  of  midnight's  starry  heaven 

Is  in  those  radiant  eyes ; 
The  rose's  crimson  life'  has  given 

That  cheek  its  gkywing  dyes  h— 
And  yet  I  love  thee  not:— thy  brow 

Is  but  the  sculptor's  mould : 
It  wants  a  shade «» it  wadta  a  glow — 

It  is  less  feir  than  cold. . 

Miee  LandarCe  Poetical  Pertraite, 

Waking,  I  must  dreUm  no  more. 

Night  has  lovelier  dreams  in  store.  ^ 

Picture  dear,  farewell  to  thee. 

Be  thine  image  left  witii  me ! 

Mie*  Landcn, 

I  've  gazed  on  many  a  brighter  fece, 

But  ne'er  on  one  fer  years, 
Where  beauty  left  so  soft  a  trace 

As  it  had  left  on  hers; 
But  who  can  pvnt  the.spell  that  wgte 

A  brightness  rMmd  the  whole ! 
T  would  take  an  angel  from  the  skies 

To  paint  the  immortal  sool  — 

To  trace  the  light,  the  inborn  grace, 

The  spirit  sparkling  o'er  her  fitce. 

Af ra.  WetUf. 
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O  terioiHi  •yes  I  how  is  it  that  the  ligh^ 

The  bomin^  rays  that  mine  pour  into  je, 
8ti]]  find  ye  eold,  and  dead,  and  dark  aa  night— 

0  lifeleas  eyes !  can  yet  not  anewer  me  7 
O  lips !  whereon  my  own  w  oft  hath  dwelt, 
Hath  love**  warm,  fearfiil  thrilling  touch  no  apell 
To  waken  aense  in  jre  7 — O  misery  i  — 

0  breathless  lips !  can  ye  not  speak  to  me  7 
Thou  soulless  mimicry  of  life ;  my  tears 

Fall  scalding  over  thee ;  in  vain,  in  vain ; 

1  press  thee  to  my  heart,  whose  hopes  and  fears 
Are  all  thine  own ;  thou  dOst  not  feel  the  strain, 

0  thou  dun  image !  wilt  thou  not  reply 
To  my  fimd  prayers  and  wild  idolatry  7 

Franee$  KemhU  BuOet. 

1  ne'er  have  lookM  upon  thy  fi>rm  of  ftee. 
Albeit  they  tell  me  thou  art  passing  fair ; 

1  know  hut  of  the  Intellectual  there, 

And  shape  firom  thenoe  all  loveliness  and  grace. 

Mn.  EUzabelh  J.  Emnm, 

Clear  on  the  expansion  of  that  snow-white  Ibrehead 
Sits  intellectual  beauty  meekly  thran'd ; 

Yet  oh,  the  expression  tells  that  thou  hast  sorrow'd. 

And  in  thy  yearning,  human  heart,  aton*d. 

For  thy  souTs  lofty  gifts. 

Mn.  EtiMobilh  J,  Emm9, 

Thy  picture,  in  my  memory  now. 
Is  fiur  as  mom,  and  fkesh  aa  May ! 

IFtSisV  P< 


A  still,  sweet,  placid,  moonlight  ftce. 

And  slightly  nonchalant. 
Which  seems  to  claim  a  middle  place 

Between  one*s  love  and  aunt, 
Where  childhood's  star  has  left  a  ray 

In  woman*s  sunniest  wkf^ 

As  Aiorning  dew  and  bliishing  day 

On  fruit  and  blossom  lie. 

O.  W.  Hdrnm. 

There  ever  is  a  form,  a  &ce 

Of  maiden  beauty  in  my  dreams, 
Speeding  beforp  me,  like  the  race 

To  ocean  of  the  mountain  streams  — 
With  dancing  hair  and  laughing  eyes, 
Tliat  scorn  to  mock  roe  as  it  flies. 

Oh,  it  is  life !  departed  days 
Fling  back  their  brightness  while  I 
*Tis  Emma^s  self— this  brow  so  fiiir, 
Tlalf-cbrtainM  in  this  glossy  hair. 
These  eyes,  the  ^ttj  home  of  love. 
The  dark  twin  arches  tracM  above, 
These  red-ripe  lips  that  almost  speak. 
The  &intcr  blush  of  this  pure  cheek, 
The  rose  and  lily's  beauteous  strife— 
tl  is— ah  no*— 'tis  att  fact  life! 


POVERTY. 

His  raw-bon'd  cheeks,  through  penury  and  pine, 
Were  shrunk  into  his  jawfi,  as  be  did  never  dins. 

Spen9er*$  Fairy  Qsms 

O,  reason  not  the  need,  our  basest  beggars 
Arc  in  the  poorest  thing  saperfluous; 
AHow  not  nature  more  than  nature  needs, 
Ikfan's  life  is  cheap  as  beast's. 

Poor  naked  wretches,  wheresoe'er  you  are. 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm ! 
How  shall  your  houseless  heads,  and  unfed  sides. 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggedness,  defend  yoo 
fVom  seasons  such  as  these? 

ShakB,  Klmg  Lmr. 

Through.  taUer'd  clothes  smaD  vices  do  appear ; 
Robes,  and  ferr'd  govras  hide  alL 

Skakt.  King  Lmr. 

Why  should  you  want  7    Behold,  the  earth  hath 

roots? 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  an  hundred  springs: 
The  oaks  bear  mast,  the  briars  scarlet  hips ; 
The  bounteous  huswife,  nature,  on  each  bush 
Lays  her  full  moss  before  you.  Wont  1  why  waiit? 

Shak9,  Thnon  tf  Aihau. 

Alt  thou  so  bare,  and  full  of  wretchedness. 
And  fear'st  to  die !  femine  is  in  thy  cheeks. 
Need  and  oppression  stareth  in  thine  eyes, 
Upon  thy  back  hangs  ragged  misery. 
The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  vrorld's  law. 

ShakB.  Aomes  mn4  Jvtid, 

The  rich 
Have  wakeful  nights,  whilst  the  poor  man^s  turf 
jBegeta  a  peaceful  sleep ;  in  which  they  're  blest 
From  frigid  fban  all  day,  at  night  with  re«L 

O^e't  Carefsss  Sh^herdoL 

To  men 
Press'd  by  their  wants,  all  change  is  ever  weloomOi 

Btn  J<m9onU  Caltfise. 

Want  b  a  bitter  and  a  hateful  good. 
Because  its  virtues  are  not  understood ; 
Yet  many  things,  impossible  to  thou^^ht, 
Have  been  by  need  to  full  perfection  broughL 
The  daring  of  the  soul  proceeds  from  thenoo. 
Sharpness  of  wit,  and  active  diligence  ; 
Prudence  at  once,  and  fortitude  it  gi^es; 
And,  if  in  patience  taken,  mends  our  lives. 

DrydaCm  Wife  </  fistk 

What  numbers  once  in  fortune's  lap  lugfa4ed. 
Solicit  the  odd  hand  of  charity ! 
To  shock  us  more,  solicit  it  in  vain  I 
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What  wroteh  art  thoa  7  whose  misery  and  baieni 
HaiagB  on  my  door ;  whoee  hateful  whine  of  woe 
Breaks  ia  opon  lay  sorrowt,  and  distraets 
If 7  jarring  eeneee  with  tbj  beggar^e  cry  7 

Thus  while  my  joyleft  minntea  teuiont  flowi 
With  looks  demure,  and  sOent  pace,  a  dun. 
Horrible  oionster !  hated  by  gods  and  men. 
To  my  aerial  citadel  ascends; 
With  vocal  heel,  thrice  thund'ring  at  my  gate» 
With  hideous  accent  thrice  he  balls. 

PmfU  Splendid  ShUlhg. 

Sore  piercM  by  wintiy  winds, 

Hofw  many  shrink  into  the  sordid  hut 

Of  cheerless  jxirerty. 

Thom$on^$  SMtom. 

O  gnmt  me,  heay^n,  a  middle  state. 

Neither  too  humble  nor  too  great; 

More  than  enoi^h  fi>r  nature's  ends. 

With  something  left  to  treat  my  friends. 

MalleL 
O  blissfhl  poverty ! 

Nature,  too  partial  to  thy  lot,  assigns 

Health,  freedom,  innocence,  and  downy  peace, 

Her  real  goods ;  and  only  mocks  the  great, 

With  empty  pageantries. 

Fentim*9  Jfonomne. 

Be  honest  poverty  thy  boasted  wealth ; 
So  Shan  thy  friendships  be  sincere,  tho*  lew. 
So  shall  thy  sleep  be  sound,  thy  waking  cheerfuL 

/foosnTs  Regidut, 

She,  wretehed  matron,  IbrcM  in  age,  for  bread. 
To  strip  the  brook  with  mantling  cresses  spread, 
To  pick  her  wintry  &ggot  from  the  thorn. 
To  seek  her  nightly  shed,  and  weep  till  mom. 

Goldamitk'$  Deieried  Village. 

Where  then,  ah !  where  shall  poverty  reside. 
To  'scape  the  pressure  of  contiguous  pride  7 
If  to  some  common*s  fenceless  limits  8tray*d, 
He  drives  his  flock  Xo  pick  the  scanty  blade. 
Those  fenceless  fields  the  sons  of  wealth  divide, 
And  e*en  the  bare-worn  common  %  deny*d. 

GoUMfit(A*«  DetrUd  Village, 

Sleep  seems  their  only  refbge.    For  alas ! 
Wher«  penury  is  felt  the  thought  is  chainM, 
And  sweet  colloquial  pleasures  are  but  few. 

Cmcper's  Tksk. 

But  poverty,  with  most  who  whimper  ibrth 
Their  long  complainti,  is  self-inflicted  woe, 
Th'eflfectof  laziness,  or  sottish  waste. 

Cowper*$  Ta»k, 

The  frugal  housewife  trembles  when  she  lights 
Her  scanty  stock  of  bmshwood,  biasing  clear 
Bat  dying  soon,  hke  all  terrestrial  joyai 

CewperV  Taek. 


Where  mice  with  muftie  charm,  and  vermia  crawl. 
And  snails  with  silver  traces  deck  the  wall. 

Dr,  WolcWe  PeUr  Pindar. 

And  mark  the  wretch,  whose  wanderings  never 

knew 
The  world's  regard,  that  soothes,  though  half  un- 
true; 
Whose  erring  heart  the  lash  of  sorrow  bore. 
But  fyvtnd  not  pity  when  it  err*d  no  more. 
Yon  fHendlesB  m^n,  at  whose  dejected  eye 
Th*  unfeeling  proud  Gn6  looks,  and  pluses  by; 
Condemn*d  on  penury's  barren  path  to  roam, 
ScomM  by  the  world,  and  left  vrithout  a  home. 

CampbtiPt  Plessures  ef  Hope, 

Ay !  idleness  I  the  rich  fclks  never  fell 

To  find  some  reason  why  the  poor  deserve 

Their  miseries. 

Sauihey 

Bums  o'er  the  plough  sung  sweet  his  wood-notes 

wild; 
And  richest  Shakspeare  was  a  poor  man's  child. 

Ebenezer  EUioa. 

Oh,  feithfhl  kwe  by  poverty  embrac'd ! 
Thy  heart  is  fira  amid  a  wintry  waste ; 
Thy  Joys  are  roses  bom  on  Hecla's  brow ; 
Thy  home  is  Eden,  warm  amid  the  snow ; 
And  she,  thy  mate,  when  coldest  blows  the  storm, 
Clings  then  most  fondly  to  thy  guardian  form ; 
Even  as  thy  taper  gives  intensest  light, 
When  o'er  thy  ^Mw'd  roof  darkest  falls  the  night 

Bbeneger  EUioU 

Few  save  the  poor  feel  fer  the  poor ; 

The  rich  know  not  bow  hard 
It  is  to  be  of  needi\il  rest 

And  needful  food  debarr'd : 
They  know  not  of  the  scanty  meal. 

With  small  pale  fkoes  round ; 

No  fire  upon  the  cold  damp  hearth 

When  snow  is  on  the  ground. 

MuaLamdan. 

I  said  to  Penury's  meagre  train, 

G>me  on — your  threats  I  brave ; 
My  last  poor  life-drop  you  may  drain. 

And  crush  me  to  the  grave ; 
Yet  still,  the  spirit  that  endures. 

Shall  mock  your  force  the  while, 
And  meet  each  eold,  cold  grasp  of  years, 

With  hitler  smUe. 

Mira.  St^ddof 

Speak  gently,  kindly,  to  the  poor; 

Let  no  harsh  term  be  heard ; 
They  have  enough  they  must  endure^ 

Without  an  unkind  word. 

Davut  KiKs 
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Ilato  pity  on  them,  tar  their  fife 

Ii  Aill  of  ^rief  and  core ; 
Yoa  do  not  know  one  haU*  the  n'Oea 

The  veiy  poor  must  bear ; 
Yoa  do  not  see  the  ailent  teara 

By  many  a  mother  shed, 
Ab  childhood  ofiera  up  the  prayor  — 

**  Gm  ua  our  daily  bread.** 

What  doth  the  poor  man's  aon  inherit? 

Stout  mu^eles  and  a  sinewy  heart, 
A  hardy  frame,  a  hardier  spirit; 

Kin|r  of  two  bands,  he  does  his  put 

In  every  ttseftil  toil  and  art; 
A  heritage,  it  soems  to  mc, 
A  king  might  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

Janus  R,  Loweft*  PoeaiM, 

O,  poor  man*s  son,  scorn  not  thy  state ; 
There  is  worse  weariness  than  thine, 

In  merely  being  rich  and  great ; 
Toil  only  gives  the  soul  to  shine, 
And  makes  rest  fragrant  and  benign ; 

A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 

Worth  being  poor  to  hold  in  iee. 

Jams  Ri  Lmuff9  Pscns. 


PRAISE. 

Or  who  woold  ever  care  to  do  brave  d«ed« 
Or  strive  in  virtue  others  to  eioel, 
If  none  should  yield  him  his  deserved  meed, 
Due  praise,  that  is  the  spur  of  doing  well  7 
For  if  good  were  not  praised  more  than  ill. 
None  would  choose  goodness  of  his  own  free  wilL 

^jpejiser't  TearM  cf  the  Muh9, 

Phasing  what  is  lost. 
Makes  the  lemembraAce  dear. 

ShakM.  AW 9  WM. 

Pray  now,  no  more ;  my  mother, 
Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood. 
When  she  does  praise  me,  grieves  me. 

^Aaifcf.  CflrtoIanHs. 

He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man; 
Trimm'd  up  your  praises  with  a  princely  tongue ; 
Spoke  your  deservings  like  a  ehronide ; 
Making  you  ever  better  than  his  praise, 
By  9till  dispraiaiog  praise,  valued  wiUi  yon 

SMbb.  Hmry  IV.    Part  L 
Crown  us  with  praise,  and  make  us 
Ail  fkt  as  tame  things:  one  good  deed,  dfing 

tangueless, 
Naughters  a  thousand,  waitidg  upon  that: 
<  nsr  praises  are  our  wages. 

Shak9.  Wtnlsr's  TaU, 


I>o  not  smile  at  me,  that  I  boast  her  off, 

For  thou  shalt  find  she  will  outstrip  all  praitt, 

And  make  it  halt  behind  her. 

Skak$,  Toirwis 

That  praise  oontenti  mo  more  which  one  iropartt 
Of  judgment  sound,  though  of  a  mean  degree, 
Than  praise  from  princes,  void  of  princely  puti 
Who  have  more  wealth,  but  not  more  wit  than  he 

Earl  afStirUne'i  Crmak 

And  what  is  most  commended  at  this  time, 
Succeeding  ages  may  account  a  crime. 

Bari  ofSuHMe  Ihriut 

Praise 
Is  the  refleotion  doth  from  virtue  rise ; 
These  fair  encomiums  do  viftoe  raiss 
To  higher  acts :  to  praise  is  to  advise. 
Telling  men  what  they  are,  we  let  them  see, 
And  represent  to  them  what  they  should  be. 

AUyn'9  Paiaia; 

Praise  is  but  virtue*s  shadow;  who  courts  her, 
Doth  more  the  handmaid  than  the  dame  admire. 

//ealA*«  Clawtdk 

Commend  but  sparingly  whom  thou  dost  love ; 
But  lass  oondenm  whom  thou  dost  not  approve; 
Thy  friend,  like  ftattery,  loo  roach  praise  dsth 

wrong; 
And  too  sharp  oenmre  shows  an  evil  tongue. 

JDoiAsM. 

In  vain  would  art  proeume  to  guide. 

The  chariot-wheels  of  praise ; 

When  ikncy  driving  ranges  free, 

Fresh  flowers  selecting  like  the  bee» 

And  regularly  strays 

PAtflipt. 

The  love  of  praise,  howe*er  concealM  by  art. 
Reigns,  more  or  less,  and  glows  in  evVyiieart: 
The  proud  to  gain  it  toils  on  toils  endure. 
The  modest  shun  it  but  to  make  it  sure. 

Yvung'M  Looe  qfFami* 

Of  praise  a  n}ero  glutton,  he  sii'allowM  what  cantfi 
And  the  puff^  a  dunce  he  misiook  it  for  fiunc; 
Till  his  relish  grown  callous,  almost  to  disease, 
Who  pepperM  the  highest  was  surest  to  please. 

GMtmUe*  Rstsiialk^ 

My  soul, 
Like  yours,  is  open  to  the  charms  of  praise : 
There  is  no  joy  beyond  it,  when  the  mind 
Of  him  who  hears  it  can  with  honest  pride 
Confess  it  juet,  and  listen4o  its  music. 

WkUehmtTM  Roman  FslWr 

I  will  not  sing  a  mortal^s  praise. 

To  Thee  I  oonseorate  my  lays, 

To  whom  my  powers  belong ! 

Jame$Montgmi€n/ 
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Human  praise  My  wordi 'fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain  helow: 

la  awtidt— till  envy  -mars  it,  and  the  touch  Worda,  without  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go. 

Of  new-won  gold  ttirs  up  the  pulses  wclL  |  Shaks.  Hamltt. 

WUHs'b  Poemw.   Temporal  hlessings  heaven  doth  ofien  share 
ne  worthlessness  of  common  praise  —  Unto  the  wicked,  at  the  good  man's  prayer. 


The  dry-rot  of  the  mind, 
By  which  its  temple  secretly 
But  fast  is  undermin*d ! 


Quarlei. 

Man's  ]Jea  to  man  is,  that  he  never  more 
Will  heg ;  and  that  he  never  hegg*d  before : 


Alas !  the  praise  given  to  the  ear 
Ne'er  was  nor  e'er  can  be  sincere. 

And  does  but  waste  the  mind 

On  which  it  preys :  •>—  in  vain 
Would  they  in  whom  the  poison  lurks 

A  worthier  state  attain. 

Jfttt  Landmik'9  Poemt 


MUt  LandonU  Poerru,   ji^^'s  plea  to  God  is,  that  he  did  obtain 


PRATER. 

We,  ignorant  of  ourselves, 
Beg  oflen  our  own  harms,  whidi  the  wise  powers 
l>eny  us  Jbr  our  good ;  so  find  we  profit, 
By  losing  of  our  prayers. 

Shal9,  Antony  and  Cleopatra. 

When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 

Are  at  their  beads,  'tis  hard  to  draw  them  thence. 

So  sweet  is  zealous  contemplation. 

8hak$.  RiDhard  UI. 
That  high  aO-seer,  which  I  dallied  with. 
Hath  tum'd  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head. 
And  given  in  earnest,  what  I  begg'd  in  jest 
HiuB  doth  he  fi>rce  the  swords  of  wicked  men 
To  turn  their  own  points  on  their  masters'  bosoms. 

SAdfcs.  Richard  JIL 

If  you  bethink  yourself  of  any  crime, 
Unrcconcil'd  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace, 
Sc^cit  for  it  straight 

Shah.  Oih^UK 

I  pray  thee,  leave  me  to  myself  to-night ; 
For  I  have  need  of  many  orisons  * 
To  move  the  heavens  to  smile  upon  my  state. 
Which,  weU  thou  know'st,  is  cross  and  full  of  sin. 

Shak$,  Romeo  and  JuUet, 

Whatthen?  what  rests? 
Try  what  repentance  can :  what  can  it  not  7 
Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  eannot  repent? 
Oh  vnetched  state !  oh  bosom,  black  as  death ! 
Ob  limed  sool,  that,  struggling  to  be  fre% 
Art  more  engag'd !  help,  angels !  make  assay! 
BoWf  stubborn  knees !  and  heart,  with  strings  of 

steel. 
Be  woSi  as  sioews  of  the  new-bocn  babe ! 

ff 

AH  nay  be  well! 

Skak8.HamUL 


A  former  suit,  and  therefore  sues  again. 

How  good  a  Ood  we  serve ;  that,  when  we  sue,  • 

Makes  his  old  gifts  th'  examples  of  his  new ! 

Quarlen. 
They  fi»rthwith  to  the  place 
Repairing  where  he  jodg'd  them,  pfostrate  fell 
Before  him  reverent,  and  both  oonfessM 
Humbly  their  fkults,  and  pardon  begg'd  with  tears 
Watering  the  ground,  and  with  their  sighs  the  air 
Frequenting,  sent  fh)m  hearts  contrite,  in  sign 
Of  sorrow  unfeign'd,<and  humiliation  meek. 

Ifi^off «  Paradioe  Loot 

If  by  prayer 
Incessant  I  could  hope  to  change  the  will 
Of  him  who  all  things  can,  I  wo^ld  not  cease 
To  weary  him  with  my  assiduous  cries : 
But  pray'r  against  his  absolute  decree 
No  more  avails  than  breath  against  the  wind 
Blovm  stifling  back  on  him  that  breathes  it  forth . 
Therefore  to  his  great  bidding  I  submit 

MUtoa*9  ParadiM  Lo9t, 

Bighs  now  breath*d 

Unutterable,  which  the  spirit  of  prayer 

Inspir'd  and  wing'd  for  heav'n  with  speedier  flight 

lltan  loudest  oratoiy. 

MUMo  Parodist  Loot, 

God  gives  us  what  he  knows  our  wants  require. 
And  better  things  than  those  which  we  desire : 
Some  pray  for  riches ;  riches  they  obtain ; 
But  wateh'd  by  robbers,  for  their  wealth  are  slain 
Some  pray  fh)m  prison  to  be  freed,  and  eome, 
When  gfuilty  of  tiieir  vows,  to  fiill  at  home ; 
Murder'd  by  those  they  trusted  with  their  Ufb, 
A  fiivour'd  servant,  or  a  bosom  wife. 
Such  dear-bought  blessings  happen  every  day. 
Because  we  know  not  for  what  things  to  pray. 

Djyden*$  Palamon  and  AreHe, 

His  pure  thoughts  wen  borne 
Like  finnes  of  sacred  iaoense  o'er  the  cloudis 
And  walM  thenoe  on  angels'  wings,  thro'  ways 
Of  light  to  the  bright  source  of  alL 

Congme^M  Mounung  Britu^ 

The  few  that  pray  at  all,  pray  oft  amiss, 

And  seeking  grace  t*  impro^  the  prize  they  holcu 

Would  urfo  a  wlaer  soit,  than  asking  more. 

Ceujjptr't  Took 
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Or  if  she  joins  the  service,  *t  is  to  speak ; 

'fliro*  dreadful  silonce  the  pent  heart  might  break ; 

Untaught  to  bear  it,  women  talk  away 

To  God  himself;  and  fondly  think  they  pray. 

Young't  Lone  ^  Fame, 

They  had  no  stomacli,  o*cr  a  graoe  to  nod. 
Nor  time  enough  to  offer  thanks  to  God ; 
'l*hat  might  be  done,  they  wisely  knew, 
When  they  had  nothing  else  to  do. 

Dr.  Wolcot'9  Peter  Pindar. 

A  good  man*s  prayers 
Will  from  the  deepest  dungeon  climb  to  heaven's 

height. 
And  bring  a  blessixig  down. 

Joanna  BaiUie*9  Ethwald. 

Fountain  of  mercy !  whose  pervading  eye 
Can  look  within  and  read  what  passes  there, 
Accept  my  thoughts  for  thanks ;  I  have  no  words. 
My  soul,  o*crfraught  with  gratitude,  rejects 
The  aid  of  language — Lord ! — behold  my  heart 

Hannah  More'9  Moeei, 

O  sad  estate 
Of  human  wretchedness !  so  weak  is  man, 
So  ignorant  and  blind,  that  did  not  God 
Sometimes  withhold  in  mercy  what  ws  ask, 
Wc  should  be  niin*d  at  our  own  reqruest 

.  Hannah  Mort^o  Mooet, 
His  comrade  too  arose, 
And  with  the  outward  forms 
Of  righteousness  and  prayer  insulted  God. 

Sottthey. 
O  sweeter  than  the  marriago-foast, 
'T  is  sweeter  far  for  me, 
To  walk  together  to  the  kirk. 
With  a  goodly  company !  — 
To  walk  together  to  the  l^k. 
And  all  together  pray. 
While  eaeh  to  his  great  Father  bends. 
Old  men,  and  babes,  and  loving  friends, 
And  youths  and  maidens  gay ! 

CoUridgt'g  Ancieui  Mariner, 

Kre  on  my  b«d  my  limbs  I  lay, 
It  hath  not  been  my  use  to  pray, 
Witli  moving  lips  or  bended  knees ; 
But  silently,  by  slow  degrees, 
My  spirit  I  to  love  compose, 
ill  humble  trust  my  eyelids  close, 

Witli  reverential  resignation, 
^o  wish  conceived,  no  thought  ezpressM 

'  hily  a  sense  of  supplication ; 
A  sense  o*er  all  my  soul  impressM 
That  1  am  weak,  yet  not  unbksst, 
Suice  in  mc,  round  me,  everywhere 
Kieriuu  strength  and  wisdom  are. 

C^kridgeU  Poem: 


O  Thou,  that  boldest  in  thy  spacious  bands 
Hie  destinies  of  men !  whose  eye  surveys 
Their  various  actions  I  Thou,  whose  temple  i 
Above  all  temples !  Thou,  whom  all  men  praise ! 
Of  good  the  author !  Thou,  whose  wisdom  swiyi 
The  universe !  all  bounteous !  grant  to  me 
Tranquillity,  and  health,  and  length  of  days; 
Good  will  towards  all,  and  reverence  unto  Thee; 
Allowance  for  man*s  failings,  and  of  my  own 
The  knowledge  and  the  power  to  conquer  oil 
Hioee  evil  things  to  which  we  arc  too  prone— 
Malice,  hate,  envy — all  that  ill  we  call. 
To  me  a  blameless  life.  Great  Spirit,  grant. 
Nor  burdcnM  with  much  care,  nor  narrowM  by 
much  want  Jsos. 

The  saints  will  aid,  if  men  will  call. 
For  the  blue  sky  bends  over  alL 

CoUridge'e  Chrittahd, 
Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play. 
While  the  red  light  fades  away  ; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eyo 
Ever  following  silently ; 
Father,  by  the  brccac  of  eve 
CallM  thy  harvest  work  to  leave ; 
Pray !  —  ere  yet  the  dark  hours  be. 

Lift  the  heart  and  bend  fiie  knee ! 

Mrs.  Hemam. 

Traveller,  in  the  stranger's  land. 

Far  fh>m  thine  own  household  band ; 

Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tone 

Of  a  voice  from  this  world. gone ; 

Captive,  in  whose  narrow  cell 

Sunshine  hath  not  leave  to  dwell ; 

Sailor  on  the  darkening  sea — 

Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee  I 

Mre,  HemaaL 

Warrior,  that  from  battle  woa 

Breathless  art  at  set  of  smi; 

Woman,  o*er  the  lowly  slain 

Weeping  on  his  burial  plain ; 

Ye  that  triuniph,  ye  that  sigh. 

Kindred  by  one  holy  tie, 

Heaven*8  first  star  alike  ye  see  — 

lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee ! 

Mr9.Hcmani, 

Niglit  is  the  timo  to  pray : 

Our  Sjaviour  ofl  withdrew 
To  desert  mountains  far  away. 

So  will  his  followers  do ; 
Steal  from  the  throng  to  haunts  ontrodi 
And  commune  there  alone  with  God. 

Jamea  Maniganirf, 

Any  heart,  tumM  Godward,  fcels  more  joy 
In  one  short  hour  of  prayer,  than  e'er  was  rais'd 
By  all  the  feasts  on  earth  since  tlieir  fbondation. 

Bot^s  FeKttf  . 


PREFERMENT. 


425 


How  purely  true,  how  deeply  warm, 

Tbe  inly-breath*d  af^al  may  be, 
11ioi]|[rh  adoration  wears  no  form, 

In  upraised  hand  or  bended  knee. 
One  spirit  fills  all  boundless  space. 

No  limit  to  the  when  or  where ; 
And  little  recks  the  time  or  place 

Hiat  leads  the  soul  to  praise  or  prayer, 

Elixa  C9ak'9  Po$m$, 

In  desert  wilds,  in  midnight  gloom ; 

In  grateful  joy,  in  trying  pain ; 
In  laughing  youth,  or  nigh  the  tomb ; 

Qh !  when  Is  prayer  unheard  or  vain  ? 

Eliza  Cook'M  Poemi. 

In  reverence  will  we  speak  of  those  who  woo 
Tbe  ear  divine  with  clear  and  ready  prayer ; 
And  while  their  voices  cleave  the  Sabbath  air. 

Know  their  bright  thoughts  are  winging  heaven- 
ward  too. 

Yet  many  a  one,  — :**  the  latchet  of  whose  shoe  " 
These  might  not  loose— will  often  only  darv 
Lay  some  poor  words  between  him  and  despair-^ 

''Father,  fergive !  we  know  not  what  we  do.** 

Richard  M.  MUn«$. 

Thank  God  that  yet  I  live  t 
In  tender  mercy,  heeding  not  the  prayer   • 
I  boldly  uttcr'd  in  my  first  despair 

He  would  not  give 
The  punishment  an  erring  spirit  brav*d ! 

Mrs.  Neal. 

Night  comes,  with  love  upon  the  breexe. 
And  the  calm  clock  strikes,  stilly,  **ten  !** 
I  start  to  hear  it  beat,  for  then 

I  know  that  thou  art  on  thy  knees—* 
And  at  that  hour,  wheru*er  thou  be. 
Ascends  to  heaven  a  prayer  for  roe ! 

WaU8*$  Pom*. 

O,  stin  my  fervent  prayer  will  be, 

"  Heaven*s  choicest  blessings  rest  on  thee.** 

MisfGouUL 
O,  the  precious  privilege 

To  the  pious  given,  •— 
Sending  by  the  dove  of  prayer 

Holy  wonls  to  heaven ! 
Arrows  fi'om  the  burning  son 

Cleave  the  quivering  air,  — 
Swifter,  sofUier,  surer  on. 

Speeds  the  dove  of  prayer, 
Beanog  fro«i  the  parted  lips 

Words  of  holy  love. 

Warm  as  from  the  heart  they  gush*dt 
To  the  throne  above  I 

Mn^  IFdU. 


Even  as  a  ibuntain,  whoso  unsullied  wave 

WeUs  in  the  pathless  valley,  flowing  o'er 
With  silent  waters,  kissing,  as  they  lave 

Tbe  pebbles  with  bright  rippling,  and  the  shore 
Of  matted  grass  ai^d  flowers, — so  sofUy  pour 

The  breathings  of  her  bosom,  when  she  prays 
Low  bowM  before  her  Maker ;  tlien  no  more 

She  muses  on  the  griefs  of  former  days ; 
Her  full  heart  melts,  and  flows  in  heaven's  dis. 
solving  rays.  PercivaL 

There  are  God  and  peace  above  thee ; 

Wilt  thou  langubh  in  despair  ? 
Tread  thy  griefii  beneath  thy  feet. 

Scale  the  walls  of  heaven  with  prayer-— 
'T  is  the  key  of  the  apostle. 

That  opens  heaven  from  below; 
*Tis  the  ladder  of  the  patriarch. 

Whereon  angels  come  and  go ! 

Jiff  St  Lyneh^9  Poemg* 
When  the  evening  shadows  gather, 

Round  about  our  quiet  hearth. 
Comes  our  eldest  bom  unto  us, 

Bendmg  humbly  to  the  earth ! 
And  with  hands  enclasped  tightly. 

And  with  meek  eyes  rais'd  above. 
This  the  prayer  he  ofiers  nightly 

To  the  source  of  light  and  love : 
"  Bless  my  parents,  Oh  *  my  Father ! 

Bless  my  little  sister  dear ; 
While  I  gently  take  my  slumber. 

Bo  thy  guardian  angels  near! 
Should  no  morning's  dawn  e*er  gre^t  me, 

Beaming  brightly  from  the  skieai 
Thine  the  eye  of  love  to  meet  me, 

Inth6p.th.ofPar.diae!"     gi^.^  Coe,  J,. 

Our  little  babe !  our  bright-eyed  one  I 

Our  youngest,  darling  joy. 
We  teach,  at  evening  hour,  to  kneel 

Beside  our  little  boy ; 
And  though  she  cannot  lisp  a  word 

Nor  breathe  a  simple  prayer. 
We  know  her  Maker  blesscth  hei 

The  while  she  kneeleth  there. 

Richard  Cos,  Jt 

PREFERMENT. 

When  knaves  come  to  preferment,  they  rise  »s 
Gallows  are  rais'd  in  the  low  countries,  one 
Upon  another's  shoulders. 

WAHer^f  White  Dam 

For  places  in  the  court,  are  but  like  beds 
In  the  hospital ;  where  this  man's  head  lies 
At  that  man's  fiwt,  and  so  lower  and  lowe*. 

WebtUrU  Duchtu  tf  Jlfa^ 
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If  on  the  Midden  he  bojfins  to  rise ; 

No  man  that  lives  can  coant  his  enemies. 

MiddkUn*9  Trick  to  Catch  the  OH  One, 

All  preferment 
Tliat  springs  from  sin  and  lust  shoots  up  quickly; 
As  g%rd*ner*s  crops  do  in  tho  rott^ncst  pounds; 
So  is  all  means  rnisM  from  base  prostitution, 
Even  like  a  salad  grrowing  upon  a  dunghill. 

Middleton^e  Women  heware  Women. 

He  who  cannot  merit 
Frcfcrment  by  employments ;  let  him  bare 
Ills  throat  unto  Uie  l^urlcish  cruelty ; 
Or  die  or  live  a  slave  without  redemption. 

Jokn  Fortfi  Lady's  Trial 
Whitt  throngfs  of  great  impediment!  besiege 
The  virtuous  mind  I  lo  thick^  they  jostle 
One  another  as  they  come.     Hath  vice  a 
Charter  got,  that  none  must  rise,  but  such,  who 
Of  the  devii*8  faction  are  7  tlie  way  to 
Honour  is  not  evermore  tlic  way  to 
Hell:  a  virtuous  man  may  climb.  .  Let  the 
Flatterer  sell  his  lies  elsewhere,  it  is 
Unthrifty  merchandise  to  change  my  gold 
For  breath.        ^  ^^^  Davenamt's  Cntd  Bfither. 


PRESS. 


Tho  press  from  her  fecundous  womb 
Brought  forth  the  arts  of  Greece  and  Rome : 
Her  ofispring,  skillM  in  logic  war, 
Trulh*s  banAer  wav*d  in  open  air : 
Then  monster  superstition  fled, 
And  hid  in  shades  its  Gorgon  head ; 
And  lawless  power  the  long-kept  field. 
By  reason  quell'd,  was  fbrc*d  to  yield. 
This  nurse  of  arts,  and  freedom's  fenoe 
To  chain,  is  treason  against  sense ; 
And  liberty,  thy  thousand  tongaes 
None  silence,  who  design  no  wrongs, 
For  those,  who  use  the  gag*s  restraint. 
First  rob  before  they  stop  complaint, 

Oremm^9  SpUem, 
But  mightiest  of  the  mighty  means, 
On  which  the  arm  of  progress  leans, 
Man's  noblest  mission  to  advance, 
His  woes  assuage,  his  weal  enhance, 
His  rights  enforce,  his  wrongs  redress,— 
iMiGHTiEffr  or  Mmhit  n  thb  taMaa, 

2}f,  B9Ufitu[m 
**  The  Press !"  all  lands  shall  sing ; 

'i%e  ptesa,  the  press  we  bring 

All  lands  to  bless . 
()  pallid  V'ani!  O  Labour  stork! 
Rehold,  we  bring  the  second  ark ! 

The  press !  the  press!  the  press ! 

£6eiMMr  jEQiott. 


Turn  to  the  press — its  teeming  sheets  sorsey. 
Big  with  the  wonders  of  each  pasmng  day^ 
Births,  deaths,  and  weddings,  forgeries,  fires,  and 

wrecks. 
Harangues  and  hall-storms,  braids  and  broken 

necks, 
Where  half-fledg*d  bards,  on  feeUe  pinions,  seek 
An  immortality  of  near  a  week; 
Where  cmel  eulogists  the  dead  restore. 
In  maudlin  praise  to  martyr  them  onoe  more ; 
Where  ruffian  sbnderers  wreak  their  coward  spite. 
And  need  no  venomM  dagger  while  they  write; 
While  hard  to  tell,  so  coarse  a  daub  he  lays. 
Which  sullies  most -» the  slander  or  the  praise, 

SpFogu^g  Curiotiiy. 

There  are,  thank  Hoarra, 
A  nobler  troop  to  whom  this  trust  is  given ; 
Who^  all  tmbrib*d,  on  Freedom's  altar  stand, 
FaithfU  and  firm,  bright  warders  of  the  land. 
By  them  still  lifts  the  press  its  arm  abroad, 
To  guide  all-curious  men  along  life's  road ; 
To  cheer  young  Genius,  Pity's  tear  to  start. 
In  Thith's  bold  cause  to  rouse  eaeh  fearless  heart ; 
O'er  male  and  Ibmale  quacks  to  shake  the  rod^ 
And  scourge  the  unsez'd  thing  that  seorosher  God: 
To  hunt  corruption  from  his  secret*  den. 
And  show  the  monster  up,  the  gaze  of  wondering 
men.  Spngu€*9  Curkmiif, 


PRIDE. 


Pride  hath  no  other  gloss 
To  show  itselj^  but  pride ;  for  supple  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees. 

Skak$.  Trmkf  and  Cretm^A. 

Things  small  as  nothing  fbr  request's  sake  only. 
He  makes  important :  possess'd  he  is  with  greats 

ness; 
And  speaks  not  to  himself  but  with  a  pride. 
That  quarrels  at  first  breath. 

Shak$.  Trmbu  and  Crtamda^ 

He  that  is  proud  eats  up  himael£    Pride  is 

His  own  glass,  his  own  trumpet,  his  own  chraiiols; 

And  whatever  praises  itself  but  in 

The  deed,  devovtfs  the  deed  in  the  praise. 

Shak9.  TmimM  and  CrtMmit. 

Why  who  cries  out  on  pridei, 
That  can  therein  tax  any  primlepaiiy? 
DoCh  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  sea. 
Till  that  the  very  means  do  ebh. 

You  speak  o*  the  people, 
As  if  you  were  a  god  to  panisfaf'not 
A  man  of  tiieir  infirmity* 


«■# 


PRIDE. 
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I  will  from  henceforth  rafher  be  myself, 
Mighty,  and  to  be  feared,  than  my  condition. 
Which  bath  been  smooth  as  ml,  soft  as  young  dofwn, 
And  therefore  lost  that  title  of  respect. 
Which  the  proud  soul  nc*cr  pajrs,  bat  to  the  proad. 

ShakB,  Htnry  JV.    Part  J. 

I  am  too  high  bom  to  be  property*d. 

To  be  a  secondary  at  control. 

Or  useful  serring-man,  and  instrument, 

To  any  sovereign. 

8hak$,  King  John, 

How  bKnd  is  pride !  what  eagles  are  we  stiU 
In  matters  that  belong  to  ether  men. 
What  beetles  in  our  own? 

ChapmaiC9  AU  JFVsb. 

How  poor  a  thing  is  pride !  when  all,  as  slaves, 
Differ  but  in  their  fetters,  not  their  graves. 

DamePB  ChU  War. 

Pride  by  presumption  bred,  when  at  a  height. 
Encountering  with  contempt,  both  mirch  in  ire ; 
And  Hwixt  *em  bring  base  cruelty  to  light ; 
The  loathsome  offspring  of  a  hated  sire. 

Earl  of  Sterline'M  Akxandrian  Tragedy. 

1 11  oflfer,  and  I  *11  suffer  no  abuse, 
Because  I  *jn  proud ;  pride  js  of  mighty  use. 
The  affectation  of  a  pompous  name. 
Has  oft  set  wits  and  heroes  in.a  flame : 
Vohmnee,  and-  boildiogs,  end  dominions  wide, 

Are  oft  thenoUe  m<nmm«Dts  of  pride. 

CfVfDn*«  Cahgula^ 

Take  heed  of  pride,  and  curiously  consider, 

How  brittle  the  foundation  is,  on  which 

Too  labour  to  advance  it    Niobe, 

Proud  of  her  numerous  issue,  durst  contemn 

lAtona*s  double  bnvthen ;  but  what  foUow'd  1 

8be  was  lefi  a  childless  mother,  and  moumM  to 

'  marble. 
The  beauty  yon  o'erprize  so,  time  or  sidmess 
Can  change  to  loathM^eftcmity ;  your  wvaith 

The  pray  of  tfiievei. 

Mmkig$r, 

**  Pride  was  not  made  for  men  f*  a  conscious  sense 
Of  guih,  and  folly,  and  their  consequence. 
Destroys  the  claim,  and  to  beholders  telb, 
Here  nothing  but  the  shape  of  manhood  dweDs. 

Watter, 

Spite  of  all  the  fools  that  pride  has  made, 
^ifl  not  on  man  a  useless  burthen  laid ; 
Pride  has  ennobled  some,  and  aome.disgrattid  | 
It  hurts  not  in  itsdlC  hut  aa  'tis  placed; 
When  right,  its  views  Jknow  Aone  but  tiriaa*s 

bound; 
When  wrong,  it  scarcely  looks  one  inoh  around. 


Pride  (of  all  others  the  most  dangerous  fault; 
Proceeds  fl'om  want  of-aense,  or  want  of  thought» 
Tlie  men  who  labour  and  digest  things  most, 
Willibe  much  apter  to  despond  than  boast; 
For  if  year  author  be  preibundly  good, 
*T  will  cost  you  dear  before  he  *s  understood. 

iZoscomfROfi 

In  pride,  in  reasoning  pride,  our  error  lies ; 
All  quit  their  sphere,  and  rush  into  the  skies. 
Pride  still  is  aiming  at  the  blessM  abodes, 
Men  would  be  angels,  angels  would  be  gods. 
Aspiring  to  be  gods,  if  angels  fell. 
Aspiring  to  be  angek  men  rebel; 
And  who  but  wishes  to  invert  the  laws 
Of  order,  sins  against  th*  Eternal  cause. 

Pepe*$  Etmy  on  Man, 

Of  all  the  causes  which  conspire  to  blind 
Man*s  erring  judgment,  and  misguide  the  mind« 
What  the  weak  head  with  strangest  bias  rules, 
Is  pride,  the  never^foiliag  vice  of  fools. 

Pips*t  Emay  an  Critidam. 

The  snarler  pride, 

Plac*d  by  a  mirror,  starts^  and  barks»  and  bites 

At  its  own  image. 

J^ey'o  Edwin, 

Yes-— the  same  sin  that  overthrew  the  angels. 
And  of  all  sins  most  easily  besets 
Mortals  the  nearest  to  the  angelic  nature : 
The  vile  are  only  vain ;  the  great  are  proud. 

ByrmCo  Dogo  of  V ernes. 

What  is  pride  7  a  viiizai^  rocket 

That  would  emulate  a  star. 

WordawniK 

The  fiend  that  man  harries. 

Is  bve  of  Um  Best, 
Yawns  the  Pit  of  the  Dragon 

lit  by  rays  fh>m  the  Bleat: 
The  Kiethe  of  Nature 

Can't  tmnce  him  again. 
Whose  aeul  sees  the  Perfoot. 

Which  hie  eyes  seek  in  vain. 
P^ide  .ruinM  the  angels. 

Their  shame  them  restores. 

Ealph  WMo  £msrs«k 

She  baa  all 

Hiat 'Would  ensure  an  angePs  foil; 

But  there 's  a  cool  collected  look, 

Aa  if  her  pulses  beat  by  book,— - 

A  measured  tone,  a  cold  reply, 

A  management  of  voice  and  eye, 

A  calm,  possessed,  authentic  air. 

That  leaves  a  doubt  of  softness  tfasin. 

Till  took  and  wonhlp  as  I  ma}» 

My  fovered  thoughts  will  pass  awagf. 

If  On 


Oh^  it  is  hard  to  pnt  the  heut, 

A)ono  and  desolate,  tway. 
To  ciirl  tho  lip  in  pride,  and  part 

With  the  kind  tboufhti  of  jeeterdaj 
Tia  strange  they  know  not  that  the  cbifl 

Of  their  own  looks  hath  made  me  oold. 
That  though  my  words  fall  seldom,  still 

Their  own  proud  bearing  hath  oontroUM 

My  better  feelings. 

TTtQif  *«  Poem. 

Qh !  ask  not  a  home  in  the  mansions  of  pride. 
Where  marble  shines  out  in  the  pillars  and 
walls ; 
Though  the  roof  be  of  gold  it  is  brilliantly  cold. 
And  joy  may  not  be  found  in  its  torch-lighted 
halls.  Eliza  Cook"*  Poenu, 


PRISON. 

A  prison  is  a  house  of  care, 
A  place  where  none  can  thrive, 
A  touchstone  true  to  try  a  friend, 
A  graye  for  one  alive; 
Sometimes  a  place  of  right. 
Sometimes  a  place  of  wrong. 
Sometimes  a  place  of  rogues  and  thieves, 
And  honest  men  among. 

InBcriftkn  on  E^mbwr^  TtSboaOu 

A  prison  !  heav'ns,  I  loath  the  hated  name, 
Famine^B  metropolis,  the  sink  of  shame, 
A  nauseous  pepulehre,  whose  craving  womb 
Hourly  inters  poor  mortals  in  its  tomb ; 
By  ev^ry  plague  and  ev*ry  ill  possessed, 
Ev*n  purgatory  itself  to  thee 's  a  jest; 
Emblem  of  hcU,  nursery  of  viee, 
Thou  crawling  university  of  Kce : 
Where  wretches  numberless  to  ease  their  peine. 
With  smoke  and  ale  delude  their  pensive  chains. 
How  shall  I  thee  avoid  7  or  with  what.spefl 
Dissolve  th'  enchantment  of  thy  magie  cell  7 
Ev'n  Pox  himself  canH  boaat  so  many  martyrs, 
As  yearly  fall  within  thy  wretched  quarters. 
Money  I  Ve  none,  and  debts  I  cannot  pay, 
Unless  my  vermin  will  those  debts  defray. 
Not  scolding  wife,  nor  inquisition's  worse ; 
Thou  M  ev*ry  mischief  crammM  into  one  curse. 

Tom  Brounu 
How  like 
A  prison  *s  to  a  grave !  when  dead,  we  are 
With  solemn  pomp  brought  thither;  and  our  hours. 
Masking  their  joy  in  Ulae  dissembled  tears. 
Weep  o'er  tiie  hearse :  but  earth  no  sooner  covers 
'l*h*4  earth  brought  thither,  but  they  turn  away 
With  inward  smiles,  the  dead  no  more  remember'd : 
i%>  enter*d  into  a  prison. 

Mat9inger*$  Maid  ef  Howmr, 


Here's  the  plaoe 
Which  men  (for  being  poor)  are  sent  to  starve  h 
Rude  remedy,  I  trow,  for  sore  disease. 
Within  these  walk,  stifled  by  damp  and  stench. 
Does  hope's  fair  torch  expire ;  and  at  the  snuf^ 
Ere  yet  'tis  quite  extinct,  rude,  wild,  and  wayward 
The  desperate  reveries  of  wild  despair. 
Kindling  their  hell -bom  cressets,  like  to  deeds, 
lliatthe  poor  captive  would  have  died  ere  practised, 
Till  bondage  sunk  his  soul  to  this  condition. 

ThePritm, 
A  prison  is  in  all  things  like  a  grave. 
Where  we  no  better  privileges  have 
Tlian  dead  men ;  nor  to  good.   The  soul  onoe  fled 
lives  freer  now,  than  when  she  was  cloist'red 
In  walls  of  flesh ;  and  though  she  organs  want 
To  act  her  swift  designs,  yet  all  will  grant 
Her  facuHios  more  clear,  now  separate. 
Than  if  the  same  conjunction,  which  of  late 
Did  marry  her  to  earth,  had  stood  in  force ; 
Incapable  of  death,  or  of  divorce ; 
But  an  imprison'd  mind,  though  living,  dies, 
And,  at  one  time,  feels  two  captivities : 
A  narrow  dungeon  which  her  body  holds, 
But  narrower  body,  which  herself  enfiilds. 

Dr.  King,  Bi^  Ckkkeotw 
They  say  tliis  is  the  dwelling  of  distress^ 
The  very  mansion-house  of  misery  I 
To  me,  alas !  it  seems  but  just  tlie  same. 
With  that  more  spacious  jaU-» the  busy  world! 

BeUer*a  Injured  bmocemeo, 

Hiey  enter'd  —  'twas  a  prison  room 
Of  stem  serenity  and  gloom. 

ScM'9  Lady  of  Ao  ZoJbe. 
A  fokin's  cell*— 
The  fittest  earthly  type  of  hell! 


And  fiiint  not,  heart  of  man  I  though  years  wane 

slow! 
There  have  been  these  that  from  the  deepest  caves. 
And  cells  of  night  and  fiutnesses  below 
The  stormy  dashing  of  the  ocean  wav<es, 
Down,  forthcr  down  than  gold  lies  bid,  have  nun^d 
A  quenchless  hope^  and  watch'd  their  time  su«d 

burst 
On  the  bright  day,  like  wakeners  from  the  grmvft. 

Mro.H€ 


PRODIGALITY. 

Young  heirs,  left  in  this  town,  where  sin's  sorsnk. 

And  prodigals  gape  to  grow  fkJt  by  them. 

Are,  like  young  wfaelpe,  thrown  in  the  lions'  tleiL, 

Who  pUy  with  them  awhile,  at  length  d<7ix>ttr 

them. 

WtOtns's  Iftssrue  of  onforeed  Marriaga, 


PRODlGIEa 
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Hi  is  like  a  fever  that  doth  shake  a  man 
From  strength  to  weakness,  I  consame  myself: 
I  know  this  company,  their  custom  wild, 
Hated,  abhorrM  of  good  men ;  jet,  like  a  child. 
By  reason's  rale  instructed  how  to  know 
Evil  from  good,  I  to  the  worser  go. 

Wilkin$*$  Miaerie$  cf  enforced  Mamage, 

What  is  a  prodigal  ?  fiiith,  like  a  brush, 
lluit  wears  himself^  to  flourish  others*  clothes ; 
And  having  worn  his  heart  ev*n  to  the  stump^ 
He  ^8  thrown  away  like  a  deformed  lump : 
O  such  am  I !  I  have  spent  all  the  wealth 
My  ancestors  did  purchase ;  made  others  brave 
In  shape  and  riches,  and  myself  a  knave : 
For  tbo'  my  wealth  rais*d.some  to  paint  their  door, 
*Ti«  shut  against  me,  saying,  I  am  poor. 

WUkm$^$  Miseries  of  enforced  Marriage, 

What  will  this  come  to  ?  he  commands  us  to 

Provide,  and  give  great  gifls,  and  all  out  of 

An  empty  coffer :  nor  will  he  know 

His  purse,  or  yield  roe  this  — 

To  show  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  is, 

Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wishes  good ; 

His  promises  fly  so  beyond  his  state. 

That  what  he  speaks  is  all  in  debt;  he  owes  fir 

every  word^ 
He  is  so  kind,  that  he  pays  interest  fi>r  *t : 
His  lands  put  to  their  books. 

ShaJc$,  T^mon  cf  Athens, 

TThat  which  made  him  gracious  in  your  eyes« 
And  gilded  over  his  imperfections. 
Is  wasted  and  consumed  ev*n  like  ice. 
Which  by  the  vehemence  of  heat  dissolvesi 
And  glides  to  many  rivers ;  so  his  wealth. 
That  felt  a  prodigal  hand,  hot  in  expense. 
Melted  within  his  gripe,  and  from  his  coffers 
Ran  like  a  violent  stream  to  other  men*s. 

Cook's  Greenes  Tu  quogue. 

*  Liberality 

In  some  circomstanoes  may  bo  allow*d ; 
As  when  it  has-  no  end  but  honesty ; 
With  a  respect  of  person,  quantity. 
Quality,  time,  and  plaoe :  but  this  proibse. 
Vain,  injudicious  spending  makes  him  idiot; 
And  yet  the  best  of  liberality 
Is  to  be  liberal  to  ourselves :  and  thus 
Toor  wisdom  is  most  liberal,  and  knows 
How  fimd  a  thing  it  is  for  discreet  men 
To  parchaso  with  the  loss  of  their  estate 
The  name  of  one  poor  virtue,  liberality. 
And  that  too,  only  from  the  mouth  of  beggars! 
One  of  your  judgment  would  not,  I  am  sore, 
0sf  aB  tbs  virtues  at  so  dear  a  rate 

Randall's  Mus^s  Loskmg»OU$s^ 


PRODIGIES. 

At  my  nativity. 
The  iront  oT  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  shapes. 
Of  burning  cressets :  and,  at  my  birth. 
The  frame  and  huge  foundation  of  the  earth 
Shak'd  like  a  coward. 

Shaks,  Henry  IV,    Part  I, 

The  night  has  been  unruly :  where  we  lay, 

Our  chimneys  were  blown  down :  and,  as  they  say. 

Lamenting  heard  i*  the  air ;  strange  screams  of 

death ;    - 
And  prophesying  with  accents  terrible. 
Of  dire  combustion,  and  confu8*d  events. 
New  hatch*d  to  the  woeful  time :  the  obscure  bird 
Clamour*d  the  live-long  night :  some  say  the  earth 
Was  feverous,  and  did  shake. 

Shaks,  Machetk 

When  these  prodigies 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  no  men  say 
These  are  their  reasons  —  Vtey  are  natural ; 
For,  I  belieye,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Shaks,  Maebfth, 

Can  such  things  be, 
And  overcome  us  like  a  summer's  cloud, 
Witliout  our  special  wonder  7 

Shaks,  Macbeth 

The  spring,  the  summer. 
The  chilling  autQmn,  angry  winter,  change 
Their  wonted  liveries,  and  the  *niaz*d  world. 
By  their  increase,  now  knows  not  which  is  which. 
Shaks,  Midsummer  NighVs  Dreanu 

No  *8cape  of  nature,  no  distempered  day, 
No  common  wind,  no  customed  event, 
But  they  will  pluck  away  its  natural  cause. 
And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  signs. 
Abortives,  presages,  and  tongues  of  heaven. 

SJiuks,  King  John 

Leam*d  men  ofl  greedily  pursue 
Tilings  tliat  are  rather  wonderful  than  true. 
And,  in  tlicir  nicest  speculations,  choose 
To  make  their  own  discoveries  strange  news, 
And  natVl  hist*ry  rather  a  gazette 
Of  rareties  stupendous  and  far.fet; 
Believe  no  truths  are  worthy  to  be  known 
That  are  not  strongly  vast  and  overgrown, 
And  strive  to  explicate  appearances. 
Not  as  they  *re  probable,  but  as  tJiey  please 
In  vain  endeavour  nature  to  suborn. 
And,  Ibr  their  painsi  are  justly  paid  with  seoru 
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PROMISES. 

Hit  promUcfl  were,  at  he  then  wti,  mi^litf ; 
But  hie  perfbrmanoe,  as  he  now  it,  nothing. 

Shak9.  Henry  VIJL 

Divineit  creature,  bright  Astrea*s  daoghter, 
How  ahall  I  honour  theo  ibr  thia  aueoeaa ! 
Thy  pfomiaee  are  like  Adonia*s  gardena, 
That  one  day  bloomM,  and  fVaitfUl  were  the  next. 

Shakt,  Henry  IV,    Part  L 

He  linM  himself  with  hdpe. 
Eating  the  air  on  promise  of  anpp^y, 
Flattering  himaelf  with  project  of  a  power 
Much  Smaller  than  the  amallest  of  hia  thoughts ; 
And  ao  with  great  imagination. 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  hia  powers  to  death. 
And  winking  Ieap*d  into  destruction. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 

Promise  me  friendship,  but  perform  n<Nie  i 
If  thou  wilt  not  promise,  the  gods  plague  thee, 
For  thou  art  a  man !  If  thou  dost  perform, 
Confound  thee,  ibr  tiiou  art  a  man ! 

Shake,  Jhnon  ef  AAena, 

I  see,  sir,  you  are  liberal  in  ofiers : 

You  taught  me  6r8t  to  beg ;  and  now,  methinks. 

You  teach  me  how  a  beggar  should  be  answerM. 

Promising  is  the  very  air  of  the 

Time ;  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expeetation. 

Performance  is  ever  the  duller  jbr 

His  act ;  and,  but  in  the  plainer  and  simpler 

Kind  of  people,  the  deed  is  quite  out  of 

Use.    To  promise  is  most  courtly  and  frshionable ; 

Performance  is  a  kind  of  will  or  testament. 

Which  argues  a  great  sickness  in  his  judgment 

That  makes  it 

Shakepeare, 

My  deeds,  and  speeches,  sir. 

Are  lines  drawn  fronM>ne  centre ;  what  I  promise 

To  do,  I  *U  da 

JDanteTs  Match  me  in  London, 

T!ie  man  that  is  not  in  the  enemies*  pow'r, 
Nor  fetterM  by  misfortune,  and  breaks  promises, 
Degrades  himself;  he  never  can  pretend 
Tu  honour  more. 

Sir  Robert  SiapUUnCe  Slighted  Maid, 

Within  the  hearts  of  bXL  men  lie 

These  promises  of  wider  bliss, 
Which  blossom  into  hopes  tliat  cannot  dioi 

In  sunny  hours  like  this. 

Jamee  JR.  LounWe  Poeme, 

\\  hen  wicked  men  make  ptomisea  of  truthi 
*Tia  weajkoeas  to  believe  *em, 

Havar^o  Scander^, 


A  promise  may  be  broke ; 
Nay,  start  not  at  it — *Tis  an  hourly  practice; 
The  trader  hreaks  it,  yet  is  counted  honest.  - 
llie  courtier  keeps  it  not— yet  keeps  his  honour ; 
Husband  and  wife  in  marriage  promise  moeh. 
Yet  follow  separate  pleasure,  and  are — virtuous^ 
The  churchmen  promise  too,  but  wisely  they 
To  a  long  payment  stretch  the  crafly  bill. 
And  draw  upon  futurity. 

Havard'e  King  ChaiUo  I, 

They  premise  —  I  bow  and  am  thankful; 
They  fail  to  perform  -» I  ne*er  fret 

mUtm  Ceok'e  P. 


PROPOSAL. 

Wdoing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 
llian  stamps  in  gold  or  sums  in  sealed  bags ; 
And  H  is  the  very  riches  of  thyself 

Hiat  now  I  aim  at 

SM». 

I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth ;  and  I  have  heard  you  say 
Lovers  reason's  without  reason. 


Full  many  n  lady 

I  have  ey*d  with  best  regard ;  and  many  a  time 

The  harmony  of  their  tongues  hath  into  bondage 

Brought  my  too  diligent  ear :  for  several  virtues 

Have  I  lik*d  several  women ;  never  any 

With  so  fbll  soul,  but  some  defect  in  her 

Did  quarrel  with  the  noblest  grace  she  own*d 

And  put  it  to  the  ibiL    But  you,  O  you. 

So  perfect,  and  so  peerless,  are  created 

Of  every  creature^s  best 

Shaka,  Tesnpenm 

Do  I  not  in  plainest  truth 
Tell  you — I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  you  7 

ShaH. 

Hence,  then,  for  ever  from  my  Emma*s  breast, 
(Tliat  heaven  of  softness,  and  that  sea£  of  rest) 
Ye  doubts  and  foara,  and  all  that  know  to  move 
Tormenting  grief^  and  all  that  trouble  love. 
Scattered  by  winds  recede,  and  wild  in  forests 
rove.  Pi' 


Hear,  solemn  Jove !  and,  conscious  Venus,  hear ! 
And  thou,  bright  maid,  believe  me  whilst  I  swear; 
No  time,  no  change,  no  future  flame  sItaD  move 
The  well-placed  basis  of  my  lasting  love. 


Too  much,  Alexis,  I  have  heard  -^ 

But  yon  shall  promise,  ne*er  again 

To  breaths  your  vows,  or  speak  your  pain. 


Pnsr. 


»•»'.    . 
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This  hancU  I  cannot  but  in  death  Tonga  I 

Have  I  not  manned  my  oootiifaiioe  weB 
To  try  jfsnt  lors  and  make  jou  donbt  of  mine  t 

DrydetL 

Take  my  etteem,  if  you  on  that  can  Htq, 

For  frankly,  sir, '  tie  all  I  have  to  gije* 

Dryden, 

I  court  Qthere  in  verse,  but  love  thee  in  praeel 
They  have  my  whimaee,  but  thou  haet  my  heart 

Prior. 

Mutual  love  the  crown  of  all  our  bli«e ! 

JTiZ^on. 

Shall  I  ffo  on  ? — Or  have  I  said  enough  7 

Mikoru 

It  is  not  virtue,  wisdom,  valour,  wit, 

Strength,  comeliness  of  shape,  or  amplest  merit. 

That  woman's  love  can  win ; 

But  what  it  is,  hard  is  to  say,  harder  to  hit 

MUtm, 

The  Yery  thoughts  of  change  I  hate, 

Ab  much  as  of  despair ; 

Nor  ever  covet  to  be  great, 

Unless  it  be  for  her. 

PanuU, 

Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  soft, 

Bach  other's  pillow  to  repose  divine. 

Young, 

Alas !  my  lord,  if  talking  would  prevail, 
I  could  suggest  much  better  arguments 
Than  those  regards  yon  throw  away  on  me ; 
Your  valour,  honour,  wisdom,  prais*d  by  all : 
But  bid  physicians  talk  our  veins  to  temper, 
And  with  an  argument  new-set  a  pulse ; 
Then  think,  mj  lord,  of  reasoning  into  love. 

Young, 

*Tis  you,  alone*  can  save,  or  give  my  doom. 

Ovid, 

On  yon,  most  loved,  with  anxious  fear  I  wait, 
And  from  your  judgment  must  expect  my  fate. 

Addioom, 

As  letters  some  hand  has  invisibly  trac'd, 
When  held  to  the. flame  will  steal  out  to  the 
sight, 
60^  many  a  feeling  that  long  seem'd  effac'd, 
Tki»  warmth  of  a  meeting  like  this  brings  to 
light !  Moore, 

Thinkest  thou 
lliat  I  oould  live,  and  let  thee  go^ 

Who  art  my  life  itself?— no-— no. 

Jnoore. 

Here  still  is  the  imile  that  ao  clond  can  o'ercast. 
And  the  faearti  and  the  hand,  all  thy  own  to  the 

Moorot 


*T  is  not  in  fate  to  harm  mo, 

While  fate  leaves  thy  love  to  me; 

'T  is  not  in  joy  to  charm  me. 

Unless  that  joy  be  shared  with  thee. 

Mooro, 

For  ever  thine,  whate'er  this  world  betide. 
In  youth,  in  age,  thine  own,  for  ever  tliine. 

A,  A.  Waao 

To  prevail  in  the  cause  that  is  dearer  than  liie. 
Or,  crush*d  in  its  ruins,  to  die  1 

CampbcU 

Never  wedding,  ever  wooing. 

Still  a  love-lorn  heart  pursuing. 

Read  you  not  the  wrong  you  're  doing. 

In  my  cheek's  pale  hue  7 

All  my  life  with  sorrow  strewing. 

Wed,  or  cease  to  woo. 

Campbell, 

Love  is  not  in  our  power. 
Nay,  what  seems  stranger,  is  not  in  our  choice : 
We  only  love  where  fate  ordains  we  should. 
And,  blindly  fond,  oft  slight  superior  merit. 

Frowde 

On  your  hand,  that  pure  altar,  I  vow. 
Though  I  've  look'd,  and  have  hk'd,  and  have  felt-  • 
That  I  never  have  lov'd  —  till  now. 

M,  G,  LewU 

By  those  tresses  nnoonfin'd, 

Woo'd  by  every  gentle  wind ; 

By  those  lids  whose  jetty  fringe 

Kiss  thy  soft  cheek's  blooming  tinge ; 

By  those  wild  eyes,  like  the  roe. 

Ah !  hear  my  vow  before  I  go — 

My  dearest  life,  I  love  thee ! 

Can  I  cease  to  love  thee  7  —  no ! 

2Soe  mouo  o-aa  agapo. 

Byron 

Yet,  it  is  love— if  thoughts  of  tenderness, 
Tried  in  temptation,  strcngthen'd  by  distress, 
Unmov'd  by  absence,  firm  in  every  dime. 
And  yet — oh !  more  than  all ! — untir'd  by  time 

Byron. 

She  listen'd  with  a  flitting  blush^ 

With  downcast  eyes,  and  modest  grace, 

For  well  she  knew  I  oould  not  chooee 

But  gaxe  upon  her  fecc. 

*  CcUridg^ 

O  lady !  there  be  many  things 

That  seem  right  feir  above ; 
But  sure  not  one  among  them  all 

Is  half  so  sweet  as  lovo ; — 

Let  OS  not  pay  our  vows  alone. 

But  join  two  altars  into  one. 

O.  W.  Holm 
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I  said,  ••  You  know — yoa  muat  hafe  known  — 
I  long  have  lov'd  —  lov'd  you  alone, 

But  cannot  know  how  dearly." 
I  told  her  if  my  hopes  were  cro8t*d. 
My  every  aim  in  life  waa  kwt— 

She  knew  I  spoke  sincerely ! 
She  answcrM  —  as  I  breathless  dwelt 
Upon  her  words,  and  would  have  knelt, 

**  Nay,  move  not  thus  the  least. 
You  have — you  ion^^  have  had" — *  Say  on, 
Sweet  girl !  thy  heart  ?"  —  •*  Your  foot  upon 

The  flounce  of  my  haUiite,** 

HoffmatCf  Pomu, 

I  knelt, 
And  with  the  fervour  of  a  lip  unusM 
To  the  cool  breath  of  reason,  told  my  love. 

WittMB'i  Poems. 

Whither  my  heart  is  gone,  there  follows  my  hand, 

and  not  elsewhere. 
For  where  the  heart  goes  before,  like  a  lamp,  and 

iD  ^inmes  the  pathway. 
Many  tnings  are  made  clear,  that  else  lie  hidden 

in  darkness. 

"  Ye« !"  1  answer'd  you  last  night; 

*^  No !"  this  morning,  sir,  I  say ! 
Flowers  seen  by  candle-light. 

Will  not  look  the  same  by  day. 

JIftw  B«rr€W$  Pcetiu, 

Look  how  the  bh  ^-eycd  violets 
Glance  love  to  one  another ! 
Their  little  leaves  arc  whispering 

Tlie  vows  they  may  not  smother. 
Hie  birds  are  pouring  passion  forth. 

In  every  blossoming  tree  — 
If  flowers  and  birds  talk  love,  lady, 

Why  not  we  T 

T.  Buchamtn  Ktad. 

And  over  all  the  happy  earth, 

Love  fluwcth  —  like  a  river  — 
I  rue  love  veliosc  glory  fills  the  sky 

For  ever  and  (or  ever. 
The  Dale  ncarts  of  the  silver  star? 

Throb  too,  as  mine  to  thee     - 
Ali  tilings  delight  in  love,  lady, 

Why  not  we  ? 

7*.  Bxtehanan  Read. 


PROSPERITY. 

Prosperity 's  the  very  bond  of  love, 

WItosc  frosn  comulexian,  and  whose  heart  together, 

AflUdioiJi  alter. 


Daily  and  hourly  proof. 
Tell  08,  prosperity  is  at  highest  degree 
The  fount  and  handle  of  calami^: 
Like  dust  before  a  whirlwind  those  men  fly 
That  prostrate  on  the  ground  of  fortune  lie; 
And  being  great,  like  trees  that  broadest  sprout, 
Their  own  top-heavy  state  grubs  up  their  root. 
Ckapmttn''$  Firtt  Part  iff  Byron'i  Camfineii, 

Prosperity  doth  bewitch  men,  seeming  clear; 
But  seas  do  laugh,  show  wlUte,  when  rodn  an 
near.  Wetoer*f  WhiU  Dtal 

He  that  suffers 
Ptasperity  to  swell  him  *bove  a  mean ; 
Like  those  impreifsions  *n  the  air,  that  rise 
From  dunghill  vapours,  scattered  by  the  wind, 
Leaves  nothing  but  an  empty  name  behind. 

Nabb'$  Hamtibal  and  Seipiti 

Of  both  our  fortunes,  good  and  bad,  we  find 
Prosperity  more  searching  of  ,the  mind : 
Felicity  flies  o*er  the  wall  and  fence. 
While  misery  keeps  in  with  patience. 

Htnw* 

When  fortune  raiseth  to  the  greatest  height, 
The  happy  man  should  most  suppress  his  stats; 
Expecting  still  a  change  of  things  to  find, 
And  fearing,  when  the  gods  appear  too  kind. 

Sir  Robert  Howrl 


Prosperity  puts  out  unnumbered  thonghlB, 
Of  Import  high,  and  light  divine,  to  man. 


Tmmg. 


Who  fbels  no  ills, 
Should,  thcrcfbre,  fear  them ;  and,  when  fbrtona 

smiles, 
Be  doubly  cautious,  lest  destruction  come 
Remorseless  on  him,  and  he  fall  unpitied. 

Than  hast  been  nurs*d  in  wealth  and  luzorj, 
Thy  every  wish  been  father  to  a  deed ; 
Thou,  from  o'crflowing  means  hast  flcely  gitea 
Tliat  which  it  cost  thee  nothing  to  impart 

\  iWker'i  CsIsyMf. 

Prosperity,  ahs  I 

Is  oflen  but  another  name  for  pride. 

Mr$.Sigmn9> 

And  when  our  children  turn  the  page. 
To  ask  what  triumphs  marked  our  age  — 
What  we  achiev*d  to  challenge  praise, 
Through  the  long  line  of  future  days  — 
TTiis  let  them  read,  and  hence  instrodien  dr»«t 
"Here  were  the  many  blesa'd. 
Here  flxoid  the  virtnes  roil, 
F^hh  Unk'd  with  Lute,  and  Liberty  with  Um. 
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And  is  there  care  in  heaven  ?  and  10  there  lore 
In  hesYenl  J  spirits  to  the  ereaturee  base, 
Tliat  may  compassion  of  their  evils  more  T 
Tliere  is ;  else  much  more  wretched  ««re  the  case 
Of  men  than  beasts.    But  O I  th*  exceeding  grace 
Of  highest  God  that  loves  his  creatmvs  wo, 
And  all  his  works  with  mercy  doth  embrace. 
That  blessed  angels  he  sends  to  and  fit> 
To  serve  to  wicked  man,  to  serve  his  wicked  foe ! 
How  oft  do  thej  their  silver  bowers  leave 
To  oome  to  succour  ns  that  succour  want? 
How  oft  do  they  with  golden  pinions  cleave 
The  flitting  slcies,  like  flying  pursnivant. 
Against  fbnl  fiends  to  aid  ns  militant? 
They  ibr  as  fight,  they  watch  and  duly  ward. 
And  their  bright  squadrons  round  about  us  plant ; 
And  all  fbr  love,  and  nothing  for  reward : 
O  why  should  heavenly  God  to  men  have  such  re- 
gard I  8pefuer*9  Fahy  QueeiL 

Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well ; 
When  our  deep  plots  do  pall :  and  that  should  teach 

us, 
T1iere*s  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends, 
BoogUiew  them  how  w«  will       g^^  g^^ 

That  I  am  wretched. 
Makes  thee  the  happier : — Heavens  deal  so  still ! 
Let  the  superfluous,  and  lost-directed  man, 
HulX  slaves  your  ordinance,  that  will  not  see 
Bscaose  he  doth  not  feel,  feel  your  power  quickly ; 
80  distribution  should  undo  excess. 
And  each  man  have  enough. 

Thns  doth  th*  all-working  Providence  retain 

Ajad  keep  fbr  good  effects  the  seed  of  worth ; 

And  so  doth  point  the  stops  of  time  thereby, 

In  periods  of  uncertain  certainty. 

VanUiL 
Oy  aU-preparing  Providence  divine ! 

In  thy  large  book  what  secrets  are  enroU'd ! 

What  simdry  helps  doth  thy  great  power  assign; 

1\>  prop  the  course  whidi  thea  intandlst  to  Iwld  7 

What  mortal  sense  is  able  to  define 

Thy  mysteries,  thy  counsels  manyftid  ? 

it  is  thy  wisdom  strangely  that  extend* 

Otwcoro  proceedings  to  apparent  ends. 

ZhvylsnV  Bami*«  Wat$. 

Wisdom  and  virtue  be 
'the  only  destinies  set  fbr  a  man  to  ftUow. 
The  heavenly  pow'rs  are  to  be  reverenc*d. 
Not  soarchM  into;  their  mercies  rather  h0 
^f  humble  prayers  to  be  soiight,  than  their 

by  curiosity. 


BfranVllinM. 


2C 


Who  is  it,  that  will  doubt 
The  care  of  heaven ;  or  think  th*  immortal  ' 
Powers  are  slow,  'cause  they  take  the  privilege 
To  choose  their  own  time,  when  they  will  send 

their 
Blessings  down. 

Sir  W,  DtnenantM  Fair  FavmtriU, 

*T  is  the  curse  of  mighty  minds  oppressed. 

To  think  what  their  state  is,  and  what  it  should 

be: 
Impatient  of  their  lot,  tbey  reason  fiercely. 

And  call  the  laws  of  Providence  unequal. 

jRoioa 

The  ways  of  heaven  are  dark  and  intricate. 
Puzzled  in  maaes,  and  perplexed  with  errors ; 
Our  understanding  traces  them  in  vain. 
Lost  and  bewilderM  in  the  fruitless  search ; 
Nor  sees  with  how  much  art  the  windings  run, 
Nor  where  the  regular  confusion  ends. 

Addi80fC9  Cat§ 
An  nature  is  but  art  unknown  to  thee ; 
All  chance  direction,  which  thou  canst  not  see ; 
AD  discord  harmony  not  understood ; 
All  partial  evil  universal  good : 
And  spite  of  pride,  in  erring  reason's  spite. 
One  truth  is  clear,  whatever  is,. is  right 

Pope'B  Essay  on  Man, 

This  is  thy  work,  Almighty  Providence ! 
Whose  power,  beyond  the  reach  of  human  thought. 
Revolves  the  orbs  of  empire ;  bids  them  sink 
I>eep  in  the  dead'ning  night  of  thy  displeasure, 
Or  rise  majestic  o'er  a  wondering  world. 

7Tufmson*s  Corioimms, 

The  gods  take  pleasure  oft,  when  haugh^  mortals 
On  their  own  pride  eieet  a  mighty  fabric. 
By  slightest  means,  to  lay  their  towering  schemes 
Low  in  the  dust,  and  teach  them  they  are  nothing. 

Thomson's  Coriolanus, 

Wondrous  chance  I 
Or  rather  wondrous  conduct  of  the  gods ! 
By  mortals,  from  their  Uindneas,  chance  misnam'd. 

Twmsons  AgatnenuwHa 

Tlius  wisdom  speaks 
To  man ;  thus  «a]|i  him  through  this  actual  form 
Of  nature,  though  religion's  fhller  noon, 
Through  life's  bewildering  maaes  to  observe 
A  Ptovideaoe  in  aL  ^^^ 

Go^  mark  the  matchless  working  of  the  power 
That  shutB  within  the  seed  the  future  flowm  : 
Bids  these  in  elegance  of  form  excel, 
In  cdour  these,  and  those  delight  the  smelt,. 
Sends  nature  forth,  the  daughter  of  the  skiea, 
To  dance  on  earth,  and  charm  all  human  eyes 

Coiope* 
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PRUDENCE  -  PUNISHMENT. 


One  part,  one  little  part,  we  dimly  Bcan 
l^hroogh  the  dark  medimn  of  tife*8    ferering 

dream; 
Yet  dare  arrai^  tlie  whole  atapendoiis  plan, 
ir  but  that  little  port  incoim^ruoiis  seem. 
Nor  is  that  part  perhaps  what  mortals  deem ; 
Oft  from  apparent  ill  oar  blessings  rise. 
O  then  renounce  that  impious  self-esteem. 
That  aims  to  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skies : 
For  thou  art  but  of  dust ;  be  humble  and  be  wise. 

Beotfie's  Mingird. 

Yes,  thou  art  erer  present,  Power  Supreme ! 
Not  circumseribM  by  time,  nor  fixt  to  space, 
ConfinM  to  altars,  nor  to  temples  bound. 
In  wealth,  in  want,  in  freedom,  or  in  chains. 
In  dungeons,  or  on  thrones,  the  ^thfiil  find  Thee ! 

Hannah  Martha  BeUhaxgar. 

Just  as  a  mother,  with  sweet  pious  &ce. 
Yearns  tow*rds  her  children  fiom  her  seat. 
Gives  one  a  kiss,  another  an  embrace. 
Takes  this  upon  her  knee,  that  on  her  feet ; 
And  while  from  actions,  looks,  complaints,  pre- 
tences. 
She  learns  their  feelings  and  their  various  will, 
To  this  a  look,  to  that  a  word  dispenses. 
And  whether  stem  or  smiling,  loves  them  still  :— 
So  Providence  for  us,  high,  infinite. 
Makes  our  necessities  its  watchful  task, 
Hearkens  to  all  our  prayers,  helps  all  our  wants . 
And  ev*n  if  it  denies  what  seems  our  right. 
Either  denies  because  'twould  have  us  ask. 
Or  seems  but  to  deny,  or  in  denying  grants. 

Anon. 


PRUDENCE. 

Rightly  to  be  great. 
Is  not  to  stir  without  great  argument ; 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw. 
When  honour's  at  the  stake. 

Snak$ptnTtm 

She 's  a  majestic  ruler,  and  commands 

Even  with  terror  of  her  awifal  brow. 

As  in  a  throng,  sedition  being  rais*d, 

Th'  ignoble  multitude  inflam'd  with  madnsM, 

Firebrands  and  stonet  fly;    finy  shows  them 

weapons: 
Till  spying  some  grave  man,  bonour'd  ibr  wisdom 
They  straight  are  silent,  and  erect  their  ears ; 
l^hilst  he,  with  his  sage  counsel,  doth  assuage 
Their  mind's  disorder  and  appease  their  rage : 
iSo  prudence,  when  rebellious  appetites 
Have  rais'd  temptations,  with  their  batteries 
Assaulting  reason,  then  doth  interpose. 
And  keep  it  safe 

NoWb  MferMOftmiff. 


Prudence,  thou  virtue  of  the  mind,  by  which 
We  do  consult  of  all  that  *s  good  or  evil. 
Conducting  to  felicity ;  direct 
My  thoughts  and  actions  by  the  roles  of  reason 
Teach  me  contempt  of  all  inferior  vanities; 
Pride  in  a  marUe  portal  gilded  o'er, 
Assyrian  carpets,  chairs  of  ivory. 
The  luxuries  of  a  stupendous  house, 
Grarments  perfum'd,  gems  valued  not  for  ose, 
But  needless  ornament :  a  sumptuon  table. 
And  all  the  baits  of  sense.    A  vulgar  eye 
Sees  not  the  dangers  which  beneath  them  lie. 


\ 


NaWo 


Look  forward  what's  to  come,  and  back  what's 

past; 
Thy  life  will  be  with  praise  and  prudence  grac'd , 
What  loss  or  gain  may  follow,  thou  may'st  guess; 
Thou  then  wilt  be  secure  of  the  success. 

DenkoM 

FrudenoCt  thou  vainly  in  our  youth  art  sought. 
And  with  age  purchas'd,  art  too  dearly  bought : 
We  're  past  the  use  of  wit  for  which  we  toil : 
Late  fruit,  and  planted  in  too  cold  a  soiL 

Dryden. 

Prudence  protects  and  guides  us ;  wit  betrays ; 
A  splendid  source  of  111  ten  thousand  ways; 
A  certain  snare  to  miseries  immense ; 
A  gay  prerogative  from  comnum  sense ; 
Unless  strong  judgment  that  wild  thing  can  tame, 
And  break  to  paths  of  virtue  and  of  feme. 

Ymmg. 

Consult  your  means,  avoid  the  tempter's  wiles. 
Shun  grinning  hosts  of  unreceipted  files. 
Let  Heaven^y'd  prudence  battle  with  desire. 
And  win  the  victory,  though  it  be  through  6rt, 

Jame$  T,  Fietda'  Pi 


PUNISHMENT. 

The  Moor's  abus'd  by  some  mostviUanoos  kna^ 
Some  base  notorious  knave,  some  scurvj  fellow: 
O,  heaven,  that  such  companions  thoo'dst  unfeU ; 
And  put  in  every  honest  hand  a  whip. 
To  lash  the  rascal  naked  through  the  world. 

8haJa,O0tdU. 

A  whisp  of  straw  were  worth  a  thousand  crowns, 
To  make  this  shameless  callct  know  herself 

Shak9.  Hfwry  VL    Pari  III 

All  have  not  ofiended : 
For  those  that  were,  it  is  not  square  to  take 
On  those  that  are,  revenge :  crimes,  like  to  lands 
Are  not  inherited. 

rawggS.  TtMSlft 


J 


PURITY. 
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Where  sits  the  offence, 
I^t  the  fault's  panishmeiit  be  derivM  fit»in  tbcnee. 

MiddUton, 

Nor  custom,  nor  example,  nor  vast  numbers 
Of  such  as  do  offend,  make  less  the  sin ; 
For  each  particular  crime  a  strict  account 
Will  be  exacted  f  and  that  comfort,  which 
The  damn'd  pretend,  follows  in  misery, 
Takes  nothing  from  their  torments :  everj  one 
Must  suffer  in  himself  the  measurt>  of 
His  wickedness. 

Maumger'9  Picture, 

The  land  wants  such 
As  dare  with  rigour  execute  the  laws. 
Her  fester'd  members  must  be  lancM  and  tented : 
He  *s  a  bad  surgeon  that  for  pity  spares 
Tlie  part  corrupted  till  the  gangrene  spread. 
And  all  the  body  perish :  he  that 's  merciful 
Unto  the  bad,  is  cruel  to  the  good. 

RandoLpkU  Mubh^  LookingMla$9, 
Tile  laws  are  sinfully  oontrit*d.    Justice 
Should  weigh  the  present  crime,  not  fhture 
Infbrence  ou  deeds ;  but  now  they  cheapen 
Blood;  HisspUt 
To  punish  the  example,  not  the  guilt 

Sir  W,  DavenanfM  Jutt  Italian, 

Do  not,  if  one  but  lightly  thee  offend. 
The  punishment  beyond  the  crime  extend ; 
Or  after  warning  the  offence  forget ; 
80  God  himself  our  filings  did  remit 

OrgvlOf  or  the  Fatal  Error, 


PURITY. 


And  steal  imnMrtal  kisses  from  her  lips ; 
Which  even  in  pure  and  vestal  modesty. 
Still  blush  as  thinking  their  own  kisses  sin« 

Shah,  Romeo  and  Juliets 

Who  has  a  breast  so  pure, 

But  some  uncleanly  apprehensions 

Keep,  leets,  and  law-days,  and  in  session  sit 

With  meditations  lawful  7 

Shako,  Othello, 

Evexy  thing  about  her  resembles  the  purity  of  her 
souL  Law, 

Her  &ce,  O  call  it  pure,  not  pale ! 

Coleridge,     Chriotatd, 

Tis  said  the  lion  wili  turn  and  flee 

From  a  maid  in  tlie  pride  of  her  purity ; 

And  the  Power  on  high  that  can  shield  the  good 

Thus  from  the  tyrant  of  the  wood, 

Hath  extended  he  mercy  to  guard  me  well 

From  the  hands  of  titc  loaguering  infidel. 

ByrotCo  Siege  of  Corinth, 


Around  her  shone 
The  light  of  love,  the  purity  of  grace. 
The  mind,  the  music  breathing  from  her  face; 
The  heart  whose  soilness  harmonized  the  whole ; 
Apd,  oh !  that  eye  was  in  itself  a  soul ! 

Byron. 

Her  form  was  fresher  than  th<»  morning  rose 
When  the  dew  wets  its  leaves ;  unstained  and  pure 
As  is  the  lily,  or  the  mountain  snow. 

Thomson, 

Let  roe  be  pure ! 
Oh !  I  wish  I  was  a  pure  child  again, 
When  life  was  calm  as  is  a  sister*s  kiss. 

BaOey'o  Feotua, 

Spring  has  no  blossom  fairer  than  thy  form ; 

Winter  no  snow-wreath  purer  than  thy  mind ; 
The  dew-drop  trembling  to  the  morning  beam 

Is  like  thy  smile,  pure,  transient,  heavcn-rofin'd. 

Mro,  Lydia  Jane  Pieroon, 

A  lovelier  nymph  the  pencil  never  drew; 
For  the  Ibnd  graces  formed  her  easy  mien. 
And  heaven's  soft  azure  in  her  eye  was  seen. 

Hayley 

Be  parity  of  life  the  test,—- 

Leave  to  the  heart,  to  heaven,  the  rest 

Spragiu?o  Poemo^ 

*Tis  not  the  ihirest  form  tliat  holds 

The  mildest,  purest  soul  iiatliin ; 
*Tis  not  the  richest  plant  that  folds 

The  sweetest  breath  of  fragnmce  in. 

Rujuo  Daweo 

Fair  girl !  by  whoM  simplioity 

My  spirit  has  been  won 
From  the  stern  earthliness  of  life. 

As  shadows  flee  the  sun ; 
I  turn  again  to  think  of  thee« 

And  half  deplore  the  thought, 
That  for  one  instant,  o*er  my  soul* 

Forgetfolness  hath  wrought ! 
I  turn  to  that  charmed  hoar  of  hope, 

When  first  upon  my  view 
Came  the  pure  sunshine  of  thine  heart. 

Borne  from  thine  eyes  of  bine. 
*T  was  thy  high  purity  of  soul — 

Thy  thought-revealing  eye, 

Hiat  placed  me  spell-bound  at  thy  foet. 

Sweet  wanderer  from  the  sky. 

Wiffif  G.  CUnk 

Cast  my  heart's  gold  into  the  flimace  flame. 

And  if  it  come  not  thence  refinbd  and  pure, 

I  *11  be  a  bankrupt  to  thy  hope,  and  heaven 

Shall  shut  its  gates  on  me. 

Mr$.  Sigmni^, 
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QUACKS-EAG£. 


Patiencs  and  hope,  that  keep  the  wal  I 

UnralBed  and  aecure,  I 

Hioui^h  flooda  of  grief  beneath  it  rail, 
I  learn,  when  calm  and  pure 

I  see  the  floating  water-lily 

Gleam  amid  ihadowa  dark  and  chilly. 

CwrMfU  Jfojf. 

Thine  if  a  face  to  look  upon  and  pray 
That  a  pure  spirit  keep  thee  —  I  woold  meet 
With  one  to  gentle  by  the  streama  away, 
Living  with  nature ;  keeping  thy  pure  feet 
For  the  unfingered  moaa,  and  ftr  the  graae 
Which  leaneth  where  die  gentle  waten  pass. 
Tlie  automn  leaTea  ahould  sigh  thee  to  thy  sleep; 
And  the  capricioos  April,  coining  on. 
Awake  thee  like  a  flower ;  and  stars  should  keep 
A  vigil  o*er  thee  like  Endymion ; 
And  thoo  lor  very  gentleness  shouldst  weep 
As  dews  of  the  nighfs  quietness  come  down. 

wm$. 

She  had  grown. 
In  her  unstained  seclusion,  bright  and  pure 
As  a  first  opening  lilac,  when  it  spreads 
Its  clear  leafes  to  the  sweetest  dawn  of  BCay. 

And  she  were  one  en  whom  lo  fix  my  heart. 

To  sit  beside  me  when  my  thoughts  are  sad. 

And,  by  her  tender  j^yfulness  impart 

Romf  of  her  pure  joy  to  me. 

PtrcivoU 

I  cannot  look  upon  a  star, 

Or  cloud  that  seems  a  seraph's  car, 

Or  any  form  of  purity— 

I'nmtngled  with  a  dreaai  of  tiiee. 

Park  Bet^mmn. 

Pure  and  nndimmed,  thy  angel  ssiila 

Is  mirrored  on  my  dteama, 
take  eTening*s  sunset-girded  isle 

Upon  her  shadowed  streams : 
And  o*er  my  thoughts  thy  TisioD  floalt, 
Like  mekidy  of  spring-bird  notes, 
When  the  blue  halcyon  gently  kvet 
His  plumage  in  the  fleshing  watei. 

«  OTIC  jiei^OTNtn* 
9weet  beauty  steeps  upon  thy  brow. 

And  floats  before  my  eyes : 

As  meek  and  pure  as  doves  art  thov, 

Or  beings  of  the  skies. 

JmmH  MurriBt 


QUACKS. 

Out,  yon  impostors, 
t|uack  .salving  cheating  mountebank*— your  skill 
le  %9  n»ke  ssond  men  sick,  and  sick  men  kill. 

JTssstJ^fsr  mud  JDsdfcsr's  Vwgin  Mmtgr, 


They  are 
Made  aU  of  terms  and  shreds ;  no  less  belysTB 
Of  great  men's  favours,  than   their  own  vils 

mcd'cines. 
Which  they  will  utter  upon  monstrous  oaths : 
Selling  that  drug  for  two  pence  ere  they  part. 
Which  they  have  valu*d  at  twelve  crowns  befbra. 

Jonmm*B  Wjnnc. 

lliere  was  a  time  when  vre  beheld  the  quack* 
On  public  stage,  the  licensM  trade  attack ; 
He  made  his  labourM  speech  with  poor  parade. 
And  then  a  langfaixig  any  lent  him  aid. 

CnMt^$  Domgkm 

But  now  our  quacks  are  gamesters,  and  they 

play 
With  craft  and  skill  to  ruin  and  betray; 
With  monstrous  promise  they  delude  the  mind, 
And  thrive  on  all  that  tortures  human-kind. 

CrM^§Btmig^ 

Void  of  all  honour,  avaricious,  rash. 

The  daring  tribe  compound  their  boasted  trash-« 

Tincture  or  syrup,  lotion,  drop  or  pill : 

All  tempt  the  sick  to  trust  the  lying  bill ; 

There  ate  among  them  those  who  cannot  read. 

And  yet  they  *11  buy  a  patent  and  succeed ; 

Will  dare  to  promise  dying  sufferers  aid. 

For  who,  when  dead,  can  threaten  or  upbraid  7 

With  cruel  avarice  still  they  recommend 

More  draughts,  more    syrups  to  the  journey's 

end. 
«< I  feel  it  not;"— ** Then  take  it  evexy  hour  ;** 
**  It  makes  me  worse ;"— ^  Why  then  it  shows  its 

power:" 

••  I  fear  to  die  ;'*—•' Let  not  your  spirils  aiak^— 

**You*re    always  saft,  idule  you  believe  and 

drink.*" 

Crs&is's  BmmigL 


FhNB  pofwfli!  caosM  spring  the  empiric's  gains, 
Man's  tove  of  life,  his  weakness,  and  his  paiBS  ; 
These  fiivt  induce  him  ^e  vile  trash  to  tiy. 
Then  lend  his  name  that  other  men  may  b«y. 

CrsMe's  BonmgL 

No  class  escapes  them-— from  the  poor  man's 

The  nostrum  takes  no  trifling  part  away; 
Time,  too,  with  cash  is  wasted ;  H  is  the  ftts 
Of  real  helpers,  to  be  oaO'd  too  late; 
This  find  the  sick,  when  (time  and  palieoea 

gone) 
Deafli  with  a  tealold  terrsr  hurries  en. 

CmMe'slbMyi 


RAGE.— (See  Akosb.) 
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RAIN. 

When  Uie  Uack'ng  cloads  in  sprinkling  showers 
Distil,  from  the  high  summits  down  the  rain 
Rons  trickling,  with  the  fertile  moisture  cheer*dt 
The  orchards  smile,  joyous  the  farmers  see 
Their  thzinng  plants,  and  hiess  the  heavenly  dew. 

PMlipt'M  Cider. 

He  clouds  consign  their  treasures  to  the  fields. 
And  softly  shaking  on  the  dimpled  pool 
Prelusive  drops,  let  all  their  moisture  flow, 
In  Urge  efiuslon,  o*er  the  freshened  world. 

7%oiiison*s  SeasoM, 

The  rain  is  o'er— How  densely  bright 

YoQ  pearly  cbuds  reposing  lie ! 
Cfeod  above  cloud,  a.  glorious  sight, 

Gmtrasting  with  the  deep-blue  sky ! 
In  grateful  silence  earth  receives 

The  general  blessing ;  fi-esh  and  &ir 
Each  flower  expands  its  little  leaves, 

As  glad  the  common  joy  to  share. 

Andrew  Norton. 

The  rain  is  playing  its  soft  pleasant  tune 
fitfully  on  the  skylight,  and  the  shade 
Of  the  fast  flying  clouds  across  my  book 
Passes  with  delicate  change. 

WUlk'9PHm$. 

The  April  rain  — the  April  rain  — 

I  hear  the  pleasant  sound; 
Now  sofl  and  still,  like  Dttle  dew. 

Now  drenching  all  the  ground. 
Pray  tell  me  why  an  April  riiower 

Is  pleasanter  to  see 
Tlian  flilling  drops  of  other  rain  7 

I*m  sure  it  is  to  me. 

JIf  rs.  K  Oakee  SndA'o  Poem. 

Dashing  in  big  drops  on  the  narrow  pane. 
And  making  mournful  music  for  the  mind. 
While  plays  his  interlude  the  wizzard  wind, 

I  bear  the  singing  of  the  frequent  rain. 

WUliam  H.  BurUigk 

The  later  rain, — it  fklls  in  anxious  haste 
UpcMi  the  sun-dried  fields  and  branches  bare, 
Looeening  with  searching  drops  the  rigid  waste* 
As  if  it  would  each  root's  lost  strength  repair. 

Jofist'<  Very. 

RAINBOW. 

Meantime  refracted  from  yon  eastern  cloud, 
Bestriding  earth,  the  grand  ethereal  bow 
Shoots  up  immense ;  and  every  hue  unfolds, 
In  fair  proportion  running  fh>m  the  red, 
To  where  the  violet  fades  into  the  sky. 

Thonuon^o  Seaeont, 


My  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behind 

A  rainbow  in  the  sky! 

TTordsteortl. 
Triumphal  arch,  that  filTst  the  sky. 

When  storms  prepare  to  part, 
I  ask  not  proud  Philosophy 

To  tell  me  what  thou  ajrt 
Still  seem,  as  to  my  childhood's  sight, 

A  midway  station  given 

Por  happy  spirits  to  alight. 

Betwixt  the  earth  and  heaven! 

CampbeWo  Poemt 

The  rainbow  dies  in  heaven  and  not  on  earth. 

BaHetfo  Feotuo, 
Far  up  the  blue  sky  a  fair  rainbow  unroU'd 
Its  soft-tinted  pinions  of  purple  and  gold ; 
'Twas  bom  in  a  moment,  yet  quick  at  its  birth. 
It  had  stretch'd  to  tlie  uttermost  ends  of  the  earth. 
And  fair  as  an  angel,  it  floated  as  free, 
With  a  wing  on  the  earth  and  «,  wing  on  the  se.a 

Afrs.  Wdby'i  Poenu. 

O,  beautiful  rainbow ; — all  woven  of  light  !— 
There 's  not  in  thy  tissue,  one  shadow  of  night; 
Heaven  surely  is  open  when  thou  dost  appear. 
And,  bending  above  thee,  the  angels  draw  near, 
And  sing — **  The  rainbow !  the  rainbow ! 

*«The  smile  of  God  is  here.** 

Mr:  HMb  Poemo 


REAPERS. 

Soon  as  the  morning  trembles  o'er  the  sky. 

And,  unperceiv'd,  unfolds  the  spreading  day ; 

Be&re  the  ripen'd  field  the  reapers  stand. 

In  fair  array ;  each  by  the  lass  he  loves. 

To  bear  tho  rougher  part,  and  mitigate 

By  nameless  gentle  offices  her  toil 

At  once  they  stoop  and  swell  the  lusty  sheaves ; 

While  through  their  cbeerfid  band  the  rxnral  talk, 

Tlie  rural  scandal,  and  the  rural  jest. 

Fly  harmless,  to  deceive  the  tedious  time. 

And  steal  unfelt  the  sultry  hours  away. 

ThoittMon^o  SeaooHO, 
I  love,  I  love  to  see 

Bright  steel  gleam  through  the  land ; 
*T  is  a  goodly  sight,  but  it  must  be 

In  the  reaper's  tawny  hand. 

EUxaCook 

Around  him  ply  the  reapers*  band. 

With  lightsome  heart  and  eager  hand. 

PfifigU 

Tliere  is  a  Reaper,  whose  name  is  Death, 

And  with  his  sickle  keen. 
He  reaps  the  bearded  grain  at  a  breaA, 
And  the  flowers  that  grow  betwobu. 

Longfdloioo  Poemo 
37« 
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REASON-REBELLION. 


REASON. 

Flo  that  ifl  of  roaaoa*8  skill  ber«ft. 
And  wanU  the  staff  of  wisdom  him  lo  stay, 
Is  like  a  ship  in  midst  of  tempest  left, 
Without  an  helm  or  pik>(  her  to  sway : 
Full  sad  and  dreadful  is  that  ship's  efent. 
So  is  the  man  that  wants  intendiment. 


I 


Oh  most  imperfect  light  of  hmnan  reason, 
Thou  mak*st  as  so  onhappy,  to  ifaresee 
What  we  can  least  prevent! 

WebtUr**  Jhukm  tfMdIfy. 

Man  is  not  the  prince  of  creatmtss. 
But  in  reason ;  fiul  that,  he  is  worse 
Than  horse,  or  dog,  or  beast  of  wilderness. 

^mU*«  AfiMiMit/or  Iitfdiei. 

Where  men  have  several  faiths,  to  find  the  true, 
We  only  can  the  aid  of  reason  use ; 
*Tis  reason  shows  us  which  we  should  eschew. 
When  by  comparison  we  learn  to  choose. 
But  though  we  there  on  reason  must  rely. 
Where  men  to  several  fidths  their  minds  dispose ; 
Yet  afler  reason's  choice,  the  schools  are  shy 
To  let  it  judge  the  very  fidth  it  chose. 

Sir  W.DmmiaxA, 

I  see  the  enrws  that  I  would  avoid, 
And  have  my  reason  still,  but  not  the  use  on  *t : 
It  hangs  upon  me  like  a  wither'd  limb 
Bound  up  and  nnmb*d  by  some  disease's  frost, 
The  ferm  the  same,  but  all  the  use  b  lost 

Sir  JR.  Hcward^B  Oreat  FavemUe, 

Thought 
Precedes  the  wUl  to  think,  and  error  lives 
Ere  reason  can  be  bom.    Reason,  the  power 
To  guess  at  right  and  wrong,  the  twinkling  lamp 
Of  wand*ring  life,  that  winks  and  wakes  by  turns, 
Fooling  the  follower  betwixt  shade  and  shining. 

CesjgreM. 

Within  the  brain's  most  secret  cells, 

A  certain  lord  chief  justice  dwells. 

Of  sov'rcign  power,  whom  one  and  all. 

With  common  voice  we  reason  call. 

CMtrckul, 

The  Infinite  speaks  in  our  silent  hearts, 

And  draws  our  being  to  himselfl  as  deep 
r^alleth  unto  deep.     He  who  all  thought  imports. 

Demands  the  pledge,  the  bond  of  soul  to  keep ; 
Bui  reason,  wandering  from  its  fount  afiu-. 

And  stooping  downward,  breaks  the  subtle  chain 
That  nuuB  tc  to  itself,  like  star  to  star, 

^nd  sun  to  sun,  upward  to  God  again. 

Jtfiv.  E,  Oaka  SmUh. 


Every  creature  knoweth  its  capacities,  rumiing  in 

the  road  of  instinct. 
And  reason  must  not  lag  behind,  but  serve  itself 

of  all  proprieties. 

Tuj^er'*  ProoerhicH  PhiUmfky. 

1  would  not  always  reason.    The  straight  path 
Wearies  us  with  its  never-varying  lines. 
And  we  grow  melancholy.    I  would  make 
Reason  my  guide,  but  she  should  sojhetimes  sit 
Patiently  by  the  wayside,  while  I  tracM 
Hie  maxes  of  the  pleasant  wilderness 
Around  me.    She  should  be  my  counsellor 
But  not  my  tyrant    For  the  spirit  needs 
Impulses  fh»n  a  deeper  source  than  hers, 
And  there  are  motions,  in  the  mind  of  man, 
Tliat  she  must  look  upon  with  awe. 

BrftnP§P9em» 

—When  I  see  cold  man  of  reason  proud. 
My  solitade  is  sad  —  I  *m  lonely  in  the  crowd. 

Dana'M  PoflRt. 


REBELLION. 

White  beards  have  arm'd  their  thin  and  hairleas 

scalps 
Against  thy  majesty;  boys  with  women's  voice 
Strive  to  speak  big,  and  dap  their  female  joints 
In  stiff  unwieldy  arms  against  thy  crown. 

Shak$.  RicAoni  //. 

God  omnipotent 
Is  mustering  in  his  clouds,  on  our  behalf^ 
Armies  of  pestilence ;  and  they  shall  strike 
Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  nnbegoC, 
That  lift  your  vassal  hands  against  my  head. 
And  threat  the  glory  of  my  precious  crown. 

ShakB.  Rieiard  IL 

The  bay.trees  in  our  country  are  all  wither'd, 
The  meteors  fight  the  fixed  stars  of  heaven ; 
The  pale-fiu^d  moon  looks  bloody  on  tlie  earth. 
And  lean-look'd  prophets  whisper  fearful  change : 
Rich  men  look  sad,  and  ruJfians  dance  and  leap. 

Shidu.  Richard  IL 

Go  thou,  and  like  an  executioner 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  two  fast  growing  sprays. 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  commonwealth : 
All  must  be  even  in  our  government 

Sfmk9.  Richard  II 

Here  do  we  make  his  friends 

Blush,  that  the  world  goes  weD ;  who  rather  had. 

Though  they  themselves  did  suffer  by  *t,  behold 

Dissentious  numbers  pestering  streets,  than  see 

Our  tradesmen  singing  in  their  shops,  and  going 

About  their  functions  ffiendly. 

ojMM.  cTsneisinii. 


REBELLION. 
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An  the  re^rionii 

00  smSmgly  revolt ;  uid  who  resist 

Are  only  mock'd  for  valiant  i^orancc, 

And  perish  constant  fools. 

Shtdcs,  Condamu, 

Thus  we  debase 

The  nature  of  our  soats,  and  make  the  rabble 

Call  our  cares,  ibars ;  wiiich  will  in  timo  break  ope 

The  locks  o*  tb*  senate,  and  bring  in  the  crows 

To  peck  the  eagles. 

Skaks.  Coriolanu$, 

You  may  as  well 

Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  staves,  as  lift  them 

Against  the  Roman  state :  whose  course  will  on 

The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 

Of  more  strong  link  asunder,  than  can  ever 

Appear  In  your  impediment. 

Shak$,  Corioianua, 

The  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  shall  revolt  from  him. 
And  kiss  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change. 

8hak§,  King  J6hn» 

Hie  spinsters,  corders,  fullers,  weavers,  who. 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compell*d  by  hunger 
And  lack  of  other  moans,  in  desperate  manner 
Daring  th'  event  to  th*  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar. 
And  danger  serves  among  them. 

Shaki.  Henry  VIIL 

m 

There  have  been  commissions 
Sent  down  among  them,  which  have  flaw'd  the 

heart 
Of  all  their  loyalties :  —  wherein,  although. 
My  good  lord  cardinal,  they  vent  reproaches 
Most  bitterly  oo  yon,  as  putter-on 
Of  these  exactions,  yet  the  king,  our  master, 
(Whose  honour  heaven  shield  from  soil)  even  he 

escapes  not : 

Language  unmanneriy,  yea,  such  which  breaks 

The  aides  of  loyalty,  and  almost  appears 

In  loud  rebellion. 

ShahM,  Bemy  VIIL 

0  torn  thy  edged  sword  another  way ; 

Strike  those  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  those  that  help ! 

One  drop  of  blood  drawn  from  thy  country^s 

bosom. 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  streams  of  foreign 

gore; 
Betum  thee,  thereibre,  with  a  flood  of  tears. 
And  wash  away  thy  country's  stained  spots. 

81mk9.  Henry  VI.    Part  I, 

Pluck  down  my  ofBoers,  break  my  decrees ; 
For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form : 
Harry  the  Fifth  is  crown'd. 

Siuk9,  Henry  IV,    Part  IL 


Now,  neighbour-confin^  purge  you  of  your  scum 
Havo  you  a  ruffian  that  will  s^ear,  drink,  dancu. 
Revel  the  night ;  rob,  murder,  and  commit     " 
The  oldest  sins  the  newest  kind  of  ways  7 
Bo  happy,  he  vrill  trouble  you  no  more : 
England  shall  give  him  office,  honour,  might 

Shaki.  Henry  IV,    Part  IL 

Their  weapons  only 
Seem*d  on  our  side :  But  for  their  spirits  and 

souls. 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up^ 
As  fish  are  in  a  pond. 

Shake,  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 

But  now  the  bishop 
Turns  insurrection  to  religion ; 
Supposed  sincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts. 
He  *s  fi>Ilow*d  both  with  body  and  with  mind. 

Shake,  Henry  IV,    Part  II 

Contention,  like  a  horse 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loose, 
And  bears  down  all  befi)rc  him. 

Shake,  Hen^  IV.    Part  II 

What  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickedness. 

When  down  the  hill  he  hold  his  fierce  career  ? 

We  may  as  bootless  spend  our  vain  command 

Upon  th*  enraged  soldiers  in  their  spoil, 

Or  send  precepts  to  the  Leviathan 

To  come  ashore 

Shake.  Henry  \ 

These  things,  indeed,  you  have  articulated, 

Proclaim*d  at  market-crosses,  read  in  churches, 

To  fiioe  the  garment  of  rebellion,  that  may  please 

the  eye 

Of  fickle  changelings,  and  poor  discontents. 

Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow,  at  tho  news 

Of  hurly-burly  innovation. 

Sitake,  Henry  IV.    Part  L 

Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  lord. 
That  would  reduce  these  bloody  days  again, 
And  make  poor  England  weep  in  streams  of  bloud ! 

Shake,  Richard  IIL 

O,  pity,  God,  this  miserable  ago !  — 
What  stratagems,  how  fell,  how  butcherly. 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural. 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget ! 

Shake,  Henry  VL    Part  IIJ 

Gok  rate  thy  minions,  proud  insuhiiig  boy ! 
Be<;omes  it  thee  to  be  so  bold  in  terms, 
Before  thy  sovereign,  and  tliy  lawful  king  f 

Shake,  Henry  VL    Part  Hi 

Now  let  it  work :  mischief  thou  art  a  fbo]« 
Take  thou  what  couise  thoo  vnlt ! 

Shake.  Jidiue  Ceeea 
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I  have  not  stopped  mine  eara  to  tbcir  demaadii 
Nor  pouted  off  Ibcir  suiU  with  alow  delays; 
M)\plty  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  woonda, 
My  mildoesB  hath  allajM  their  swelling  grieiki 
My  mercy  dried  their  water-flowing  tears : 
I  have  not  been  desirous  of  their  wealth, 
Nor  much  oppressed  them  with  g^reat  subsidies, 
Nor  forward  of  rcvcng-e,  though  they  mnch  err*d ; 
Then  why  should  they  love  Edward  more  than  me  7 

Shaks.  Henry  VL    Part  IIL 

Were  I  Brutns, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  wcro  an  Antony, 
Would  ruffle  up  your  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Cissar,  that  should  move 
Hie  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 

Shak§,  Jtdiu$  Ccnar, 

Why  headstrong  liberty  is  lash*d  with  woe. 
There  *s  nothmg,  situate  under  heavcn^s  eye, 
But  hath  his  bound  in  earth,  in  sea^  in  sky. 

Shaka,  Cmnedy  ^  Error$, 

Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  string. 
And  hark  what  discord  follows !  each  thing  meets 
In  mere  oppugnancy :  tlie  bounded  waters 
Should  lift  their  bosoms  higher  than  the  shores, 
And  make  a  sop  of  all  this  solid  globe : 
Strength  should  be  lord  of  imbecility. 
And  the  rude  son  sliould  strike  his  father  dead : 
Force  should  be  right 

Shaks,  TroUuM  ami  Crtmda, 

Yet  famine. 

Ere  clean  it  overthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 

Plenty,  and  peace,  breed  cowards ;  hardness  ever 

Oi  hardness  is  mother. 

Shaks,  Cymbeline. 

W(Lnt  made  them  murmur ;  ibr  the  people  who. 
To  get  their  broad,  do  wrestle  with  their  fitte, 
Or  those  who  in  superfluous  riot  flow. 
Soonest  rebel :  convulsions  in  a  state. 
Like  those  which  naCral  bodies  do  oppress, 
Ilise  from  repletion,  or  from  emptiness. 

AUyn't  Henry  VJL 

Let  tliem  call  it  mischief; 
When  it*s  past,  and  prospered,  'twiJi  be  virtue. 

Joama^a  CaHUne, 

But  of  this  be  sure, 
7o  do  aught  good  will  never  be  our  task, 
But  ever  to  do  ill  our  sole  delight. 
As  being  tne  contraiy  to  hii  will 

Whom  we  resist 

MHUnCs  Paradise  LosL 

Rumour  next,  and  chance. 

And  tumult  and  confusion  all  embroil*d, 

And  discoru  with  a  thousand  various  mouths. 

UUUnCs  Paradise  ItOsL 


He  spake :  and  to  oonfinn  his  words,  out  flew 
Millions  of  flaming  swords,  drawn  from  the  ihigitf 
Of  mighty  cherubim ;  the  sudden  blaze 
Far  round  illumin*d  hell :  highly  they  rag*d 
Against  the  High*st,  and  fierce  with  grasped  anni 
Clash'd  on  their  sounding  shields  the  din  of  war. 
Hurling  defiance  toward  the  vault  of  heaven. 

MHUnCs  ParadUe  LuL 

TIm  happbr  stats 

In  heaven,  which  follows  dignity,  might  draw 

£!nvy  flomcach  infbrior;  but  who  here 

Will  envy  whom  the  highest  place  exposes 

Foremost  to  stand  against  the  thund*rer*f  aim 

Your  bulwark,  and  condenms  to  greatest  share 

Ot*  endless  pain  7 

Milton's  PorvdtM  JmL 

What  peace  will  be  given 
To  us  enslav*d,  but  custody  severe. 
And  stripes,  and  arbitrary  punishment 
Inflicted  7  and  what  peaoe  can  we  retsin, 
But  to  our  power,  hostilttj,  and  hate, 
Untam*d  reluctance,  and  revenge,  though  slow, 
Yet  evor  plotting  how  the  cooq'ror  least 
May  reap  his  conquest,  and  may  least  rejoice 
In  doing  what  we  most  in  suflfering  feel? 

IfOton's  Paradiu  LoiL 

In  knots  they  stand,  or  in  a  rank  they  walk. 
Serious  in  aspect,  earnest  in  their  talk : 
Factious,  and  favouring  this  or  t*  other  side, 
As  their  strong  fancy  or  Weak  reason  guide. 

DrydeiCs  Palanum  and  Ardti, 

Great  discontents  there  are,  and  many  murmurs; 
Tlie  doors  are  all  shut  up :  the  wealthier  sort, 
With  arms  across,  and  hals  v^oa  their  oyes, 
Walk  to  and  fro  before  their  silent  shops; 
Whole  droves  of  lenders  crowd  the  bankers*  doora, 
To  call  in  money :  those  who  have  none,  mark 
Where  nxmey  goes;  for  when  they  rise — Htf 
plunder.  DrydaCs  Spamtk  Frier. 

That  taUdng  knave 
Consumes  his  time  in  speeches  to  the  rabble, 
And  sows  sedition  up  and  down  the  city 
Picking  up  discontented  fools,  belying 
The  senators  and  government ;  destroying 
Faith  among  honest  men,  and  praising  knavef. 

Oiway's  Caiue  Jtfsrtsi. 

And  since  the  raWe  now  is  onra, 
Keep  the  feels  ^ot,  preach  dangers  in  their  eaia 
Spread  false  reports  o*  tb*  senate ;  working  up 
Their  madness  to  a  fury  quick  and  despVate : 
Till  they  run  headlong  into  civil  discords, 
And  do  our  business  with  their  own  destroctioa. 

Otway's  Caius  Jforisa 
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How  dunt  th',  I  taj,  oppose  thj  eurship 
^6«liiflt  arms,  ftuthoritj  and  wonhip  7 

BuOer'M  HudOnxu. 

The  rest/  knaves  are  oTemm  with  ease, 
As  |denty  ever  is  the  nurse  of  ikction : 
.   If  m  good  days,  like  these,  the  headstrong  herd 
Grow  madly  wanton  and  repine ;  it  is 
Beoause  the  reins  of  power  are  held  too  slack, 
And  reverend  authority  of  late 
Has  worn  a  faoe  of  mercy  more  than  justice. 

Rovoe*B  Jane  Shore, 

The  state  b  out  of  time ;  distracting  fears 
And  jealous  doubts  jar  in  our  public  counsels ; 
Amidst  the  wealthy  city,  murmurs  rise, 
Loud  railings,  and  reproach,  on  these  that  rule. 
With  open  scorn  of  government ;  hence  credit. 
And  public  trust  *twixt  man  and  man  are  broke. 
The  golden  streams  of  commerce  are  withheld. 
Which  led  the  wants  of  needy  hinds,  and  artizans, 
Who  therefore  curse  the  great,  and  threat  rebellion. 

Rowe'e  Jane  Shore. 

CoTM  on  the  innovating  hand  attempts  it ! 
Remember  him,  the  villain,  righteous  heaven. 
In  thy  great  day  of  vengeance !  blast  the  traitor ! 
And  his  pernicious  counsels ;  who,  for  wealth. 
For  pow'r,  the  pride  of  greatness,  or  revenge, 
Would  plunge  his  native  land  in  civil  wars. 

Rowe'e  Jane  Shore. 

When  shall  the  deadly  hate  of  faction  cease. 
When  shall  our  long  divided  land  have  rest, 
If  entry  peevish,  moody  malcontent. 
Shall  set  the  senseless  rabble  in  an  uproar  f 
Fright  liiem  with  dangers,  and  perplex  their  braine. 
Each  day  with  some  ftotastic  giddy  change  ? 

Rowe'e  Jane  Shore, 

For  Ibrme  of  govenunent  let  ibols  contest; 
Wliate'er  is  best  administer*d  is  best 

Pope*e  Eeeay  on  Man. 

Who  strikes  at  Bov*reign  pow*r  had  need  strike 

home; 
For  storms  that  £iil  to  blow  the  cedar  down. 
May  tear  the  branches,  but  they  fix  the  roots. 

Jtffrtife  Edwin. 

The  more  the  bold,  the  bustling,  and  the  bad, 

Vrmmm  to  usurp  the  reins  of  power,  the  more 

Behoves  it  virtue,  with  indignant  seal, 

To  obock  their  combination. 

TiamoetL 


I  do  detpim  theee  demagogues,  that  firet 
Tbs  angfy  multitiide :  they  are  but  as 
Tbe  fi^ith  QpOQ  the  mountain  wave —the  bird 
'Ihfit  flfarieks  upon  the  Bullen  tempest's  wing* 

Sir  A.  BtmCo  Julian, 


Permitted  oft,  tho*  not  inspir*d  by  Heaven, 
Successfhl  treasons  punish  impioos  Jj^ngs 

Dr.  J€hnmm*»  Irene. 

Their  eyes  look  fire  on  him  who  questions  tfiem  i 
The  hollow  mum^urs  of  their  mutter*d  wrath 
Sound  dreadful  thro'  the  dark  extended  ranks. 
Like  subterranean  grumblings  of  an  earthquake 

Joanna  BaxUit^e  BamL 

Hie  land  is  full  of  blood :  her  savage  birds 

0*er  human  creatures  do  scream  and  batten : 

The  silent  hamlet  smokes  not ;  in  the  field 

The  aged  grandsire  turns  the  joyous  soil : 

Dark  spirits  are  abroad,  and  gentle  worth. 

Within  the  narrow  house  of  death,  is  laid 

An  early  tenant 

Joanna  BaiUie*e  EthwaUL 

Rebellion !  fiwl  dishonouring  word. 
Whose  wrongful  blight  so  oft  has  stain*d 
The  holiest  cause  that  tongue  or  sword 
Of  mortal  ever  lost  or  gainM ! 
How  many  a  spirit  bom  to  bless 
Hath  sunk  beneath  that  withering  name. 
Whom  but  a  day's,  an  hour's  success 
Had  wafled  to  etemal  &me ! 
As  exhalations,  when  they  bunt 
From  the  warm  earth,  if  chill'd  at  first, 
If  checkM  in  soaring  firom  the  plain. 
Darken  to  logs  and  sink  again  ;^— 
But  if  they  once  triumphant  spread 
Their  wings  above  the  mountain-head. 
Become  enthroned  in  upper  air. 
And  turn  to  sun-bright  glories  there ! 

Moore'e  LdUa  RoM 

I  know  that  there  are  angry  spirits 
And  turbulent  mutterers  of  stifled  treason. 
Who  hirk  in  narrow  places,  and  walk  oat 
Muffled  to  whisper  curses  to  the  night ; 
IXsbanded  soldiers,  discontented  ruffians. 
And  desperate  libertines  who  brawl  in  taverns. 

Byron^e  Dogh  ef  YtmDo, 

lie  sight 
Of  blood  to  crowds  begets  the  thirst  of  more. 
As  the  first  wine-cup  leads  to  the  long  revel ; 
And  yon  will  fbd  a  harder  task  to  quell 
Than  urge  them  when  they  have  commenced 

buttiU 
That  moment  a  mera  volee,  a  straw,  a  shadow, 
Are  capable  of  laming  them  aside. 

BfTOiCe  Doge  ef  Vemee 

A  spark  creates  the  flame ;  'tis  the  ksC  drop 
Which  makes  the  ciq[>ran  o'er,  and  mine  was  iialj 

Already. 

Byron's  Doge  of  Vtme** 
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I  have  Men  toine  nationi,  like  o'erloaded  assea, 
£ick  off  their  bordena— 4neaning  the  high  elaaaea. 

Byron, 

But  never  mind— >■* God  aave  the  kin^rr*  and 

kings! 

For  if  He  don*t,  I  doabt  if  men  will  longer ; 

I  think  I  hear  a  little  bird,  who  sings 

The  people  bye  and  bye  will  be  the  stronger, 

The  veriest  jade  wiU  wince,  whose  harness  wrings 

So  much  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wrong  her 

Beyond  the  rules  of  posting  —  and  the  mob 

At  last  will  fall  sick  of  imitating  Job. 

Byntu 

** Hoist  out  the  boat  .'**  was  now  the  leading  cry; 

And  who  dare  answer  **  no'^  to  mutiny, 

In  the  first  dawning  of  the  drunken  hour. 

The  saturnalia  of  unhoped-for  power  7 

Bynm, 

RECIPROCITY. 

Mutual  love,  the  crown  of  all  our  bliss, 

MiUon'i  ParadUe  Lo$t. 

Where  heart  meets  heart,  reciprocally  sofi, 
Each  other's  pillow  to  repose  divine. 

Be  thine  the  more  rcfin*d  delights 

Of  love  that  banishes  contrt^ 

When  the  fond  heart  with  heart  unites 

And  soub  in  unison  with  souL 

CartwrigkL 

The  all-absorbing  flame. 

Which  kindled  by  another,  grows  the  same, 

Wrapt  in  one  blaze. 

Byr0n*$  Child§  Hamid. 

And  many  hours  we  talk*d  in  joy, 

Yet  too  much  blcss'd  for  laughter ; 

I  was  a  happy  man  that  day, 

And  happy  ever  afVer. 

Jfn.  HmeUL 

Oft,  in  my  fancy's  wanderings, 

I  *ve  wish'd  that  little  isle  had  wings, 

And  we,  within  its  fairy  boweAS, 

Were  wafted  off  to  sooa  unknown. 
Where  not  a  pulse  should  beat  but  oui% 

And  we  might  live^  love,  die  alone. 

Moore  9  LaBa  Rookk 

Let  us  love  now  In  this  our  &irest  youth. 
When  hve  can  find  a  full  and  ftnd  return. 

PcmsoPs  Poemc 

And  canst  thou  not  accord  thy  heart 

In  unison  with  mine^- 

Whose  language  thou  almie  hast  heard, 

Thua  only  canst  divine  7 

lli((iif  Dotosi. 


RECONCILIATION.— (See  Reprht 

AJfCB.) 


REFINEMENT.— (See  Pumiif.) 


REFLECTION.— (See  Contbmplation.) 


REFORMATION. 

By  how  moch  better  than  my  word  I  am. 
By  so  much  shall  I  falsify  men's  hopes; 
And,  like  bright  metal  ou  a  sullen  ground, 
My  reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  fault, 
Shall  show  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 
Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  off. 
I  *11  so  offend,  to  make  offence  a  skill ; 
Redeeming  time,  when  men  think  least  I  wiU. 

8hak9.  Henry  IV,    Parti 

Formless  themselves,  reforming  do  pretend ; 
As  if  confusion  could  disorder  mend. 

DamePB  CM  War 

Faults  are  easier  look'd  in,  than  redress'd : 

Men  running  with  eager  violence, 

At  the  first  view  of  errors,  fresh  in  quest; 

As  they,  to  rid  an  inconvenience. 

Stick  not  to  raise  a  mischief  in  the  stead, 

Which  ailer  mocks  their  weak  improvidence ; 

And  therefore  do  not  make  your  own  sides  Ueed, 

To  pick  at  others. 

DojmTs  HasqiUlHi. 

Wise  eiperience 

Gives  us  to  know,  that  in  th*  lopping  of  trees, 

The  skilful  hand  prunes  but  the  lower  brancho, 

And  leaves  the  top  still  growing,  to  extract 

Sap  from  the  root,  as  meaning  to  refiirm. 

Not  to  destroy. 

Tatham'B  DittracUd  SUU. 


REGICIDE. 

To  do  this  deed. 

Promotion  follows :  if  I  could  find  example 

Of  thousands,  that  had  struck  anointed  king^ 

And  flouriah'd  after,  I  'd  not  do 't :  but  sines 

Nor  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  parchment,  bears  not  oosi 

Let  viUany  itself  forswear 't 

Shakt.  WMeHf  2Wa 

He 's  here  in  double  trust : 

First  as  I  am  his  kinsman  and  his  subject, 

Strong  both  against  the  deed ;  then,  as  his  host, 

Who  should  against  the  murderer  shut  the  door, 

Nor  bear  the  knife  myselC 

Skaki.MMat^ 
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Confbsion  now  hath  made  hh  master-pieoe ! 

Most  sacrilegious  murder  hath  broke  ope 

The  Lord^s  anointed  temple,  and  stole  thence 

The  Bfc  o'  the  boildinff. 

Shak9.  Mtebdh. 

O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen ! 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 
Whilst  bloody  treason  flourished  over  us. 

Skaki,  Jtdma  Cduar. 


RELIGION. 

Reb^n  is  a  branch,  first  set  and  blest 
By  heaT*n*s  high  finger  in  the  hearts  of  kings : 
Which  whilome  grew  into  a  goodly  tree. 
Bright  angels  sat  and  sung  upon  the  twigs, 
And  royal  branches  for  the  heads  of  kings 
Were  twisted  of  them. 

Chapman*$  ByrmC$  Centjnracf.    Port  IL 

Sacred  religion !  mother  of  ferm  and  jfear ! 
How  gorgeously  sometimes  dost  thou  sit  deck*d  7 
What  pompous  vestures  do  we  make  thee  wear  7 
What  stately  piles  we  prodigal  erect  7 
How  sweet  perfumM  art  thou,  how  shining  clear  7 
How  solemnly  obserrM ;  with  what  respect  7 
Another  time  all  plain,  all  quite  thread<-bafe : 
Thou  must  have  all  within,  and  nought  without; 
Sit  poorly  without  light,  disrob'd :  no  care 
Of  outward  grace  t*  amuse  the  poor  devout : 
Poorless,  unfoUow'd :  scarcely  men  can  spare 
Tlie  necessary  rites  to  set  thee  out 

DanUTi  MutopkSut. 

He  whom  God  chooseth,  out  of  doubt  doth  well : 
What  they  that  choose  their  Go^  do,  who  can  tell  7 

Lord  Brooki^t  Muitapha, 
Divinity,  wrested  by  some  factious  blood. 
Draws  swords,  swells  battles,  and  overthrows  all 
good.  Webiter'M  White  DemL 

He  wears  his  fkith  but  as  the  fashion  of 
His  hat ;  it  ever  changes  with  the  next  block. 

Shaki,  Much  ad(k 
Could  not  that  wisdom  which  first  broached  the 

wine, 
Have  thicken*d  it  with  definitions  7 
And  jagg*d  his  seamless  coat,  had  that  been  fine, 
With  curious  questions  and  divisions  7 
But  all  the  doctrine  which  he  taught  and  gave 
Was  clear  as  heav*%  from  whence  it  came : 
At  least  those  beams  of  truth,  which  only  save. 
Surpass  in  brightness  any  flame. 
Love  God,  and  love  your  neighbour ;  watch  and 

Do  as  yon  would  be  done  unto: 
O  dark  instructions,  ev*n  dark  as  day ! 
Who  can  these  gordian  knots  undot 

H$iherU 


Zeal  against  policy  maintains  debate ; 
Heav'n  gets  the  better  now,  and  now  the  states 
The  learned  do  by  turns  the  learnM  confute, 
Yet  all  depart  unalter*d  by  dispute. 
The  priestly  office  cannot  be  deny*d ; 
It  wears  heav*n*s  liv*ry,  and  is  made  our  guide  t 
But  why  should  we  be  punisfa'd  if  we  stray ; 
When  all  our  guides  dispute  which  is  the  way  7 

Earl  of  Orrery*$  Mwtapha. 

Great  piety  consists  in  pride; 
To  rule  is  tb  be  sanctified; 
To  domineer,  and  to  control, 
Both  o'er  the  body  and  the  soul. 
Is  tiie  most  perfect  discipline, 
Of  church  rule,  and  by  right  divine. 

Bwlkr'o  HudOnmo 

Henoe  'tis,  hypocrisy  as  well 

Will  serve  t*  improve  a  church  as  xeal; 

As  persecution  or  promotion 

Do  equally,  advance  devotion. 

BuOa^o  Hudibra9 

For  his  religion  it  vras  fit 
To  match  his  leamyig  and  his  wi}; 
*Twas  Presbyterian  true  blue; 
For  he  was  of  that  stubborn  crew 
Of  errant  saints,  whom  all  men  grant 
To  be  the  true  church  militant; 
Such  as  do  build  their  faith  upon 
The  holy  text  of  pike  and  gun : 
Decide  all  controversies  by 
InfUliUe  artillery; 
And  prove  their  doctrine  orthodox, 
By  apostolic  Mows  and  knocks; 
Call  ^e^  and  sword,  and  desolation, 
A  godly,  thorough  reformation. 
Which  always  must  be  carried  on. 
And  still  be  doing,  never  done; 
As  if  religion  were  intAded 
For  nothing  else  but  to  be  mended* 

BuOer'i  HuObiw, 

But  whither  went  hb  soul,  let  such  relate. 
Who  search  the  secrets  of  the  fhture  state : 
Divines  can  say  but  what  themselves  believe ; 
Strong  proofs  they  have,  bdt  not  demonstrative 
For,  wen  all  plain,  then  all  sides  must  agree, 
And  &ith  itself  be  lost  in  cerUinty. 
To  live  nprightiy  then  is  sun  the  best. 
To  sate  ourselves,  and  not  to  damn  the  lesL 

^Dryden^o  Pakmom  and  Areat, 

Devotian  in  dist)«ss 
Is  bora,  bal  vanishes  in  happiness. 

Dryden^o  TVrainite  Lorn, 

Tet  erowds  will  still  believe,  and  pri^sia  win  teacli 
As  wandering  flunoy,  and  as  infresl  leads. 

BmB€*$Roiial  Cmtotn 
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REU6I0N. 


Religioas  lustre  is,  by  native  innocence, 

DiTinclj  pore,  and  nmple  from  all  arte 

Yea  daab  and  dreae  her  like  a  commoa  mlitrew, 

The  harlot  of  jour  fanciee;  and  hj  addin^r 

False  beaatics,  which  she  wants  not,  make  the 

world 

Suspect  her  angePs  &oe  is  find  bcnesth, 

And  win  not  bear  all  lights. 

«   itoiM's  TctmerUne. 

Know, 
Without  or  star,  or  angel,  for  their  gttide^ 
Who  worship  God,  shall  find  him.    Humble  lore, 
And  not  proud  reason,  keeps  the  door  of  heaven: 
Love  finds  admission,  where  ptoud  science  fiJlSi 

Ystt^s  Nigki  Thaaghtt. 

True  religion 
Is  always  mild,  propitious,  and  humble, 
Plays  not  the  tyrant,  plants  no  faith  in  blood ; 
Nor  bears  destruction  on  her  chariot-wheeb  f 
But  stoops  to  polish,  succour,  and  redress, 
And  builds  her  grandeur  on  the  public  good. 

MiOa't  MakomeL 

'  What  a  reasonless  machine 
Can  superstition  make  the  reas^ner  man ! 

MUiir^M  MahonuL 

Ere  wit  oblique  had  broke  that  steady  light, 
Man,  like  his  Maker,  saw  that  all  was  right; 
To  virtue  in  the  paths  of  pleasure  trod. 
And  ownM  a  fiither  when  he  own*d  a  God. 
Love  all  the  faith,  and  all  th*  allegiance  thea : 
For  nature  knew  no  right  divine  in  men. 
No  ill  could  fear  in  God ;  and  understood 
A  so\ereign  being,  but  a  sovereign  good. 
True  fiiitb,  truo  policy,  united  ran ; 
That  was  but  love  of  God,  and  this  of  man. 

P^$  fsssy  en  Jtflm. 

Say,  first,  of  God  above,  or  man  below, 
What  can  we  reason,  but  from  what  we  know  7 
Of  man,  what  see  we  but  his  station  here, 
From  which  to  reason,  or  to  which  reftr  7 
Through  worlds  unnumber*d  though  the  God  be 

known, 
*T  is  ours  to  trace  him  only  in  our  own. 

Pope's  £ssay  on  Man. 

Slave  to  no  sect,  who  takes  no  private  mad. 
But  looks  through  nature  ny  lo  nalore's  God» 

iypf's  JBfsay  en  Jtfaii. 

For  virtaoV  if  If  may  too  much  leal  be  had; 

i  hu  worst  of  madmen  is  a  saint  nm  mad. 

Pepe. 

As  some  to  ehorch  repairt 
Not  for  the  doctrine,  bat  the  msMio  th^rt 

Pcpe. 


Who  builds  a  church  to  God,  and  not  to  &iiiai| 
Will  never  mark  the  marble  with  his  name. 


Milton*s  strong  pinion  now  not  heaven  can  liiund. 

Now,  serpentplike,  in  prose  he  sweeps  the  ground, 

In  quibbles  angel  and  archangel  join. 

And  God  the  Father  turns  a  school  dirine. 

Pep& 

Oh,  come,  oh,  teach  me  nature  to  subdue. 
Renounce  my  love,  my  life,  myself — and  yon! 
Fdl  my  fond  heart  with  God  akme,  for  He 
Alone  can  rival,  and  succeed  to  thee. 

Pipe's  ISbiss. 

O  Hioo !  dark,  awfhl,  vast,  mysterious  power, 
Whom  Christians  worship,  yet  not  comprehend : 
If  ignorant  of  thy  new  laws  I  stray, 
Shed  from  thy  distant  heav*n,  where'er  it  shines, 
One  ray  of  guardian  light,  to  clear  my  way : 
And  teach  me  first  to  find,  then  act  thy  wilL 

To  give  religion  her  unbridled  scope. 
Nor  judge  by  statute  a  believer's  hope. 

Cauptr'i  Table  TalL 

Priests  have  invented,  and  the  world  admir'd 
What  knavish  priesti  promulgate  as  inspir'd ; 
Till  reaeon,  now  no  longer  overaw'd. 
Resumes  her  pow'rs,  and  spurns  the  cfaunsy  frau^ 

Cei^par's  Tineimum, 

Whether  fiixn  principle,  or  jail  dismay. 
Springs  thy  morality,  we  dare  not  say. 

Dr.  WoUcWm  Pder  Pindar 

Methinks  it  is  not  strange  then,  that  I  fled 

The  house  of  prayer,  and  made  the  lonely  grove 

My  temple,  at  the  foot  of  some  oM  oak. 

Watching  the  little  tribes  that  had  their  world 

Within  its  mossy  bark ;  or  laid  me  down 

Beside  the  rivulet  whose  murmuring 

Was  silence  to  my  soul,  and  mark*d  the  swarm 

Whose  light-edged  shadows  on  the  bedded  sand 

MirrorM  their  many  qx>rts ;  the  insect  hum. 

The  flow  of  waters,  and  the  song  of  birds, 

Making  a  holy  music  to  mine  ear : 

Oh !  was  it  strange,  if  for  such  scenes  as  these. 

Such  deep  devoutness,  such  intense  dehght 

Of  quiet  adoration,  I  forsook 

Tlie  house  of  worship  7 

SouAeffa  Joan  tfAft. 

In  short,  what  will  not  mortal  man  do  7 
And  now  that— strife  and  bloodshed  past— 
We  *ve  done  on  earth  what  harm  we  can  do^ 
We  gravely  take  to  heaven  at  last ; 
And  think  its  fiivouring  smile  to  purchase, 
O  Lord !  good  Lord !  by  building  churches ! 

Mcare'a  Memorial  to  Cengreoa, 
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Upon  my  oonduct  as  a  whole  decide. 
Such  trifling  errors  let  my  virtQee  hide ; 
Fail  I  at  meetings  7  am  I  sleepy  there  ? 
My  porse  refiue  I  with  the  priest  to  share  t 
Do  I  deny  the  poor  a  helping  hand  7 
Or  stop  the  wicked  women  in  the  strand  7 
Or  drink  at  club  beyond  a  certain  pitch  7 
Which  are  your  charges  7  conscience,  tell  me 
which  7  Crahbe, 

And  they  believe  him !  oh !  the  loyer  may 
Difltmst  that  look  which  steals  his  soul  away  ;— 
The  babe  may  cease  to  think  that  it  can  play 
With  heaven*s  rainbow:  —  alchymists  may  doubt 
Hie  shining  gold  their  crucible  gives  out ; 
Bat  faith,  fanatic  faith,  once  wedded  fast 
To*Bome  dear  fidsehood,  hugs  it  to  the  last. 

Moor^M  LaUa  Rookh. 

Bat  thus  it  is,  all  sects,  we  see. 
Hate  watchwords  of  morality ; 
Some  cry  out  Venos,  others  Jove, 
Here  't  is  religion,  there  His  love ! 


Moof$» 


I  find  the  doctors  and  the  sages 
Have  differ*d  in  all  climes  and  ages, 
And  two  in  fiAy  scarce  agree 
On  what  is  pure  morality. 


Moore, 


My  altars  aro  the  nooatains  and  the  ooeai^ 
Earth,  air,  stars,— ail  that  springs  from  the  great 

whdei 
Who  hath  produc*d,  and  will  receive  the  seuL 

Byron* 

Thm  didst  not  leave  me,  oh  my  God ! 

Thon  wert  with  those  who  bore  the  truth  of  old 
Into  the  deserts  from  the  oppressor's  rod. 

And  made  the  caverns  of  the  rock  their  fold ; 
And  in  the  hidden  chambers  of  the  dead. 
Our  guiding  lamp^  with  fire  immortal  fed. 

Jlfrs.  Hemani'$  Poeau, 

Love  never  fails ;  though  knowledge  cease, 

lliough  prc^hecies  decay, 

Love — Christian  love,  shall  still  increase, 

Shall  still  extend  her  sway.  _ 

fvflatfifi  X  sfer* 

CUng  to  thy  faith — *t  is  higher  than  the  thought 
That  questions  of  thy  faith. 

itfft.  R  Odkeo  Sridtk 

Man,  by  nature  proud. 
Was  taught  the  scriptures  by  the  love  of  praise^ 
And  grew  religioosy  as  he  grew  in  fame. 

PoUoek'i  Cmum  tf  Tine. 

The  absobAely  true  relifioa  it 
b  heaven  only ;  yea,  in  Deity. 


REMEMBRANCE. 

Remember  thee  7 

Tea,  fVom  the  table  of  my  memory 

I  *11  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  record:*, 

All  saws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressures  pest, 

That  youth  and  observation  copied  there ; 

And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  live 

Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 

Unmix*d  with  baser  matter. 

Shalto.  ffawhL 

O,  it  comes  o*cr  my  memory. 

As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  infected  house. 

Boding  to  alL 

Shakt,  OikdBk, 

Thus  hath  the  course  of  justice  wheelM  about. 

And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time ; 

Having   no  more  but   thought  of  what   tboiD 

wert, 
To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art 

Shttlta.  Richard  IIL 

AfaZcotm.  — Dispute  it  like  a  man. 

Macduff,  —  I  shall  do  so : 

But  I  must  also  fbel  it  as  a  man : 

I  cannot  but  remember  such  things  were. 

That  were  most  precious  to  me. 

8hak§,  MachiLh. 

Keep  this  remembranee  £>r  thy  Julians  sake. 

Shako,  Romeo  and  JuiieL 

She  sent  him  roaeaaij,  to  the  intent  that  he  should 

hold  her  in  rememberance. 

Drayton, 

She  plac'd  it  sad,  with  needless  fear, 

Lest  time  should  shake  my  wavering  soul  — 

Unconscious  that  her  image  there 

Ht^d  every  sense  in  fast  control 

Byromt 

Oh!  onlydiose 

Whose  souls  have  &It  this  one  idolatry, 

Can  tell  how  precious  is  the  slightest  thing 

Affection  gives  and  hallows !    A  dead  flower 

Will  long  be  kept,  remembrancer  of  looks 

That  made  each  leaf  a  treasure. 

Miii  London. 

Man  hath  a  weary  pilgrimage. 

As  through  the  world  he  wends ; 
On  every  stage,  fhnrn  yoofth  to  age, 

SdU  discontent  attends ; 
With  heaviness  iie  easts  his  eye 

Upon  the  rnad  belbre^ 
And  still  remembers  with  a  sigh. 

The  days  that  are  no  more. 
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There  *8  not  an  hoar 

Of  dajr,  or  dreaming  night,  but  I  am  with  thee : 

There's  not  a  wind  bat  whispers  of  thy  name ; 

And  not  a  flower  that  sleeps  beneath  the  moon, 

But  in  its  fragrance  tells  a  tale 

Of  thee. 

Proetor* 

There  *s  not  a  look,  a  word  of  thine, 

Mj  seal  hath  e*^  forgot ; 
Thou  ne*er  hast  bid  a  ringlet  shine. 
Nor  given  thy  locks  one  graceful  twine. 

Which  I  remember  not 


Thy  imagM  fonn  I  shall  survey. 

And,  pausing  at  the  view. 
Recall  thy  gentle  smile,  and  say, 

**  Oh,  such  a  maid  I  knew  !** 

WUUam  Li$U  BmoUt, 

When  shall  we  come  to  that  delightfhl  day, 
When  each  can  say  to  each,  **i>otl  fAoii  remem- 
herT** 
Let  us  fill  urns  with  rose-leaves  in  our  May, 
And  hive  the  thrifty  sweetness  for  December! 

Bti/toer'c  Poems. 

Oh !  these  are  the  words  that  eternally  utter 

The  spell  that  is  seldom  cast  o*er  us  in  vain ; 

With  the  wings  and  the  wand  of  a  fairy  they 

flutter. 

And  draw  a  charm*d  circle  about  us  again. 

We  return  to  the  spot  where  our  Infancy  gam* 

boird ; 

We  linger  once  more  in  the  haunts  of  our  youth ; 

We  re-tread  where  young  Passion  first  stealthily 

rambled. 

And  whispers  are  heard  flifl  of  Nature  and 

Truth, 

Saying, «  Don't  you  remember  7" 

£ZtM  Cook, 
Remember  me,  I  pray  >—  but  not 

In  Flora's  gay  and  blooming  hour. 
When  every  brake  hath  found  its  note. 

And  sunshine  smiles  in  every  flower ; 
Bat  when  the  fiilling  leaf  is  sere. 

And  withers  sadly  fhnn  the  tree. 
And  o'er  the  ruins  of  the  year 

Cold  autumn  weeps,— remember  me. 

Bdtoard  Everett, 
Remember  me— *  not,  I  entreat, 

Tn  scenes  of  festal  week-day joy; 
JT.ir  then  it  were  not  kind  or  meet 

Thy  thoughts  tliy  pleamuea  should  aUoy ; 
fi  jt  on  the  sacred  Sabbath  day, 

Anu,  dearest,  on  thy  bended  knee. 
When  thou  for  those  thou  lov'st  dost  pray. 

Sweet  sister,  then  remember  me. 

Edward  Eoerett, 


I  think  of  thee  when  morning  springs 

From  sleep,  with  plumage  bath'd  in  dew. 
And,  like  a  young  bird,  lifts  its  wings 

Of  gladness  on  the  welkin  blue ; 
And  when,  at  noon,  the  breath  of  love 

O'er  flower  and  stream  is  wandering  free, 
And  sent  in  music  from  the  grove, 

I  think  of  theo  —  I  think  of  thee. 

Oeorge  J).  Prentx^ 
I  think  of  thee,  when,  soft  and  wide, 

Hie  evening  spreads  her  robes  of  light. 
And,  like  a  young  and  timid  bride, 

Sits  blushing  in  the  arms  of  night : 
And  when  the  moon's  sweet  crescent  springs 

In  light  o'er  heaven's  wide  waveless  sea. 
And  stars  are  forth,  like  blessed  things, 

I  think  of  thee  —  I  think  of  thee. 

George  D,  Preadco, 


REPENTANCE. 

In  ashes  and  sackcloth  he  did  array 
His  dainty  course,  proud  humours  to  abate ; 
And  dieted  with  fasting  every  day. 
The  swellmgs  of  his  wounds  to  mitigate ; 
And  made  him  pray  both  early  and  eke  late: 
And  ever  as  superfluous  flesh  did  rot, 
Amendment  ready  still  at  hand  did  wait 
To  pluck  it  out  with  pincers  fiery  hot, 
Tliat  soon  in  him  was  left  no  one  corrupted  spot, 

Sjpntser't  Fotry  Qv«at 

Who  by  repentance  is  not  satisfied. 
Is  nor  of  heaven,  mat  earth. 

Shako,  Two  Gentlemen  of  Veram 

If  hearty  sorrow 
Be  a  sufficient  ransom  for  oflTenoe, 
I  tender  it  here ;  I  do  as  truly  suffer. 
As  e'er  I  did  commit 

Shako,  Two  Gentlemen  of  Feruna 

They  say  best  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults; 
And,  for  the  most,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad :  —  so  ipay  my  husband. 

Shako,  Meaourefor  Meaouro 

Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood. 

With  such  a  heady  current,  scow'ring  faults. 

Nor  never  Hydra-headed  wilfulness 

So  soon  did  lose  his  seat,  and  fall  at  once. 

As  in  this  king. 

Shako,  Henry  V 

I  survive. 
To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  world ; 
To  frustrate  prophecies;  and  to  raie  out 
Rotten  qunion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  seeming. 

S3ioko,  Henry  IV,    Pari  J 1 
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Let  me  tell  the  world. 
If  he  OQt.Iive  the  envy  of  this  day, 
"England  did  never  owe  eo  sweet  a  hope, 
So  much  misconstrtxed  ia  his  wantonnesfl^ 

Shakt.  Henry  IV.    Part  1, 

Tet  time  serres,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Your  banish'd  honours,  and  restore  yourselvet 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again. 

Shdks.  Henry  IV,    Pari  I. 

I  do  not  shame 
To  tel]  yoQ  what  I  was,  since  my  conyersion 
So  sweetly  tastes,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Shak$.  Aiyouhkeit. 

Like  gross  terms, 
The  prince  wiD,  in  the  perfectness  of  dme, 
Oist  off  his  ftllowers :  and  their  memory 
Shan  as  a  pattern  or  a  measure  live, 
By  which  his  grace  must  mete  the  life  of  others ; 
Turning  post  eyils  to  advantage. 

Shaka.  Hemy  IV.    Part  IL 

When  thou  dost  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been. 
Approach  me,  and  thou  shalt  be  as  thou  wast, 
The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riot%— 
Till  then  I  banish  thee. 

Shaki,  Henry  IV,    Part  IL 

Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-bom  jest ; 

Presume  not,  that  X  am  the  thing  I  was : 

For  heayen  doth  know,  so  shall  the  world  perceiye, 

That  I  haye  tum'd  away  my  former  self; 

So  will  I  those  that  kept  me  company. 

Shah9,  Henry  IV.    Part  IL 
Like  bright  metal  on  a  sullen  ground, 
My  reformatioD,  glittering  o'er  my  fault, 
Shall  show  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes, 
Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  o01 

Shah,  Henry  IV,    Part  L 

What  is  done  cannot  be  now  amended : 
Men  shall  deal  unadvisedly  sometimes, 
Which  after  hours  give  leisure  to  repent 

Shake.  Richard  IIL 

The  drunkard,  after  all  his  lavish  cups. 

Is  dry,  and  then  is  sober ;  so  at  length. 

When  you  awake  from  this  lascivious  dream. 

Repentance  then  wiU  follow,  like  the  sting 

PlacM  in  the  adder^s  tail 

Webeter'e  WhUe  Demi 

Heaven  and  angels 
Take  great  delight  in  a  converted  sinner : 
Why  should  you  then,  a  servant  and  professor. 
Differ  so  much  firom  them  7  if  every  woman. 
That  commits  evil,  should  be  therefore  kept 
Back  in  desires  of  goodness,  how  should  virtue 
Be  known  and  honour*d7 

MiddletonU  Women  heteare  Women. 


Man  should  do  nothing  that  he  shonld  repent ; 
But  if  he  have,  cmd  say  that  he  is  sorry ; 
It  is  a  worse  fault,  if  he  be  not  truly. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 

Before 

We  end  our  pilgrimage,  't  is  fit  tliat  we 

Should  leave  corruption,  and  foul  sin,  behind  us. 

But  with  wash'd  feet  and  hands,  the  heathens  dar*d 

not 

Enter  their  profane  temples ;  and  for  me 

To  hope  my  passage  to  eternity 

Can  be  made  easy,  till  I  have  shook  off 

The  burthen  of  my  sins  in  free  confession. 

Aided  with  sorrow,  and  repentance  for  them. 

Is  against  reason. 

Maeeinger^e  Emperor  of  the  EatL 

Sorrow  for  past  ills,  doth  restore  frail  man 

To  his  first  innocence. 

NM$^$  Mierocomnut 

*T  is  not,  to  cry  God  mercy,  or  to  sit 
And  droop,  or  to  confoss  that  thoo  hast  fkilM : 
*  T  is  to  bewail  the  sins  thou  didst  commit ; 
And  not  commit  those  sins  thou  hast  bewailM. 
He  that  bewails  and  not  forsakes  them  too ; 
Confesses  rather  what  he  means  to  do. 

Quaries 

*T  is  not  too  late  to  recant  all  this ; 
And  there  is  oft  more  glory  in  repenting 
Us  of  some  errors,  than  never  to  have  err*d : 
Because  we  find  there  are  more  folks  have  judg- 
ment 
Than  ingenuity. 

Fountam^o  Retoarde  of  Ftttvc 

As  carnal  teamen  in  a  storm 
Turn  pious  converts  and  reform. 

BuUer^e  HudUmu 

Habitual  evils  change  not  on  a  sudden^ 
But  many  days  must  pass,  and  many  sorrows ; 
Conscious  remorse,  and  anguish  must  be  felt. 
To  curb  desire,  to  break  the  stubborn  will. 
And  work  a  second  nature  in  the  soul, 
Ere  virtue  can  resume  the  place  she  lost 

Rowe'e  Vlyeeeo 

Come,  &ir  repentance,  daughter  of  the  skies ! 
Soft  harbinger  of  soon  returning  virtue ! 
Tlie  weeping  messenger  of  grace  from  heav*n ! 

Brown*$  Atkeltum 

So  do  the  dark  in  soul  expire. 

Or  live  like  scotpion  girt  by  fire ; 

So  writhes  the  mind  remorse  hath  riven, 

Unfit  for  earth,  undoom'd  for  heaven. 

Darkness  above,  despair  beneath. 

Around  it  flame,  within  it  death. 

Bvron 
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A.  change  in  Peter's  life  ye  most  not  hope : 

To  try  to  wash  &n  ass*s  iace^ 

Is  really  labour  to  misplace ; 

And  really  loss  of  time  as  well  tM  soap. 

Dr.  WdutPB  Pder  PindtKr. 

ICgh  mtnds  of  native  pride  and  force, 
Moet  deeply  feel  thy  pan^  remorse ! 
Fear  for  their  scoorge  mean  villains  ha^ ; 
Thou  art  the  torturer  of  the  brave. 

Scott 9  momwtL 

Some  who  offend  from  a  suspicious  nature. 
Will  afterward  such  fair  confession  make 
As  turns  e*en  the  offence  into  a  favour. 

Joanna  BaiUie*»  De  MtnOford, 

Priest,  spare  Ay  words;  I  add  not  to  my  sins 
Hiat  of  presumption,  in  pretending  now 
To  offer  up  to  heaven  the  fiircM  repentance 
Of  some  short  moments  for  a  life  of  crimes. 

Joanna  BaUIWo  Orra, 

Repentance  often  finds  too  late, 

To  wound  us  is  to  harden ; 
And  Love  is  on  the  verge  of  Hate, 

Each  time  it  stoops  fer  pardon. 

Buhoer^M  Poemo. 

1  have  deeply  felt 
The  mockery  of  the  hollow  shrine  at  which  my 

spirit  knelt 
Mine  is  the  requiem  of  jrears  in  reckless  felly 

passed, 
l^e  wail  above  departed  hopes  on  a  frail  venture 

cast; 
rhe  vain  regret  that  steals  above  the  wreck  of 

squanderM  hours, 
Like  the  sighing  of  the  autumn  wind  over  the 

faded  flowers.  WhiUier'o  Poms. 


REPROOF. 

Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her.    She*s  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  strokes, 

And  strokes  death  to  her. 

Shah$,  Cymb^Une, 

Thou  tarn*st  mine  eyes  into  my  very  soul. 

And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots, 

Km  will  not  leave  their  tinct 

Shako.  Hamld. 

ff  any  here  chance  to  behold  himself 
f  «et  him  not  dare  to  challenge  me  of  wrong ; 
For,  if  he  shame  to  have  his  follies  known. 
First  he  should  shame  to  act  them.   My  strict  hand 
Was  made  to  seize  on  vice ;  and,  with  a  gripe, 
Squeeze  out  the  humour  of  such  spongy  naturw. 
AM  lick  up  ev  ry  idle  vanity. 

Jonmm^o  Every  Man  mdofUo  Hwmmtr, 


Prithee,  fntgive  me; 
I  did  but  chide  in  jest,  the  best  kires  nse  it 
Sometimes,  it  sets  an  edge  upon  affection. 
When  we  inrite  oar  best  friends  to  a  feast, 
*T  is  not  all  sweet-meats  that  we  set  beioK  them; 
Hiere  *s  somewhat  sharp  and  salt,  both  to  wb«t 

appetite. 
And  make  them  taste  their  wine  well :  So  methisk^ 
Alter  a  friendly,  sharp,  and  savoury  chiding, 
A  kiss  tastes  wondrous  well,  and  feU  o^  the  fitpe. 
MiddUUnCo  Women  haoan  Waaau 

Do  not  with  too  severe 
A  harshness  chide  the  error  of  bis  love; 
Lest  like  a  crystal  stream,  ^riiich  unoppos*d,  • 
Rons  with  a  smooth  brow  gently  in  its  coone, 
Being  stopp*d  o*  th'  sudden,  his  calm  natore  rioti 
Into  a  wilful  fury,  and  persists 
In  his  intended  fancy! 

ClapAome'o  Albertuo  WalUsiUdM. 

Reprove  not  in  his  wrath  incensed  man; 
Good  counsel  comes  clean  out  of  season  tfae&: 
But  when  his  fury  is  appeased,  and  pass'd, 
He  will  conceive  his  fault,  and  mend  at  last 

Aoitdo^ 

I  will  not  let  thee  sleep,  nor  eat,  nor  drink ; 
But  I  will  ring  thee  such  a  piece  of  chiding, 
Tliou  shalt  confess  the  troubled  sea  more  calm; 
That  thunder  with  less  violence  dcates  the  air: 
The  ravens,  screech-owls,  and  the  mandrakeV 

vcaoe 
Shall  bo  thy  constant  music. 

Randdjik**  Jeahmt  Lmen. 

Thou  disoord  in  this  chanX  harmony ! 
That  dost  profene  the  bvcliest  light  and  air 
God  ever  gave :  be  still,  and  look,  and  Usten ! 

Af  rs.  Oogood'o  Poeai, 

How  dare  you  bring  your  inharmonious  hcaxt 

To  such  a  soene  T    How  dare  you  let  your  voice 

Talk  out  of  tune  so  with  the  voice  of  God 

In  earth  and  sky? 

Jfrs.  Oogood'i  Poai9. 

Take  back  your  cold,  inane,  and  carping  mind 
Into  the  world  you  came  from  and  belong  to— 
The  work!  of  common  cares  and  sordid  aims. 

Afrs.  Oogood'o  Poem^ 


REPUTATION. 

Myself  I  throw,  dread  sovereign,  at  thy  feet; 
My  life  thou  shalt  command,  but  not  my  dbiasi 
The  one  my  duty  owes ;  bat  my  fair  name, 
(Despite  of  death,  that  lives  upon  my  grave) 
To  dark  dishonoor's  use  thou  shalt  not  have. 

&iak».  Richard  n 


RESOLUTION. 
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Tht  parest  treasure  mortal  timet  afford, 

Ib  spotless  reputation ;  that  away, 

Men  are  but  gilded  loam,  or  painted  clay. 

Shaki,  Richard  IL 

Thy  credit  wary  keep,  't  is  quickly  gone : 
Being  got  by  many  actions,  lost  by  one. 

RandoLph, 

The  reputation 

Of  virtuous  actions  pass'd,  if  not  kept  up 

By  an  access,  and  fresh  supply  of  new  ones. 

Is  lost  and  soon  forgotten ;  and  like  palaces. 

For  want  of  habitation  and  repair. 

Dissolve  to  heaps  of  ruin. 

Dmham'i  Sophy, 

No  crime  to  bold,  but  would  be  understood 
A  real,  or  at  least  a  seeming  good : 
Who  fears  not  to  do  ill,  yet  feiirs  the  name, 
And  fi-ce  from  conscience,  is  a  slave  to  fiune. 

Vtnham. 

He  that  is  rcspectless  in  his  courses. 
Oft  sells  his  reputation  at  cheap  market. 

0  reputation !  dearer  6ir  than  lift, 

Thou  precious  balsam,  lovely,  sweet  of  smeU, 

Whose  cordial  drops  once  spilt  by  some  rash  hand, 

Not  ail  the  owner^s  care,  nor  the  repenting  toil 

Of  the  rude  spiller,  ever  ^can  collect 

To  its  first  parity  and  native  sweetness. 

SeweffB  Sir  Waller  Rakigh. 


RESOLUTION. 

When  resolution  hath  preparM  the  will ; 
It  wants  no  helps  to  further  any  ill. 

Mirror  far  Magi$trate$» 

Ut  come  what  will,  I  mean  to  bear  it  out. 
And  either  Uve  with  glorious  victory, 
Or  die  with  fame,  rcnownM  for  chivalry : 
He  is  not  worthy  of  the  honey-comb. 
That  shuns  the  hive  because  the  bees  have  stings. 

Shakt. 

Experience  teacheth  ns 

Tliat  resolution  *s  a  sole  help  at  need : 

And  this,  my  lord,  our  honour  teacheth  as. 

That  we  be  bold  in  every  enterprise : 

Then  since  there  is  no  way,  but  fight  or  die. 

Be  resdute,  my  lord,  for  victory. 

Shaki. 

Ill  fight,  tin  from  my  hemes  the  flesh  be  hackU— 

Give  me  my  armour. 

Shaki,  Macbeth. 

Kmg  the  alarnm-bell :  blow,  wind !  come,  wrack ! 
At  least  we  H  die  with  harness  on  oor  back. 

Shaki.  Macbdh. 
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Hang  out  our  banners ;  on  the  outward  walls 
The  cry  is  stiU,  they  come :  our  castle*s  strcngfth 
Will  laugh  a  siege  to  scorn  :  here  lot  thcra  lie, 
Till  famine,  and  the  ague,  eat  them  up : 
Were  they  not  forc'd  with  those  that  should  be  ourn. 
We  might  have  met  them  dareful,  beard  to  beard, 
And  beat  them  backward  home. 

Shake,  Machdh, 

I  will  not  yield. 
To  kiss  the  ground  before  young  Malcolm's  feet. 
And  to  be  baited  with  the  rabble's  curse. 
Though  Birnam  wood  bo  come  to  Dunsinane, 
And  thou  oppcs'd,  being  of  no  woman  born. 
Yet  will  I  try  the  last :  before  my  body 
I  throw  my  warlike  shield :  lay  on,  MacdufiT; 
And  damn*d  be  him  that  first  cries.  Hold,  enough. 

Shake,  Maeheih 

Why  look  you  sad  7 
Be  great  in  act,  as  you  have  been  in  thought : 
Let  not  the  world  see  foar,  and  sad  distrust 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye : 
Be  stirring  as  the  time :  be  fire  with  fire ; 
Threaten  the  threat'ner,  and  outface  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror :  so  shall  inferior  eyes. 
That  borrow  their  behaviour  from  tlie  great. 
Grow  great  by  your  example ;  and  put  on 
The  dauntless  spirit  of  resolution. 
Away,  and  glister  like  the  god  of  war, 
When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field ; 
Show  boldness  and  aspiring  confidence. 
What !  shall  they  seek  the  lion  in  his  den. 
And  fright  him  there?  and  make  him  tremble 

there  7 
O,  let  it  not  be  said !  forage,  and  run 
'H)  meet  diq>leasure  further  fi'om  the  doors ; 
And  grapple  with  him,  ere  he  come  too  nigh. 

Shake,  King  John. 

Lot  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears ;  present  me 

Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horses'  heels ; 

Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock, 

That  the  precipitation  might  down  stretch 

Below  the  beam  of  sight,  yet  will  I  still 

Be  thus  to  them. 

Shaki,  Coridanmi 

Do  not,  for  one  repulse,  forego  the  purpose 

That  yon  resolvM  to  effect 

Shdktpeaif 

All  the  soul 
Of  man  is  resolution;  which  expires 
Never  from  valiant  men,  till  their  last  breatli  j 
And  then  with  it,  like  a  flame  extinguished 
For  want  of  matter ;  it  does  not  die,  but 
Rather  ceases  to  live. 

ChapnunCi  Revenge  far  Wemttn 
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Brave  reiolation ;  I  am  pitnid  to  aee 
So  sweet  a  g^aA  apon  a  woimwood  tree ; 
Wlioee  juice  is  ^raU,  bat  jret  the  fruit  meet  rare. 
Heffwood'9  Fair  Maid  tf  the  Exchangt. 

Ekitice  the  trairty  sun 

From  his  ecliptic  line,  he  shall  obey 

Vour  beck,  and  wander  from  his  sphere,  ere  I 

From  my  resoWes. 

Baron*9  Mhrxa. 

If  your  resolutions  be  like  mine, 
We  will  yet  g'ire  oar  sorrows  a  brare  end. 
Justice  is  for  us,  so  may  fbrtane  be : 
I  *m  a  bright  proof  of  her  inconstancy. 
Bat  if  no  god  will  lend  as  any  aid, 
liCtns  be  gods  and  fbrtane  to  ourselves. 

Crmtm*9  DarutB, 

Men  make  resobpes,  and  pass  into  decrees 
The  motions  of  the  mind !  with  how  much  ease, 
In  such  resolves,  doth  passion  make  a  flaw, 
And  bring  to  nothing  what  was  rais'd  to  law. 

ChmdOL 

There  lies  no  desert  in  the  land  of  life, 
For  e*en  that  tract  that  barrenest  doth  seem, 
LabourM  of  thee  in  faith  and  hope,  shall  teem 
With  heavenly  harvests  and  rich  gatherings  rife. 

Francet  KemhU  BuOer. 

They  waken, 

Sach  thoughts  as  these,  an  energy, 

A  spirit  that  will  not  be  shaken 

Till  frail  mortality  shall  die. 

WtSii**  PoeiM, 

There  *b  no  impossibility  to  him 

Who  stands  prepar'd  to  conquer  every  hazard : 

The  fearful  are  the  failing. 

ilfrf .  HqI«^$  Omumd  Gmnenot, 

Press  on !  there  *s  no  vuch  word  as  fail ; 

Press  nobly  on !  the  goal  is  near— 
Ascend  the  mountain !  breast  the  gale ! 

Look  upward,  onward — never  fear! 
Why  shouldst  thou  faint  7    Heaven  smiles  above. 

Though  storm  and  vapour  intervene ; 
That  sun  shines  on,  whose  name  is  Love, 

Serenely  o*er  life*s  shadow*d  sceno. 

Park  Benjamin, 

Press  on  *  if  Fortune  play  thee  false 

To-day,  to-morrow  she  *11  be  true ; 
Wiiom  now  she  sinks  she  now  exalts, 

Taking  old  gifls  an^  granting  new. 
Tiiv  wisdom  of  the  present  hour 

Makes  up  for  fellies  past  and  gone ; 
'j'o  weakness  strength  succeeds,  and  power 

From  frailty  springs — press  on !  press  on! 

Park  BenfamifL 


RESURRECTION. 


And 


*T  is  come,  the  glorious  mom !  the  second  birth 

Of  heaven  and  earth !  awakening  nature  hean 

The  new  creating  word,  and  starts  to  life. 

In  every  heigbten*d  fbrm,  from  pain  and  death 

For  ever  free. 

7%omson*f  Seasoim 

Ye  vainly  wise !  ye  blind  presumptuous !  now« 

Confounded  in  the  dust,  adore  that  power 

And  wisdom  oft  arraign'd :  see  now  the  cause, 

Why  unassuming  worth  in  secret  iiv*d, 

And  died  neglected :  why  the  good  man*s  shars 

In  life  was  gaU  and  bitterness  of  soul : 

Why  the  lone  widow  and  her  orphans  pin*d 

In  starving  solitude ;  while  luxury. 

In  palaces,  lay  straining  her  low  thoughts 

To  ferm  unreal  wants. 

ThommiCs  Seaaoai, 

Now  starting  np  among  tiie  living  chang'd. 
Appeared  innumerous  the  risen  dead, 
Blach  particle  of  dust  was  claim*d :  the  tur^ 
For  ages  trod  beneath  the  careless  feet 
Of  men,  rose,  organized  in  human  ferm. 

PoUoek'i  Cmnrte  of  Tinu. 

The  doors  of  death  were  open'd ;  and  in  the  dark 
And  loathsome  vault,  and  silent  charnel-hoose, 
Moviiig,were  heard  the  mouldered  bones  that  sought 
Their  proper  place.    Instinctive,  every  soul 
Flew  to  its  clayey  part:  from  graas-grown  mould. 
The  namelesi  spirit  took  its  ashes  up. 
Reanimate ;  and  merging  from  beneath 
The  flatterM  marble,  undistinguishM  rose 
The  great,  nor  heeded  once  the  lavish  rhyme 
And  costly  pomp  of  sculpturM  marble  vain. 

P6Uoek*9  Coarte  of  TIms. 

How  will  it  be  when  nations  bear 
The  blast  that  wakes  the  dead  7 

Jf  rs.  HemauM, 


RETIREMENT.— (See  also  Couittrt 

Life.) 

Now,  my  oo-mates,  and  brothers  in  exile. 
Hath  not  old  custom  made  this  life  more  sweet 
Than  that  of  painted  pomp  7  are  not  these  woods 
More  free  from  peril  than  the  envious  court  7 

Shokw.  Am  yoH  like  iL 

Haply,  this  life  is  best. 

If  quiet  life  be  best ;  sweeter  to  you. 

That  have  a  sharper  known ;  well  corresponding 

With  your  stiff  age :  but  unto  us,  it  is 

A  cell  of  ignorance. 

Shako,  CymbeSme 
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How  use  doth  breed  a  habit  in  a  man ! 
This  shadowy  dosert,  unfrequented  woods, 
I  better  brook  than  flourishing  peopled  towns : 
Here  I  can  sit  alone,  unseen  of  anjt 
And  to  the  nightingale's  compUining  notes, 
Tune  my  distresses,  and  record  my  woes. 

Shak$.  Two  OaUkfhen  of  Verona. 

Court  honours,  and  your  shadows  of  true  joy. 
That  shine  like  stars,  but  till  a  greater  light 
Drown  your  weak  lustre ;  I  abjure  your  sight; 
Ev*n  from  my  meditations,  and  my  thoughts 
I  banish  your  enticing  vanities ; 
And  closely  kept  within  my  study  walla, 
As  from  a  cave  of  rest,  henceforth  I  *U  see 
And  smile,  but  never  taste  your  misery. 

Ocffe^o  Raging  TVri. 

Thy  lather's  poverty  has  made  thee  happy ; 
For,  though  *tis  true,  this  solitary  life 
Suits  not  with  youth  and  beauty,  O  my  child ! 
Yet  *tis  the  sweetest  guardian  to  protect 
Chaste  names  fit)m  court-aspersions. 

Beaumont  and  FUicker'e  Latoe  rf  Candy. 

Was  man  e'er  bless'd  with  that  excess  of  joy 

Equal  to  ours,  to  us  that  feel  no  want 

Of  high  court  &voura,  lifb*s  Uoentiouanesi  7 

Riekard»^$  MeteaHmh 

I  'd  rather,  like  the  violet,  grow 

UnmarkM  i'  th*  shaded  vale. 

Than  on  the  hill  those  terrors  know 

Are  breathed  fi>rth  by  an  angry  gale : 

There  is  more  pomp  above,  more  sweet  below. 

Habbington*€  Caitara, 

0  happiness  of  sweet  retir*d  content ! 

To  be  at  once  secure  and  innocent 

jDenhatu. 

How  miserable  a  thing  is  a  great  man : 
Take  noisy  vexing  great]|eas  they  that  please. 
Give  me  obscure,  and  safe,  and  silent  ease. 

Crown^e  ThetUt. 
And  may  at  last  my  weary  age 
Find  oQt  the  peaceful  hermitage, 
The  hairy  gown  and  mossy  cell, 
Where  I  may  sit  and  rightly  spell 
Of  every  star  that  heaven  doth  show 
And  every  herb  that  sips  the  dew ; 
Till  old  experience  do  attain 
To  something  like  prophetic  strain. 

MHton*9  II  Peneerooo. 
Wisdom's  self 
Oft  seeks  so  sweet  retired  solitude ; 
Where,  with  her  best  nurse,  contemplation. 
She  plumes  her  (bathers,  and  lets  go  her  wings. 
That  in  the  various  bustle  of  resort 
Were  aB  too  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impair'd. 

MiUonU  CamuM. 


Dear  solitary  groves,  where  peace  does  dwell ! 

Sweet  harbuurs  of  pure  love  and  innocence ! 

How  willingly  could  I  for  ever  stay 

Beneath  the  shade  of  your  embracing  greens, 

List'ning  to  the  harmony  of  warbling  birds, 

Tun'd  with  the  gentle  murmur  of  the  streams ; 

Upon  whose  bank,  in  various  livery, 

The  fragrant  offspring  of  the  early  year, 

Tlicir  heads,  like  graceful  swans,  bent  proudly 

down. 
See  their  own  beauties  in  the  crystal  flood. 

Roehe9Ui*9  VaknimkuL 

Safety  dwells 
Remote  firom  multitude ;  the  world  'a  a  school 
Of  wrong,  and  what  proficients  swarm  i^oond ! 
We  roust  or  imitate,  or  disapprove ; 
Must  list  as  their  accomplices,  or  ibes ; 
That  stains   our  innocence;   this  wounds  oar 

peace. 
From  nature's  birth,  hence,  wisdom  has  been 

smit 
With  sweet  recess,  and  langnisht  for  the  shade. 

ysMn^s  Nigki  Th&of^ 

What  are  the  falling  rills,  the  pendent  shades, 

The  morning  bowers,  the  evening  colonnades. 

But  soft  recesses  for  the  weary  mind 

To  sigh  unheard  into  the  passing  wind ! 

So  the  struck  deer,  in  some  sequester'd  part, 

Lies  down  to  die  (the  arrow  in  his  heart :) 

There  hid  in  shades,  and  wasting  day  by  day. 

Inly  ho  bleeds  and  pants  his  soul  away. 

Pope, 

His  gardens  next  your  admiration  call. 
On  every  side  you  look,  behold  the  wall ! 
No  pleasing  iatricacies  intervene. 
No  artful  wildness  to  perplex  the  scene ; 
Grove  nods  at  grove,  each  alley  has  a  brother. 
And  half  the  platform  just  reflects  the  other; 
The  su&ring  eye  inverted  nature  sees. 
Trees  cut  to  statues,  statues  thick  as  trees ; 
With  here  a  fountain,  never  to  be  play'd. 
And  there  a  summer-house  that  knows  no  shade. 

Pope^e  Moral  Eeeayt, 

What,  what  is  virtue  but  repose  of  mind, 

A  pore  ethereal  calm,  that  knows  no  storm ; 

Above  the  reach  of  wild  ambition's  wind. 

Above  the  passions  that  this  world  deform, 

And  torture  man,  a  proud  malignant  worm  f 

But  here,  instead,  soft  gales  of  passion  play, 

And  gently  stir  the  heart,  thereby  to  form 

A  quicker  sense  of  joy ;  as  breezes  stray 

Across  th*  enliven'd  skies,  and  make  them  still 

more  gay. 

T%om9onU  CatUe  qflndoienct 
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No  noise,  no  care,  no  vanity,  no  strife ; 
Men,  woods,  and  fields,  all  breathe  untroubled  life. 
Then  keep  each  passion  down,  howcYcr  dear ; 
Trust  me,  the  tender  are  the  most  severe. 
Guard,  while  't  is  thine,  thy  philosophic  ease. 
And  ask  no  joy  but  that  of  virtuous  peace 
That  bids  defiance  to  the  storms  of  fate, 
High  bliss  is  only  for  a  higher  state. 

TmMMOII* 

The  best  of  men  have  ever  ]ov*d  repose : 
They  hate  to  mingle  in  the  filthy  fny, 
Where  the  soul  sours,  and  gradual  rancour  grows, 
Imbitter'd  more  from  peevish  day  to  day. 
Even  those  whom  fame  has  lent  her  fairest  ray, 
The  most  renown*d  of  worthy  wights  of  yore, 
I'rom  a  base  world  at  last  have  stolen  away : 
So  Scipio,  to  the  soft  CumiBan  shore 
Retiring,  tasted  joy  he  never  knew  before. 

Thom»mC$  Cattle  of  Indolence. 

Or  by  the  vocal  woods  and  waters  lulIM, 
And  lost  in  kmely  moring,  in  the  dream, 
CamftisM,  of  careless  solitude,  where  mix, 
Ten  thousand  wand*ring  images  of  things. 
Soothe  every  gust  of  passion  into  peace ; 
All  but  the  swellings  of  the  sofUnM  heart. 
That  waken,  not  disturb,  the  tranquil  mind. 

T7iom»on*§  Seaeone, 

Now  fhmi  the  town. 
Buried  in  smoke,  and  sleep,  and  noisome  damps, 
Ofl  let  me  wander  o*er  the  dewy  fieldsi 
Where  freshness  breathes,  and  dash  the  trembling 

drops 
From  the  bent  bush,  as  through  the  verdant  maze 
Of  sweet-brier  hedges,  I  pursue  my  walk. 

TkamooiCe  Seamm9» 

Welcome,  ye  shades !  ye  bowery  thickets,  hail ! 
Ye  lofly  pines  !    Ye  venerable  oaks ! 
Ye  ashes  wild,  resounding  o*er  the  steep ! 
Delicious  is  your  shelter  to  the  souL 

7%om»M^§  Seamtu, 

O,  knew  he  but  his  happiness,  of  men 
The  happiest  he !  who,  far  from  public  rage. 
Peep  in  the  vale,  with  a  choice  fow  retir*d. 
Drinks  the  pure  pleasures  of  the  rural  life. 

Themoonl't  Setuane. 

Then  is  the  time, 
For  those  whom  wisd<mi  and  whom  nature  charm. 
To  steal  themselves  from  the  degenerate  ciowd, 
And  %oar  above  tliis  little  scene  of  things ; 
T>  tread  low-thonghted  nee  beneath  their  feet; 
'f*o  eoothe  the  throbbing  passions  into  peace ; 
And  woo  lone  quiet  in  her  silent  walks. 

T^bomsoii^s  Saomt, 


The  fi^ll  of  kings. 
The  rage  of  nations,  and  the  crush  of  states, 
Move  not  the  man,  who,  from  the  world  escaped, 
In  still  retreats,  and  f!ow*ry  solitudes. 
To  nature^s  voice  attends,  fi^m  month  to  monUi, 
And  day  to  day,  thro*  the  revolving  year ; 
Admiring,  sees  her  in  her  every  shape ; 
Feels  all  her  sweet  emotions  at  his  heart ; 
Takes  what  she  liberal  gives,  nor  thinks  of  more 

Thomoon'e  Smmme, 

Wliat  joy  to  hear  the  tempest  howl  in  vain. 
And  clasp  a  fearful  mistress  to  my  heart ! 
Or  lulled  to  slumber  by  the  beating  rain. 
Secure  and  happy,  sink  at  last  to  rest ! 

Happy  the  man,  who,  innocent. 

Grieves  not  at  ills  ho  can*t  prevent ; 

His  skiff  does  with  the  current  glide. 

Not  puffing  pulPd  against  the  tide. 

He,  paddling  by  the  scuffling  crowd, 

Sees  unconcem*d  life's  wager  row*d. 

And  when  he  can't  prevent  foul  phy. 

Enjoys  the  iblly  of  the  firay. 

Green* 9  SpUen. 

Oh !  blest  of  heaven,  whom  not  the  languid  songs 

Of  luxury,  the  syren !  nor  the  bribes 

Of  sordid  wealth,  nor  all  the  gaudy  spoils 

Of  pageant  honour,  can  seduce  to  leave 

Those  ever. blooming  sweets,  which  from  tlie  store 

Of  nature  fair  imagination  culls 

To  charm  the  enlivenM  soul ! 

Akeneid^o  PUomtreB  ef  ImagimOkuu 

O  blest  retirement,  friend  to  life's  decline. 
Retreats  ftom  care,  that  never  must  be  niine : 
How  bleat  is  he  who  cro?ms,  in  shades  like  these, 
A  youth  of  labour  with  an  age  of  ease ; 
Who  quits  a  world  whe|e  strong  temptatioiis  try. 
And,  since  'tis  hard  to  combat,  learns  to  fly ! 

Goldomia'e  Deoetied  Village 

G>uld'st  thou  resign  the  park  and  play,  content, 
For  the  &ir  banks  of  Severn  or  of  Trent : 
There  roight'st  thou  find  some  elegant  retreat. 
Some  hireling  senator's  deserted  seat ; 
And  stretch  thy  prospects  o'er  the  smiling  land. 
For  less  than  rent  the  dungeons  of  the  Strand ; 
There  prune  thy  walks,  support  thy  dnwjnng 

flow'rs. 
Direct  thy  rivulets  and  twine  thy  bow'rs ; 
And,  while  thy  beds  a  cheap  repast  afford. 
Despise  the  dainties  of  a  venal  lord : 
There  ev*ry  bush  with  nature's  music  rings. 
There  ev'ry  breeae  bears  health  upon  its  wingv ; 
On  all  tliy  hours  security  shall  smile. 
And  bless  thy  evening  walk  and  morning  toiL 

Dr.  JoknootCo 
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Hie  fall  of  waters,  and  the  aong  of  birds, 
And  hills  that  echo  to  the  distant  herds. 
Are  loxuries  excelling  all  the  glare 
llie  world  can  boast,  and  her  chief  fiivourites 
share.  Cowper*a  Retirement, 

Tlie  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  trade, 
Pants  for  the  rcfiige  of  some  roral  shade, 
Where,  all  his  long  anxieties  forgot 
Amid  the  charms  of  a  seqnesterM  spot, 
Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o*er. 
And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  sweet  before. 
He  may  possess  the  joys  he  thinks  he  sees. 
Lay  his  old  age  upon  the  lap  of  ease. 
Improve  the  remnant  of  his  wasted  span. 
And  having  liv'd  a  trifler,  die  a  man. 

Cmoper*9  ReHremerU, 

Anticipated  rents  and  bills  unpaid. 
Force  many  a  shining  youth  into  the  shade, 
Not  to  redeem  his  time,  but  his  estate, 
And  play  the  fool,  but  at  a  cheaper  rate. 

Cowper^e  Retiremerd* 

The  love  of  nature  and  the  scenea  she  draws 
Are  nature's  dictates.    Strange !  there  should  be 

found 
Who  8eI£>imprison*d  in  their  proud  saloons, 
Renounce  the  odours  of  the  open  field 
For  the  nnscented  fictions  of  the  loom. 

Cowpei^e  Taak, 
O  for  4  lodge  in  some  vast  wilderness. 
Some  boundless  oontigui^  to  shade, 
Whero  rumour  of  oppression  and  deceit. 
Of  unsuccessful  and  successful  war 
Might  never  reach  me  more !    My  ear  is  pa 
My  soul  is  sick  wilh  ev*ry  day*s  report. 
Of  wrong  and  outrage  with  which  earth  is  fiU'd. 

Cowper*t  Taek, 

But  slighted  as  it  is,  and. by  the  great 
Abandon'd,  and,  which  still  I  more  regret. 
Infected  with  the  manners  and  tlie  modes 
It  knew  not  once,  the  country  wins  me  still. 

Cowper'e  Ttuk, 
Ev'n  in  the  stifling  bosom  of  the  town, 
A  garden,  in  which  nothing  thrives,  has  charms 
That  sootho  the  rich  possessor ;  much  consolM 
That  here  and  there  some  sprigs  of  mournful  mint. 
Of  niglit-sbade  or  Valerian,  grace  the  wall 
He  cultivates.  Cowper'e  Tank. 

T  b  pleasant  through  the  loop-holes  of  retreat 
To  peep  at  su<^h  a  world.    To  see  the  stir 
Of  the  great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd. 
To  hear  the  roll  she  sends  through  all  her  gates 
At  a  safe  distance,  where  the  dying  sound 
Falls  a  soil  murmur  on  th*  uninjur*<^  oar. 

CowperU  TaA, 


How  various  his  employment,  whom  the  world 
Calls  idle,  and  who  justly  in  return 
Esteems  that  busy  world  an  idler  too ! 
Friends,  books,  a  garden,  and  perhaps  his  pen. 
Delightful  industry  enjoy *d  at  home, 
And  nature  in  her  cultivated  trim 
DressM  to  his  taste,  inviting  him  abroad. 

Cowpei*$  TaaJ: 

Happiest  of  men !  if  the  same  soil  invites 
A  chosen  fow,  companions  of  his  youth. 
Once  follow-rakes,  perhaps,  now  rural  fi'iends ; 
With  whom  in  easy  commerce  to  porsue 
Nature's  f^ee  charms,  and  vie  for  sylvan  fame ; 
A  fair  ambition,  void  of  strife  or  guile. 
Or  jealousy,  or  pain  to  be  outdone. 

Arm8trong*9  Art  qfPreeermng  HeaUh 

Ye  who  amid  the  feverish  world  would  wear 
A  body  free  of  pain,  of  cares  a  mind ; 
Fly  the  rank  city,  shun  the  turbid  air ; 
Breathe  jiot  the  chaos  of  eternal  smoke 
And  volatile  corruption,  from  the  dead. 
The  dying,  sick*ning,  and  the  living  world 
Ezhol'd,  to  sully  heaven's  transparent  dome 
With  dim  mortality. 

Armatrong'e  Art  of  Preeenaing  Health 

Half-way  up 
He  built  his  house,  whence  by  stealth  ho  caught, 
Among  (he  hills,  a  glimpse  of  busy  life, 
That  sooth'd,  not  stirrM. 

Rogere'e  Italy. 

Oh,  Psyche,  happy  in  thine  ignorance ! 
Couldst  thou  but  shun  this  heart-tormenting  bane; 
Be  but  content,  nor  daringly  advance 
To  meet  the  bitter  hour  of  threatened  pain ; 
Pure  spotless  dove !  seek  thy  safe  nest  again 
Let  true  affection  sAun  the  public  eye. 
And  <|uit  the  busy  circle  of  the  vain. 
For  there  the  treacherous  snares  concealed  lie : 
Oh  timely  warned  escape  !  to  safe  retirement  fiy ! 

Mrs,  Tighe's  Psyche, 

How  much  they  err,  who,  to  their  interest  blind. 
Slight  the  calm  peace  which  from  retirement  flows ! 
And  while  they  think  their  fleeting  joys  to  bind. 
Banish  the  tranquil  bliss  which  heaven  for  roan 
designed  I  Mrs,  Tighe's  Psyche 

So  thy  fair  hand,  enamour'd  fancy !  gleans 
The  treasured  pictures  of  a  thousand  years ; 
Thy  pencil  traces  on  the  lover's  thoughts 
'  Some  cottage-home,  from  towns  and  toil  remoio 
Where  love  and  lore  may  calm  alternate  hourtf. 
With  peace  embosom'd  in  Idalian  bowers . 
Remote  fi-ora  busy  life's  bewilder'd  way. 
O'er  all  his  heart  shall  taste  and  beauty  swav. 

CampbdTs  Pleantre^  of  Hope 
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There  BfaaO  be  lore,  when  genial  mom  appean, 
Like  pensive  beantj  smiling  in  her  tears. 
To  watch  the  brightening  roses  of  the  sky, 
And  muse  on  nature  with  a  poet's  eye ! 

CampbeWi  PUasurei  (fHope. 

To  fly  from,  need  not  be  to  hate  mankind ; 

All  are  not  fit  with  them  to  stir  and  toil. 

Nor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 

Deep  in  its  fountain,  lest  it  overboil 

In  the  hot  throng  where  we  become  the  spoil 

Of  our  infection,  till  too  late  and  long 

We  may  deplore  and  struggle  with  the  coil. 

In  wretched  interchange  of  wrong  for  wrong, 

'Midst  a  contentious  world,  striving  where  none 

are  stnmg* 
Is  it  not  better  then  to  be  alpne. 
And  love  earth  only  for  its  earthly  sake  7 
By  the  blue  rushing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone, 
Or  the  pure  bosom  of  the  muifing  lake. 
Which  feeds  it  as  a  mother  who  doth  make 
A  fair  but  froward  infknt  her  own  care,  ^• 
Kissing  its  cries  away  as  these  awake ; — 
Is  it  not  better  thus  our  lives  to  wear, 
Than  join  the  crushing  crowd,  doomM  to  inflict 

or  bear  7  Byrm'B  CkOde  HarM. 

Softly  the  blended  light  of  evening  rests 
Upon  thee,  lovely  stream !     Thy  gentle  tide, 
Picturing  the  gorgeous  beauty  of  the  aky. 
Onward,  unbroken  by  the  ruflling  wind. 
Majestically  flows.    O !  by  thy  side, 
Far  from  the  tumult  and  the  throng  of  men 
And  the  vain  caret  that  vex  poor  human  life, 
*T  were  happiness  to  dwell,  alone  with  thee. 
And  the  wide  solenm  grandeur  of  the  soene. 

Jlfrf.  EUtCt  Poem$. 

I  go  to  seek  my  own  hearthstone 
fiosom'd  in  yon  green  hills  alone ; 
A  secret  lodge  in  a  pleasant  land, 
Whoee  groves  the  frolic  fiiiries  plann*d. 
Where  arches  green,  the  livelong  day 
Echo  the  blackbird's  roundelay. 
And  evil  men  have  never  trod 
A  spot  that  is  sacred  to  thought  and  God. 

Ralph  Waldo  Emenan, 

(},  when  I  am  safe  in  my  sylvan  home, 
1  mock  at  the  pride  of  Greece  and  Rome, 
And  when  I  am  stretch'd  beneath  the  pines 
Where  the  evening  star  eo  holy  shines, 
I  laugh  at  the  love  and  pride  of  man, 
A I  the  sophist  schools,  and  the  learned  clan ; 
tor  what  are  they  all  in  their  high  conceit. 
When  ma&  in  tUe  bush  with  God  may  meet? 

Ralph  Waldd  Ememm. 


—  Let  me  oflcn  to  these  sditudes 

Retire,  and  in  their  presence  reassure 

My  feeble  virtue. 

Biyautt  Foral  Hymm. 

Oh !  I  would  lean  and  listen  to  the  breeze 

Winding  from  air-harps  a  selectest  note ; 

And  I  would  hear  the  music  of  the  seaa 

An  undcr-muaic  float ! 

WiUiam  Wallaee 


REVENGE. 

Haste  me  to  know  it ;  that  I  with  wings  aj  swift 

As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love. 

May  sweep  to  my  revenge. 

Shak8.HamUL 

I  find  thee  apt ; 

And  duller  shouldst  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 

That  roots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf^ 

Wouldat  thou  not  stir  in  this  7 

Shak$.  HamleL 

How  stand  I  then, 
That  have  a  ftther  kill'd,  a  mother  stain'd, 
Etxcitements  of  my  reason,  and  my  blood. 
And  let  all  sleep?  while  to  my  shame,  I  see 
Hie  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men. 
That  for  a  fantasy,  and  trick  of  fkme, 
Go  to  their  graves  like  beds ;  fight  fiir  a  plot 
Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  tiy  the  cause. 
Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent, 
To  hide  the  slain?  O,  fit>m  this  time  fivth. 
My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth ! 

Shak9.HamitL 

Am  I  then  reveng'd 

To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul. 

When  he  is  fit  and  scason'd  for  his  passage  7 

Up,  sword,  and  know  thou  a  more  horrid  bent 

When  he  is  drunk,  asleep,  or  in  his  rage ; 

Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasures  of  his  bod ; 

At  gaming,  swearing;  or  about  some  act 

That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in 't : 

Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  heaven; 

And  that  his  soul  be  as  damn'd,  and  black. 

As  hell,  whereto  it  goes. 

Shaka.BamUL 

m 

To  hell,  allegiance !  vows,  to  the  blackest  devil 
Conscience,  and  grace,  to  the  profbundest  pit ! 
I  dare  damnation :  to  this  point  I  stand  — 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negKgence, 
Let  come  what  comes :  only  I  *ll  be  reveng'd. 

ShQk».HmnUL 

Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great  revenge 

Had  stomac&  tot  them  alL 

Shakt.  OtheOo^ 
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O,  that  the  slare  had  forty  thoosand  liyes ; 
One  b  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  rcrengc. 

Shah.  OiheOo. 

My  bloody  thoughts,  with  violent  pace. 

Shall  ne*er  look  back,  nc*er  ebb  to  humble  love, 

Till  that  a  capable  and  wide  revenge 

Swallow  them  up. 

Shaks.  OtheOo, 

I  am  disjipracM,  impeachM,  and  baiHed  here ; 
PicrcM  to  the  soul  with  tlandcr*i  venom'd  spear ; 
The  which  no  balm  can  cure,  but  his  heart's  blood 
Which  brcathM  this  poison. 

Shak9.  Richard  11. 

This  too  much  lenity 
And  harmful  pity,  roust  be  laid  aside. 
To  whom  do  lions  cast  their  gentle  looks  7 
Not  to  the  beast  that  would  usurp  their  den. 
Whose  hand  is  that  the  ferest  bear  would  lick  7 
Not  his,  that  spoils  her  young  before  her  face. 

Shak9.  Henry  VL    Part  III. 

See,  how  my  sword  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death, 

0,  may  such  purple  tears  be  always  shed 
From  those  that  wish  the  downfall  of  our  house! 
If  any  spark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell ;  and  say — I  sent  thee  thither, 

1,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. 

Shak9.  Henry  VL    Pari  III 

It  is  a  quarrel  most  uxmatural. 

To  be  revenged  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Shake.  Richard  JJI. 

Am  he  does  conceive 
He  IB  dishonoured  by  a  man  which  ever 
Frofess'd  to  him,  why,  his  revenges  must 
In  that  be  made  more  bitter. 

Shake.  WinUr'e  TaU. 

And  OsBsar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge. 
With  At4  by  his  side,  come  hot  from  hell, 
SiiaU  in  the  confines,  with  a  monarch's  voioe. 
Cry  Havee^tnd  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war. 

Shake  JuUue  Ceuar. 

I  ni  have  my  bond ;  I  win  not  hear  thee  speak : 
I  ni  have  my  bond :  and  therefore  f<peak  no  more, 
I  *]1  not  be  made  a  soft  and  dull^yed  fool 
To  shake  the  head,  relent,  and  sigh,  and  yield. 
To  Gbristlan  intercessors. 

Shake.  MerehaiA  ef  Vemee. 

Tlie  direst  action  of  our  human  lifo. 
Is  sooniing  to  revenge  an  injury; 
For  who  forgives  without  a  further  strifo, 
BQs  adversary's  heart  to  him  doth  tie : 
And  His  a  firmer  conquest,  truly  said. 
To  win  the  heart,  than  overthrow  the  head. 

XMidy  Eiizdbelk  Careu^e  MiriawL 


But  if  for  wrongs  we  needs  revenge  must  have. 
Then  be  our  vengeance  of  the  noblest  kind : 
Do  we  his  body  from  our  fury  save, 
And  let  our  hate  prevail  against  his  mind  ? 
What  can  'gainst  him  a  greater  vengeance  be. 
Than  make  his  foe  more  worthy  far  than  he. 
'  Lady  Elizabeth  Carew^e  Miriam 

Honour  hath  her  degrees :  there  is  excess 
In  all  revenge,  that  may  be  done  witli  less. 

Lord  Brooke^e  Alaham 
The  best  revenge  is  to  reform  our  crimes  i 
Then  time  crowns  sorrows,  sorrows  sweeten  times. 
MiddUUm  and  RowUy*e  Sjpanieh  Gipeey, 

In  this 
You  satisfy  your  anger,  and  revenge : 
Suppose  this,  it  will  not 
Repair  your  loss ;  and  there  was  never  yet 
But  shame  and  scandal  in  a  victory. 
When,  rebels  unto  reason,  passions  fought  it, 
Then  for  revenge,  by  great  souls  it  was  evef 
Contemn'd,  though  ofTer'd,  entertain'd  by  none 
But  cowards,  base,  and  abject  spirits ;  strangers 
To  moral  honesty,  and  never  yet 
Acquainted  with  religion. 

Maeeinger'e  City  Madam. 

How  just  soever 
Our  reasons  are  to  remedy  our  wrongs. 
We  "re  yet  to  leave  them  to  their  will  and  pow'r. 
That  to  that  purpose  have  authority. 

Maeeinger  and  Fiddle  Fatal  Dowry 

Rise  from  thy  seorchiog  den,  thou  soul  of  mis- 

chief! 
My  blood  boils  hotter  than  the  poiion'd  flesh 
Of  Hercules  cloth'd  in  the  Centaur's  shirt: 
Swell  me,  revenge !  till  I  become  a  hill 
High  as  Olympus'  cloud^viding  top ; 
That  I  might  fall,  and  crush  them  into  air. 

RawUne'e  Rdf^ion, 
Revenge,  impaUent  Hubert  proudly  sought. 
Revenge,  which  ev*n  when  just,  the  wise  deride ; 
For  on  past  wrongs  we  spend  our  time  and  thought 
Which  scarce  against  the  future  can  provide. 

Sir  W,  DavenanCe  Gondibert 

Revenge,  weak  women's  valour,  and  in  men. 
The  ruffian's  cowardice,  keep  from  thy  breast : 
The  &otious  palace  is  the  serpent's  den. 
Whom  cowards  there,  with  secret  slaughter  fcasi 

Sir  W.  DavenanVe  Gondibert 
Thither,  fiill  fraught  with  mischievous  rcven^b, 
Accurs'd,  and  in  a  cursed  hoar,  ho  hies. 

MiUorCe  Paradiee  LooL 

Revenge,  at  first  though  sweet, 
Bitter  ere  long,  back  on  itself  recoils. 

MHUnCe  Paradm  Loet 
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*TwiU  be  a  brave  revenge, 
To  raise  my  mind  to  a  constancy  so  high. 
That  may  look  down  opon  his  threats;  my  pa- 
tience 
Shall  mock  his  fary :  Nor  shall  he  be  so  happy 
To  make  me  miserable :  And  my  sufferings  shall 
Krcci  a  prouder  trophy  to  my  name,  • 

Than  all  my  prosp^ous  actions. 

Oraham's  Sophy. 

Revenge,  th*  attribute  of  gods !  they  stamp'd  it 
With  their  great  image  on  our  natures. 

Olway'$  Venice  Pre$erved. 

Destruction !  swift  destruction 

FaU  on  my  coward  head,  and  make  my  name 

The  common  scorn  of  fools,  if  I  forgive  him. 

Otway'M  Venice  PreMtroed. 

It  wounds,  indeed. 
To  bear  affronts  too  great  to  be  forgiven. 
And  not  have  power  to  punish. 

Dryden'M  Spani$h  Friar, 

Give  me  my  love,  my  honour,  give  *em  back ! 
Give  me  revenge,  while  I  have  breath  to  ask  it 

Dryden'g  Den  Sdnutian, 

My  soul  is  up  in  arms,  my  injured  honour. 
Impatient  of  the  wrong,  calls  for  revenge. 

Row€*$  Lady  Jane  Grey. 

Vengeance  is  still  alive ;  from  her  dark  covert 
With  all  her  snakes  erect  upon  her  breast. 
She  stalks  in  view,  and  fires  me  with  her  charms. 

Young's  Revenge. 

How  stands  the  great  account  Hwixt  me  and 

vengeance  7 
Tho*  much  is  paid,  yet  still  it  owes  me  much ; 
And  I  will  not  abate  a  single  groan. 

Yaitng*t  Revenge. 

What !  do  they  think  me  such  a  milky  boy, 
To  pay  my  vengeance  with  a  few  soft  words ! 

Tkommm''$  Cmclamte. 

How  rash,  how  inconsiderate  it  rage ! 
How  wretched,  oh !  liow  fatal  is  our  error, 
Wlien  to  revenge  precipitate  we  run ! 
Revenge,  that  still  witli  double  force  recoils 
Back  on  itself^  and  is  its  own  revenge, 
While  to  the  short.liv*d,  momentary  joy, 
Succeeds  a  train  of  woes,  an  age  of  torments. 

Frowde^e  PhUaUu, 

Patience !  my  soul  disdains  its  stoic  maxim. 
The  coward *8  virtue,  and  the  knave's  disguise: 
( >  vengeance,  take  me  all,  I  *m  wholly  thine  . 

Beckingkam's  Henry  IV.  ef  France, 

t  would  consort  with  mine  eternal  enemy, 
T>i  be  revengea  on  him. 

MaturirCe  Bertram, 


Come  then,  revenge,  and  with  thee  bring  eSao^ 
Thy  barbarooa  racks,  thy  soorpioos^  daggen, 

whips* 
The  torch  of  discard,  that  *twixt  dearest  ftienda, 
*Twixt  tisters,  brothers,  and  parents  and  their 

children, 

Kindles  eternal  hate ;  at  the  dire  blast 

My  nature  shall  be  chang*d,  and  my  hot  blood 

Turn  into  galL 

BarfonPs  Virgin  Qvesn. 

Revenge  impatient  rose. 
He  threw  his  blood.stain*d  sword  in  thunder  dowii| 
And,  with  a  withering  look, 
l^e  war-denouncing  trumpet  took. 
And  blew  a  blast  so  loud  and  dread. 
Were  ne*er  prophetic  sound  so  full  of  woe. 
And  ever  and  anon,  he  beat 
The  doubling  drum  with  furious  heat; 
And  though  sometimes,  each  dreary  pause  between. 
Dejected  pity,  at  his  side. 
Her  soul-subduing  voice  applied ; 
Yet  still  he  kept  his  wild  unalter'd  mien. 
While  each  stroinM  ball  of  sight  seemM  bursting 
from  his  head.  ColUnt^e  Pamme, 

Vengeance  to  God  alone  belongs ; 
But,  when  I  think  on  all  my  wrongs, 

My  blood  is  liquid  flame. 

ScaWe  Marmkn. 

Vengeance,  deep-brooding  o'er  the  slain. 
Had  lockM  the  source  of  softer  woe ; 
And  burning  pride,  and  high  disdain. 
Forbade  the  rising  tear  to  Bom. 

SeaU*9  Lay  of  the  Laat  MitutreL 

When  purposed  vengeance  I  forego, 
Term  me  a  wretch,  nor  deem  me  fi>e ; 
And  when  an  insult  I  fiirgive. 
Then  brand  me  as  a  slave,  and  live. 

Scalta  Robky. 

One  sole  desire,  one  passion  now  remains. 
To  keep  life's  fever  still  within  his  veins -^ 
Vengeance  i  dire  vengean^  on  the  wretch  who 

oast 
O'er  him  and  all  he  lov'd  that  ruinous  blast 
For  this  he  still  lives  on,  careless  of  all 
The  wreaths  that  glory  on  his  path  lets  fiJl; 
For  this  alone  exists — ^like  lightnmg  fire 
To  speed  one  bolt  of  vengeance,  and  expire  I 

Moore'e  Latta  RookJu 

Ay,  think  upon  the  cause  — 
Forget  it  not: — ^when  yoo  lie  down  to  rest. 
Let  it  be  black  among  ycmr  dreams ;  and  when 
The  mom  returns,  so  let  it  stand  between 
The  sun  and  you,  as  an  ill^>men*d  doud 
Upon  a  summer  day  of  festival. 

BytvtCe  Doge  of  Vmet, 
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Man  spurns  the  worm,  but  pauses  ere  he  wake 
'Hie  slumbering  venom  of  the  folded  snake : 
The  first  may  turn  —  but  not  avenge  the  blow; 
Hie  last  expires  —  but  leaves  no  living  foe ; 
Fast  to  the  doom*d  offender's  form  it  clings. 
And  he  may  criish — ^not  conquer^^still  it  stings ! 

Byron**  Cormir, 
Vengeance,  leaning  on  his  lance  I 

S^rague**  Shaktpeare  Ode. 
Away  with  private  wrongs  I    We  '11  not  go  forth 
To  %ht  for  these  —  but  for  the  rights  of  man. 
Shout  freedom !  and  the  talismanic  word 
Will  open  all  the  treasures  oF  the  soul  — 
And  war  for  these  is  just,  and  wise,  and  holy : 
But  cry  revenge  /  and  a  dark  host  of  passions, 
Fell  as  the  fierce  hyena,  sweeps  along. 
And  makes  e'en  victory  a  sound  of  terror, — 
For  what  is  gain'd  that  we  can  torn  to  good  T 

ilfrs.  HaWe  Ormond  Oroneiwr, 
Away !  away !  I  will  not  hear 
Of  aught  save  death  or  vengeance  now ; 
By  the  eternal  skies  I  swear 
My  knee  shall  never  learn  to  bow ! 
I  will  not  hear  a  word  of  peace, 
Nor  grasp  in  ^iendly  grasp  a  hand 
Lmk'd  to  the  pale-brow'd  stranger  race 
That  work  the  ruin  of  our  land. 

John  O.  SargenL 

RICHES.— (See  also  GOLD  and 
WEALTH.) 

Extol  not  riches  then,  the  toil  of  fbds. 

The  wise  man's  cumbrance,  if  not  snare,  more  apt 

To  slacken  virtue,  and  abate  her  edge. 

Than  prompt  her  to  do  aught  may  merit  praise. 

Mikon*$  ParadUe  Regained, 
Therefore,  if  at  great  things  thou  wouldst  arrive, 
Get  riches  first,  get  wealth. 

Miltou^e  ParadUe  Regained, 
Happy  the  man,  who,  void  of  cares  and  strife. 
In  silken  or  in  leathern  purse  retains 
A  splendid  shilling. 

PkiUpe'e  Splendid  ShaUng. 

Much  learning  shows  how  little  mortals  know; 
Much  wealth,  how  llttlo  worldlings  can  enjoy: 
At  best,  it  babies  us  with  endless  toys, 
And  keeps  us  children  till  we  drop  to  dost 
As  monlMya  at  a  mirror  stand  amaz'd. 
They  fiiil  to  find  what  they  so  plainly  see ; 
'Hios  men,  in  shining  riches,  see  the  face 
Of  happiness,  nor  know  it  as  a  shade ; 
Bat  gaze,  and  touch,  and  peep,  and  peep  again, 
And  wish,  and  wonder  it  is  abs^t  still 

Young' e  Night  ThaughU, 


High-built  abundance,  heap  on  heap !  for  what  7 
To  breed  new  wants,  and  beggar  us  the  more ; 
Then,  make  a  richer  scramble  for  the  throng.      / 

Young's  Night  Thaughie 
Riches  are  oft  by  guilt  and  baseness  earn'd ; 
Or  dealt  by  chance  to  shield  a  lucky  knave. 
Or  throw  a  cruel  sunshine  on  a  fool. 
But  for  one  end,  one  mucb-neglectcd  use. 
Are  riches  worth  your  care ;  (for  nature's  wants 
Are  few,  and  witliout  opulence  supplied ;) 
This  noble  end  is,  to  produce  the  soul ; 
To  show  the  virtues  in  their  fairest  light; 
To  make  humanity  the  minister 
Of  bounteous  Providence ;  and  teach  the  breast 
The  generous  luxury  the  gods  enjoy. 

Armeirong'e  Art  of  Preaerving  Health, 

Vers'd  in  the  woes  and  vanities  of  life. 
He  pitied  man :  and  much  he  pitied  those 
Whom  fdlsely-smiling  fate  has  cursed  with  means 
To  dissipate  their  days  in  quest  of  joy. 

Armetrong^e  Art  of  Preeerving  Health. 

Then  let  us  get  money,  like  bees  lay  up  honey; 

We  '11  botld  us  new  hives  and  store  each  cell ; 
The  sight  of  our  treasure  shall  yield  us  great 
pleasure, 
We  'U  count  it,  and  chink  it,  and  jingle  it  welL 
J)r,  Franklin — Drinking  Song. 

My  parse  is  very  slim,  and  Yery  few 

The  acres  that  I  number ; 
Bat  I  am  seldom  stupid,  never  blue ; 
My  riches  are  an  honest  heart  and  true. 
And  quiet  slumber. 

Epee  SargenL 

The  rich  man's  son  inherits  lands. 

And  piles  of  brick,  and  stone,  and  gold, 
And  he  inherits  sofl  white  hands, 

And  tender  flesh  that  fears  the  cold, 

Nor  dares  to  wear  a  garment  old : 
A  heritage,  it  seems  to  me. 
One  scarce  would  wish  to  hold  in  fee. 

James  RttsseU  LoaeU 
The  rich  man's  son  inherits  cares ; 

The  bank  may  break,  the  &ctory  bum, 
A  breath  may  burst  his  bubble-shares, 

And  soft  white  hands  could  hardly  earn 

A  living  that  would  serve  his  turn. 

James  Russell  Lowell. 

The  rich  scarce  know  the  sweetest  thought 

That  gives  to  gold  its  worth : 
*T  is  in  the  dwelling  of  tlie  poor 

This  thankful  thought  has  birth. 
When,  for  a  time,  the  wolf  of  want 
Is  driven  firom  the  hearth. 

Mrs,  HaU*s  Harry  Gvy 
8» 
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Oil,  rich  man*8  son !  there  is  a  toil, 

That  with  all  others  level  stands, 
Lar^e  charity  doth  never  soil. 

But  only  whiten,  sofl  white  bands. 

Jamei  Ruaidl  LontfiL 


RIVERS. 

And  sec  tbo  rivers  how  they  run 

Through  woods  and  meads,  in  shade  and  sun, 

Sometimes  swift,  sometimes  slow. 

Wave  succeeding  wave,  they  go 

A  various  journey  to  the  deep, 

Like  human  life,  to  endless  sleep ! 

Dyer^9  Omtger  HUL 

Sweet  Teviot !  on  thy  silver  tide 

The  glaring  bale-fires  blaze  no  more ; 
No  longer  steel-clad  warriors  ride 

Along  thy  wild  and  willowM  shore ; 
Where'er  thou  wind'st,  by  dale  or  hill, 
All,  all  is  peaceful,  all  is  still, 

As  if  thy  waves,  since  time  was  born. 
Since  first  they  rolPd  upon  the  Tweed, 
Had  only  heard  the  shepherd's  reed. 

Nor  started  at  the  bugle-hom. 
Unlike  the  tide  of  human  time. 

Which,  though  it  change  in  ceaseless  flow, 
Retains  each  grief,  retains  each  crime, 

Its  earliest  course  was  doom*d  to  know ; 
And  darker  as  it  downward  bears, 
la  stainM  with  past  and  present  years. 

SeaU's  Lay  of  the  Latt  Mitutrd. 

A  little  stream  came  tumbling  from  the  height, 
And  straggling  unto  ocean  as  it  might. 
Its  bounding  crystal  frolickM  in  the  ray. 
And  gush*d  from  deil  to  crag  with  saltleas  spray. 

Byroni'i  Itland, 

Who  may  trace  the  ways  that  ye  have  taken, 
Yc  streams  and  drops  7  who  separate  ye  all, 

And  find  the  many  places  ye  *ve  forsaken. 
To  come  and  rush  together  down  the  fall  7 

Mi»$  Hannah  F,  GouU, 

Fair  River !  not  unknown  to  classic  song;  — 
Which  still  in  varying  beauty  rolls  along. 
Where  first  thy  infant  fount  is  faintly  seen, 
A  line  of  silver  *mid  a  fringe  of  green ; 
Or  where,  near  towering  rocks  thy  bolder  tide. 
To  win  the  giant  guarded  pasi  doth  glide ; 
Or  wiiero  in  azure  mantie  pure  and  free 
Tliou  giv'st  thy  vool  hand  to  the  waiting  sea. 

Afrt.  Sig9umey*$  Comuctieui  Rwer, 
The  brook, 
Hiat  with  its  silvery  gleam,  comes  leaping  down 
ft'rom  the  hill-side,  has  too,  a  tale  to  teH 

Mrs.  EIUtB  Poems. 


And  as  I  viewM  the  hurrying  jiace 

With  which  he  ran  his  turbid  race, 

Rushing,  alike  nntir'd  and  wild. 

Through  shades  that  frownM  and  flowers  Ifail 

smil'd. 
Flying  by  every  green  recess 
That  woo*d  him  to  its  calm  caress, 
Yet  sometimes  turning  with  the  wind, 
Aa  if  to  leave  one  look  behind ! 
Oh !  I  have  thought,  and  Uiinking  sigh*d  — 
How  like  to  thee,  thou  restless  tide ! 
May  be  the  lot,  the  life  of  him. 
Who  roams  along  thy  water's  brim  ! 
Through  what  alternate  shades  of  woe, 
And  flowers  of  joy  my  path  may  go ! 
How  many  an  humble,  still  retreat. 
May  rise  to  court  my  weary  feet. 
While  still  pursuing,  still  uublest, 
I  wander  on,  nor  dare  to  rest ! 
But,  urgent  as  the  doom  that  calls 
Thy  water  to  its  destinM  fails, 
I  see  the  world's  bewildering  force 
Hurry  my  heart's  devoted  course 
From  lapse  to  lapse,  till  life  be  done. 
And  the  last  current  cease  to  run ! 


The  waters  in  their  brilliant  path  have 
Hie  desperate  strife  that  won  a  rescued  world  — 
The  deeds  of  men  who  live  in  grateful  hearts, 
And  hymn'd  their  requiem. 

Jtfrt.  EUeL-^  The  Su$^udm 


Stream  of  my  fiithers  !  sweetly  still 
The  sunset  rays  thy  valley  fill ; 
Pour  slantwise  down  the  long  defile. 
Wave,  wood,  and  spire  beneath  them  smile. 

WkkUer.  —  The  MerrimadL 

I  have  stood 
Where  Hudson  rollM  his  k>rdly  flood : 
Look*d  down  the  ApaBachian  peak 
On  Juniata's  silver  streak ; 
Have  seen  along  his  valley  gleam 
The  Mohawk's  softly  winding  stream ; 
The  level  light  of  sunset  shine 
Through  broad  Fotomae*s  hem  of  pine ; 
And  antmnn's  rainbow-tinted  banner 
Hang  lightly  o'er  the  Susquehanna; 
Yet  wberesoe'er  his  step  might  be. 
Thy  wandering  chiM  looks  back  to  thee. 

WhiUier. —  The  Mmimmtk. 

So  blue  yon  winding  river  flows. 

It  seems  an  outlet  from  the  sky. 
Where,  vraiting  till  the  west  wind  blows. 

The  flighted  clouds  at  anchor  lie. 

LangfiOaw'e  PeemB^ 


RUINS. 
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When  breezes  are  soft  and  skies  are  fair 
I  sleal  an  hour  from  study  and  care, 
And  hie  me  away  to  the  woodland  scene, 
Where  wanders  the  stream  with  waters  of  green; 
As  if  the  bright  fringe  of  herbs  on  its  brink 
Had  given  their  stain  to  tlie  wave  they  drink ; 
And  they,  whose  meadows  it  murmurs  through, 
Had  namM  the  stream  from  its  own  fairiiue. 

Bryant$  Poemi. 

Ay,  gather  Europe's  royal  Rivers  all  — 

The  6now.8well*d  Neva,  with  an  empire's  weight 

On  her  broad  breast,  she  yet  may  overwhelm ; 

Dark  Danube,  hurrying,  as  by  foe  pursuM, 

Through  shaggy  forests  and  by  palace  walls, 

To  hide  its  terrors  in  a  sea  of  gloom ; 

The  castled  Rhine,  whose  Tine-crownM  waters 

flow. 
Hie  fount  of  &ble  and  the  source  of  song ; 
The  rustling  Rhone,  in  whose  cerulean  depths 
The  loving  sky  seems  wedded  with  the  wave ; 
Tlie  yellow  Tiber,  chokM  with  Roman  spoils, 
A  dying  miser  shrinking  'neath  his  gold ; 
The  Seine,  where  Fashion  glasses  fkirest  ibrms ; 
And  Thames,  that  bears  the  riches  of  the  world : 
Gather  their  waters  in  one  ocean  mass, 
—  Our  Mississippi,  rolling  proudly  on. 
Would  sweep  them  fitan  its  path,  or  swaBow  up. 
Like  Aaron's  rod,  these  streams  of  &me  and  song ! 

Mrs.  tfole's  Pcm». 

O,  river !  gentle  as  a  wayward  child 
I  saw  thee  'mid  the  moonlight  hills  at  rest, 

CaprictouB  thing,  with  thine  own  beauty  wild. 
How  didst  thou  still  the  throbbing  of  thy  breast  T 
Mr9,  E.  Oakt$  Smkh.-^  To  the  Hudmm  Rvoer, 

Where  Hudson's  wave,  o'er  silvery  sands, 

Winds  through  the  hills  afar. 
Old  Cronest  like  a  monarch  stands, 

Crown'd  by  a  single  star. 

Qtorge  P,  MomB* 

But  bid  him  climb  the  Catskill  to  behold 
Thy  flood,  O  Hudson !  marching  to  the  deep, 

And  tell  what  strain  of  any  bard  of  old 
Might  paint  thy  grace  and  imitate  thy  sweepw 

Thonuu  W.  Panona. 

River !  O,  river  i  thou  roamest  free, 

From  the  mountain  height  to  the  firesh  blue  sea ! 

Free  thyself^  but  with  silver  chain, 

Linking  each  charm  of  land  and  main. 

River !  O,  river !  upon  thy  tide 
FuH  many  a  freighted  bark  doth  ride  i 
Would  that  thoQ  thus  cocddst  bear  away 
Hie  thoughts  that  burden  my  weary  day  I 

Hqffman^9  Poemi* 


RUINS. 

I  do  love  these  ancient  ruins: 

We  never  tread  upon  them,  but  we  set 

Our  foot  upon  some  rev'rend  history ; 

And  questionless,  here  in  this  open  court, 

Which  now  lies  naked  to  the  injuries 

Of  stormy  weather,  some  lie  interr'd,  who 

Lov'd  the  church  so  well,  and  gave  so  largely  to't. 

They  thought  it  should  have  canopy'd  their  bones 

Till  doomsday :  but  all  things  have  their  end ; 

Churches  and  cities,  which  have  diseases  like  to 

men. 
Must  have  like  death  that  we  have. 

Web9ter'$  Duehe8$  ofMalfy. 
All  things  decay  with  time ;  the  forest  sees 
The  growth  and  downfall  of  her  aged  trees : 
That  timber  tall,  which  threescore  lustres  stood 
The  proud  dictator  of  the  state4ike  wood  — 
I  mean  the  sov'reign  of  all  plants,  the  oak. 
Droops,  dies,  and  falls  without  the  cleaver's  stroke. 

Herriek. 
How  rev'rend  is  the  face  of  this  tall  pile. 
Whose  ancient  pillars  rear  their  marble  heads, 
To  bear  abfl  its  arch'd  and  pond'rouf  roof! 
By  its  own  weight  made  steadfast  and  immovable. 
Looking  tranquillity !    It  strikes  an  awe 
And  terror  to  my  aching  sight !    The  tombs 
And  monumental  caves  of  death  look  cold. 
And  shoot  a  chillness  to  my  trembling  heart 

CongmeU  Mourning  Brido, 
'TIS  now  the  raven's  bleak  abode ; 
'Tis  now  the  apartment  of  the  toad; 
And  there  the  £>z  securely  feeds; 
And  there  the  poisonous  adder  breeds, 
G>noeard  in  ruins,  moss  and  weeds; 
While,  ever  and  anon,  there  fklls 
Huge  heaps  of  hoary  moulder'd  walla. 
Yet  time  has  seen,  which  lifts  the  tow. 
And  level  lays  the  lofty  brow. 
Has  seen  the  broken  pile  complete, 
Big  with  the  vanity  of  state ; 
But  transient  is  the  smile  of  &te  \ 
A  little  rule,  a  little  sway, 
A  sunbeam  in  a  vrinter's  day. 
Is  all  the  proud  and  mighty  have 
Between  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 

Dyer's  Otomgor  HUt 

Te  glorious  Gothic  scenes !  how  much  ye  strike 

All  phantasies,  not  even  excepting  mine : 

A  grey  wall,  a  green  ruin,  rusty  pike. 

Make  my  soul  pass  the  equinoctial  line 

Between  tho  preeent  and  past  worlds,  and  lioivei 

Upon  their  airy  confine,  halfsoas  over. 

Byrom 


And  tliere  they  stanil,  as  staDds  a  loftj  mind, 
Worn,  but  iinstoopin^  to  the  buer  crowd, 
AB  tcnantleu,  tave  to  the  erannyin^  wind. 
Or  holding  dark  comroonion  with  the  dood. 
There  waa  a  day  when  they  were  young  and  pioud, 
Banners  on  high,  and  battica  paaaM  below ; 
Bat  they  who  fought  are  in  a  bloody  ahroud. 
And  those  which  wavM  are  shredleat  dnet  ere 

now. 
And  the  bleak  battlementi  shall  boar  no  fiiture 

bk>w.  Byrm'M  Childe  Hardd, 

There  is  given 
Unto  tlie  things  of  earth,  which  time  hath  bent, 
A  spirit's  feeling ;  and  where  he  hath  lent 
His  hand,  but  broke  his  scythe,  there  is  a  power 
And  magic  in  tlie  ruin*d  battlement; 
For  which  the  palace  o(  the  present  hour 
Must  yield  its  pompy  and  wait  till  ages  are  its 
dower.  Bynm*$  Childe  HarM. 

Tliere  is  a  temple  in  ruin  stands, 

Fashion*d  by  long-fbrgotten  hands ; 

Two  or  three  cdumns,  and  many  a  stone. 

Marble  and  granite,  with  grass  overgrown ! 

Out  upon  time !  it  will  leave  no  more 

Of  the  things  to  come  than  the  things  before  I 

Out  upon  time !  who  for  ever  will  leave 

But  enough  of  the  past  for  the  fhtore  to  grieve 

O'er  tliat  which  hath  been,  and  o*er  that  which 

must  be: 
What  we  have  seen,  our  sons  shall  see ; 
Remnants  of  things  that  have  passed  away. 
Fragments  of  stone,  roar'd  by  creatures  of  clay ! 

Bynm^B  Siege  cf  Corinih. 

Hcie,  where  a  hero  fell,  a  column  fiiUs ! 
Here,  wliere  the  mimic  eagle  glar'd  in  gold, 
A  midnight  vigil  holds  the  swartliy  bat ! 
Here,  where  the  dames  of  Rome  their  gilded  hair  \ 
Wav'd  to  the  wind,  now  wave  the  reed  and  thistle ! 
Here,  where  on  golden  throne  the  Ciesar  sate, 
On  bed  of  moss  lies  gloating  the  ibul  adder ! 

Edgar  A.  Pot, 

But  hold !  -^  these  dark,  these  perishing  arcades, 
These  mouldering  plinths,  thoso  sad  and  blacken'd 

shafts, 
Tlieso  vogue  entablatures,  this  broken  frieze. 
These  shatter'd  cornices,  this  wreck,  this  min, 
'i*hcfte  stones — alas !  these  grey  stones,  axe  they  all. 
All  of  the  proud  and  the  colossal  left 
Ily  toe  corrosive  hours  to  fate  and  me  7 

Edgar  A,  Poe, 

llerdo  are  feeding  in  the  Forum,  as  in  old  Evaa- 

der's  time: 

Tuinblei  from  the  steep  Tarpoion  every  pile  that 

sprang  8ttblime< 

ITimnas  W,  Par$om. 


But  alaa!   if  mightiest  empires  leave  m  tittle 

mark  behind. 

How  moch  less  most  heroes  hope  for,  in  the  wrcek 

of  human  kind ! 

Thomas  W,  Partom, 


RUMOUR. 

Rumour  is  a  pipe 

Blown  by  surmises,  jealousies,  conjectures  * 

And  of  so  easy  and  so  plain  a  stop, 

That  the  blunt  monster  with  uncounted  heads. 

The  still  discordant  wavering  multitude. 

Can  play  upon  it 

Shake.  Henry  JV.    Part  II, 

Rumour  doth  double,  like  the  voice  and  echo. 

The  numbers  of  the  fear'd. 

ShaU  Henry  IV.    Part  II. 

I  from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  west. 
Making  the  wind  my  post-horse,  still  unfold 
The  acts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth : 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  slanders  ride ; 
The  which  in  every  language  I  pronounce. 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  with  false  reports. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  II. 

But  this  from  mmonr's  tongue 
I  idly  heard;  if  true,  or  false,  I  know  not 

Shake.  King  John. 

I  find  the  people  strangely  &ntasied ; 

Possessed  with  nimours,  full  of  idle  dreams ; 

Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  fear. 

Shake.  King  John. 

GI4  men  and  beldams  in  the  streets 

Do  prophesy  upon  it  dangerously. 

Shake.  King  Jo&a. 

And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  shake  their  heads. 
And  whisper  one  another  in  the  ear ; 
And  he  that  speaks  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  wrist; 
Whilst  he  that  hears  makes  fearful  action. 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eyes. 

Shake.  King  Jehu 

By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  grace  but  lightly. 
That  fill  his  ears  with  such  dissentioas  mmonn. 

Shake.  Richard  III. 

The  flying  rumours  gather'd  as  they  roll'd, 

Scarce  any  tale  was  sooner  heard  than  told. 

And  all  who  told  it  added  something  neve, 

And  all  who  heard  it  made  enlargement  too, 

In  every  oar  it  spread,  on  every  tongue  it  grew. 

Pope'e  Temple  of  Fame, 

Curse  the  tongue 

Whence  slanderous  rumour,  like  the  adder*s  drop, 

Distils  her  venom,  withering  friendship's  fkith. 

Turning  love's  &voar. 

Hiakonne. 


SABBATH. 
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SABBATH. 

How  still  the  morning  of  the  hallow'd  day! 

Mute  is  tlic  voice  of  rural  labour,  hush'd 

The  p]oughboj*s  whistle  and  the  milkmaid's  song. 

The  scythe  lies  glittering  in  the  dewy  wreath 

Of  tedded  grass,  mingled  with  fading  flowers, 

That  jcstermorn  blooniM  waving  in  the  breeze : 

The  faintest  sounds  attract  the  ear,  — the  hum 

Of  early  bee,  the  trickling  of  the  dew. 

The  distant  bleating,  midway  up  the  hill. 

Calmness  seems  thronM  on  yon  unmoving  hill. 

To  him  "who  wanders  o*er  the  upland  leas. 

The  blackbird*s  note  comes  mellow  from  the  dale, 

And  sweeter  from  the  sky  the  gladsome  lark 

Warbles  his  hcavcn.tun*d  song ;  the  loDing  brook 

Murmurs  more  gently  down  the  deep-sunk  glen ; 

Wliile  from  yon  lowly  roo(  whose  curling  smoke 

O'ermounts  the  mist,  is  heard,  at  intervals, 

llie  voice  of  psalms,  the  simple  song  of  praise. 

With  dove-like  wings  peace  o'er  yon  village  broods : 

The  dizzing  mill-wheel  rests ;  the  anviPs  din 

Has  ceased : — all,  all,  around  is  quietness. 

OrahafM, 

But,  chiefly^  man  the  day  of  rest  enjoys. 
Hail,  sabbath !  thee  I  hail,  the  poor  man's  day : 
On  other  days,  the  man  of  toil  is  doom'd 
To  eat  his  joyless  bread,  lonely,  the  ground 
Both  seat  and  board — screen'd  from  the  winter's 

odd 
And  summer's  heat,  by  neighbouring  hedge  or 

tree; 
But  on  this  day,  embosom'd  In  his  home, 
He  shares  the  frugal  meal  with  those  he  loves ; 
Witli  those  he  loves  he  shares  the  heartfelt  joy 
Of  giving  thanks  to  God, — not  thanks  of  ferm, 
A  word  and  a  grimace,  but  reverently, 
With  oover'd  face  and  upward  earnest  eye. 
Hail,  sabbath !  thee  I  hail,  the  poor  man's  day. 
Tlie  pale  mechanic  now  has  leave  to  breathe 
Hie  morning  air  pure  from  the  city's  smoke, 
As  wandering  slowly  up  the  river's  bank. 
He  meditates  on  Him  whose  powers  he  marks 
In  each  green  tree  that  jM'oudly  spreads  the  bough. 
And  in  the  tiny  dcw-bcnt  flowers  that  bloom 
Around  the  roots :  and  while  he  thus  surveys 
With  elevated  joy  each  rural  charm, 
He  hopes,  (yet  fears  presumption  in  the  hope,) 
That  heaven  mav  be  one  sabbath  without  end. 

Qrahame* 
Let  us  escape !  This  is  our  holiday — 
God's  day,  devote  to  rest;  and  through  the  wood 
We  'U  wander,  and  perchance  find  heavenly  food. 
So,  profitlesfl  it  shall  not  pass  away. 


Fresh  glides  the  brook  and  bbws  the  gale, 

Yet  yonder  halts  the  quiet  mill ; 
Hie  whirring  wheel,  the  rushing  sail, 

How  motionless  and  still ! 
Six  days  stem  Labour  shut  the  poor 

From  nature's  careless  banquet-hall ; 

The  seventh,  an  Angel  opes  the  door, 

And,  smiling,  welcomes  all ! 

Buliter't  Poems, 

Yes,  child  of  suflbring,  thou  may'st  well  be  sure 
He  who  ordain'd  the  Sabbath  loves  tlie  poor. 

O.  W.  Holmes; 

Oh !  welcome  to  the  wearied  Earth 

The  Sabbath  resting  comes, 
Gathering  the  sons  of  toil  and  care 

Back  to  their  peacefril  homes ; 
And,  like  a  portal  to  the  skies, 

Opens  the  House  of  Grod, 
Where  all  who  seek  may  come  and  learn 

The  way  the  Saviour  trod. 
But  holier  to  the  wanderer  seems 

The  Sabbath  on  the  deep, 
When  on,  and  on,  in  ceaseless  course. 

The  toiling  bark  must  keep. 
And  not  a  trace  of  man  appears 

Amid  the  wilderness 
Of  waters— then  it  comes  like  dcm 

Direct  from  heayen  to  bless. 

jilfrs.  HM$  Harry  Ouy. 

Hail,  Holy  Day  \  the  blessing  from  above 
Brightens  thy  presence  like  a  smile  of  love. 
Smoothing,  like  oil  upon  a  stormy  sea, 
Tlie  roughest  waves  of  human  destiny  — 
Cheering  the  good,  and  to  the  poor  oppress'd 
Bearing  ihe  promise  of  their  heavenly  rest 

Jtfrt.  Hale^9  Rime  of  lAft* 

Jerusalem  \  Jerusalem !  the  blessing  lingers  yet 
On  the  city  of  the  Chosen,  where  the  Sabbath 

seal  was  set; 
And  though  her  sons    are  scatter'd,  and  her 

daughters  weep  apart, — 
While  desolation,  like  a  pall,  weighs  down  each 

fiiithful  heart,—- 
As  the  palm  beside  the  waters,  as  the  cedar  on 

thehUIs 
Sho  shall  rise  in  strength  and  beauty,  when  the 

Lord  Jehovah  willy 
He  has  promitf'd  her  protection,  and   the  holy 

pledge  is  good,— 
'Tis  whisper'd  through  the  olive  groves,  and 

murmur'd  by  the  flood. 
As  in  the  Sabbath  stillness  the  Jordan's  flow  \e 

heard, 
And  by  the  Sabbath  breezes  the  hf^aiy  trees  are 

sUrr'd  \  Mn.  HM*  ffwie  ^  JJff 

89* 
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SAFETY. 

Bat  when  men  think  they  mott  in  sftfttj  itandt 
Their  greateit  peril  oflen  it  at  hand. 

Drvyfon**  Bar$m*9  Wan, 

What  though  the  lea  be  calm  7  trust  to  the  shore ; 

Ships  have  been  drown*d,  where  late  they  dancM 

before.  Herriek. 

Too  happy  were  men,  if  they  mideretood : 
There  is  no  safety,  but  in  doing  good. 

F<mtitenn*$  Rewardi  of  Virtue, 


SAILOR. 

Hark  to  the  sailors*  shouts !  the  rocks  rebound, 
Thundering  in  echoes  to  the  joyfhl  sound. 
Long  have  they  voyaged  o'er  the  distant  seas ; 
And  what  a  heart^lelight  they  feel  at  last, 
So  many  toils,  so  many  dangers  past. 
To  view  the  port  desir'd,  he  only  knowv 
Who  on  the  stormy  deep  for  many  a  dtj 
Hath  tost,  aweary  of  his  ocean  way, 
And  watchM  all  anxious  eveiy  wind  that  blows. 

Souihey, 

Poor  child  of  danger,  nursling  of  the  storm, 

Sad  are  the  woes  that  wreck  thy  manly  form ! 

Rocks,  waves,  and  winds,  the  shatterM  bark  dday, 

Thy  heart  is  sad,  thy  home  is  for  away. 

CmnpbnL 

Hark  to  the  boatswain's  call,  the  cheering  cry  I 
While  through  .the  seaman's  hand  the  tackle 

glides; 
Or  school-boy  midshipman  that,  standing  by, 
Strains  his  shrill  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betides, 
And  well  the  docile  crew  that  skilful  urchin  guides. 

Bynm'$  CkOde  Hmrtid. 

O'er  the  glad  waters  of  the  daik  blue  sea. 
Our  thoughts  as  boundless,  and  our  souls  as  free. 
Far  as  the  braeae  can  bear,  the  billows  foam, 
Survey  our  empire  and  behead  our  home ! 
These  are  our  realms,  no  limits  to  their  sway—* 
Our  flag  the  sceptre  all  we  meet  obey. 
Ours  the  wild  lifo  in  tumult  still  to  range 
From  toil  to  rest,  and  joy  in  every  change. 
Oh,  who  can  tell  7  not  thou,  luxurious  slave ! 
Wliose  soul  would  sicken  o'er  the  heaving  wave ; 
Nor  thou,  >ain  lord  of  wantonness  and  ease ! 
Whom  slumber  soothes  not — pleasure   cannot 

plesM-^ 
iJlu  who  can  tell,  save  he  whose  heart  hath  tried. 
And  danood  in  triumph  o'er  the  waters  wide. 
The  exulting  sense — ^the  pulse's  madd'ning  play, 
Tnat  thrills  the  wanderer  of  that  trackless  way  7 

ByrmCt  Cormir. 


How  can  I  bear  to  think  on  all 

The  dangcn  thou  must  brave  7 

My  fears  will  deem  each  gait  a  storm, 

While  thou  art  on  the  wave. 

Jtfiffs  LandmL 

There 's  a  cheek  that  is  getting  ashy  white. 
As  the  tokens  of  storm  come  on  with  night ; 
Tliere  's  a  form  that 's  fix'd  at  the  lattice  pane. 
To  mark  how  the  gloom  gathers  over  the  main, 
While  the  yeasty  billows  lash  the  shore 
With  lofVier  sweep  and  hoarser  roar : 
That  cheek !  that  form !  oh,  whose  can  they  be. 
But  a  mothSr's  who  hath  a  child  at  sea  7 

ilf  tss  Eliza  Coofr's  Poemg. 

The  dark  blue  jacket  that  enfolds  the  sailor's 

manly  breaat 
Bears  more  of  real  honour  than  the  star  and 

trmiae  vest; 
Hie  tithe  of  folly  in  his  head  may  wake  the 

landsman's  mirth. 
But  nature  proudly  owns  him  as  her  child  of 

•toriing  worth.  Jlftss  JSiza  Cook, 

0  Thou,  who  in  thy  hand  dost  hold 

The  winds  or  waves  that  wake  or  sleep. 
Thy  tender  arms  of  mercy  fold 

Around  the  seamen  on  the  deep ! 
And  when  their  voyage  of  lifo  is  o'er. 
May  they  be  welcom'd  to  the  shore 
Whose  peaceful  streets  with  gold  are  pav'd. 
And  angels  sing,  **  They  're  sav'd !  they  're  sav'd  !** 

juries  H,  F.  Qmdd^B  Poemo. 

Toss'd  on  the  billows  of  the  main. 
And  doom'd  fh>m  zone  to  xone  to  roam. 

The  seaman  tnl'd  for  others'  gain. 
But,  for  himself,  he  had  no  home. 

JoKn  PierpoaL 

1  love  the  sailor ;  his  eventful  lifo  >— 

His  generous  spirit — his  contempt  of  danger — 
His  firmness  in  the  gale,  the  wreck,  the  striie ; 

— And  though  a  wild  and  reckless  ocean-ranger, 
God  grant  he  make  the  port,  when  lifo  is  o'er, 
Where  storms  are  hush'd,  and  billows  break  no 
more.  WalUr  Co&sa. 

How  cheery  are  the  mariners— 

Those  lovers  of  the  sea  ! 

Their  hearts  are  like  its  yeasty  waves. 

As  bounding  and  as  free. 

Pan  BtajOMUU 

SATAN. 

Th'  infernal  serpent;  he  it  was,  whose  guiia^ 

Stirr'd  up  with  envy  and  revenge,  deceiv'd 

The  mother  of  mankind. 

tfOton's  Paru^m  LoU 
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Him  thcro  thej  found 
Sqnat  like  a  toad  close  at  the  ear  of  Eye, 
AHsajin^  hj  his  devilish  art  to  reach 
The  organs  of  her  fancy,  and  with  them  forge 
Illusions  aa  he  list,  phantasms,  and  dreams : 
Or  if  inspiring  venom,  he  might  taint 
Th*  animal  spirits  that  from  pure  blood  arise 
Like  gentle  breaths  from  rivers  pure,  thence  raise 
At  least  distempered,  discontented  thoughts. 
Vain  hopes,  vain  aims,  inordinate  desires, 
Blown  up  with  high  conceits,  engend*ring  pride. 

MUUm^s  Paraiite  Lott, 

Their  dread  commander ;  he,  above  the  rest 
In  shape  and  gesture  proudly  eminent. 
Stood  like  a  tower ;  his  ferm  had  not  yet  lost 
All  her  original  brightness,  nor  appeorM 
Less  than  archangel  ruinM,  and  th*  excess 
Of  glory  obseur'd ;  as  when  the  sun,  new-risen. 
Looks  through  the  horizontal  misty  air, 
Shorn  c^  his  beams ;  or,  from  behind  the  moon. 
In  dim  eclipse,  disastrous  twilight  sheds 
On  half  the  nations,  and  with  fear  of  ohango 
Perplexes  monarchs.    Darken*d  so,  yet  shona 
Above  them  all  the  archangel :  but  his  ikca 
Deep  scars  of  thunder  had  entrenched,  and  care 
Sat  on  his  faded  cheek,  but  under  brows 
Of  dauntless  courage  and  considerate  pride, 
Waiting  revenge :  cruel  his  eye,  but  cast 
Signs  of  remorse  and  passion  to  behokl 
The  fellows  of  his  crime,  the  followers  rather, 

MUton'*  Paradiae  Lott 

But  bringing  np  the  rear  of  this  bright  host, 

A  spirit  at  a  different  aspect  wav*d 

His  wings,  like  thunder-clouds  above*  some  coast 

Whose  barren  beach  with  frequent  wrecks  is  pavM ; 

His  brow  was  like  the  deep  when  tempest-tost; 

Fierce  and  unfathomable  thoughts  engravM 

Eternal  wrath  on  his  immortal  fkce. 

And  where  ho  gazM  a  gloom  pervaded  space. 

Byron' M  Viman  efJu4gmnL 


.     SATIETY. 

They  surfeited  with  honey ;  and  began 

To  loathe  the  taste  of  sweetness,  whereof  little 

More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  mooh. 

Shako.  Homy  IV.    Part  L 

Who  riseth  from  a  fbast, 
With  that  keen  appetite  that  he  sits  down  7 
Where  is  the  horse,  that  doth  ontread  again 
His  tediouB  measures  with  the  unabated  fire. 
That  he  did  pave  them  first?  all  things  that  aie, 
Are  with  mcfe  spirit  chased  than  enjoy*d« 

Shako.  Morchand  tf  Vooico. 


A  surfeit  is  the  fatlier  of  much  fast, 
So  every  scope  by  the  immoderate  use 
Turns  to  restraint ;  our  natures  do  pursue 
(Like  rats  that  raven  down  their  proper  bane) 
A  thirsty  evil ;  and  when  we  drink,  we  die. 

Shaks,  Mea.for  Mea 

That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth, 
Whiles  we  enjoy  it ;  but  being  lack'd  and  lost. 
Why,  then  we  rack  the  value ;  then  we  find 
The  virtue  that  possession  would  not  show  us 

While  it  was  ours. 

Shako,  Much  Ado 

Childe  Harold  baskM  him  in  the  noontide  sun. 

Disporting  there  like  any  other  fly ; 

Nor  deem'd  before  his  little  day  was  done 

One  blast  might  chill  him  into  misery. 

But  long  ere  scarce  a  third  of  his  passed  by, 

Worse  than  adversity  the  Childe  befel ; 

He  felt  the  fblncss  of  satiety. 

Byron'o  ChUde  Harold 

With  pleasure  druggM  he  almost  long*d  for  woe, 
And  c*en  for  change  of  scene  would  seek  the  shades 

below.  ByrorCo  Childe  Harold. 

But  passion  raves  herself  to  rest,  or  flies ; 
And  vice,  that  digs  her  own  voluptuous  tomb 
Had  buried  long  his  hopes,  no  more  to  rise  ; 
Pleasure's  pallM  victim !  life-abhorring  gloom 
Wrote  on  his  faded  brow  curst  Cain's  unresting 

doom.  ByronCo  ChUde  Hardd. 

For  ennui  is  a  growth  of  English  root. 

Though  nameless  in  our  language :  —  we  retort 

The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  French  translate 

That  awfiil  yawn  which  sleep  cannot  abate. 

Byron. 

"Twas  strange  —  in  youth  all  action  and  all  life, 

Burning  for  pleasure,  not  averse  from  strife ; 

Woman — the  field — the  ocean  —  all  that  gave 

IVomise  of  gladness,  peril  of  a  grave. 

In  turn  he  tried -« he  ransack'd  all  below. 

And  found  his  recompense  in  jdy  or  woe. 

No  tame  trite  medium ;  for  his  feeUngs  sought 

In  that  intenseness  an  eseape  from  thought : 

The  tempest  of  his  heart  in  eeom  had  gaied 

On  that  the  feebler  elements  hath  rais'd ; 

'Hie  rapture  of  his  heart  had  loek'd  on  high, 

And  ask'd  if  greater  dwelt  beyond  the  sky : 

Chain'd  to  excess,  the  slave  of  such  extreme, 

How  woke  he  fhxn  the  wUdness  of  that  dream  . 

Alas!  he  told  not — but  he  did  awake 

Te  curse  the  wither'd  heart  that  would  not  break 

Byron*o  Lara 

11)0  ear  is  doy'd 

Unto  satiety  with  honied  strains. 

That  daily  fi>om  the  fount  of  Helicon 

Fbw  murmuring. 

WyUamHortfon 
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I  toiTOw  that  all  fair  thingB  mast  dccaj, 
While  time  and  accident  and  miseries  last; 

That  tlie  red  rose  so  soon  most  fade  away, 
Tlio  white  he  siHfied  by  the  nithless  blast; 

The  pure  snow  tomed  to  mad  in  half  c  day ; 
Even  hearcn^s  own  |rlorloas  asore  ba  o'crcast; 

Imperial  ermine  be  with  dust  defiled, 

And  China's  finest  crockery  cracked  and  spoiled. 

UaOeek. 


SATIRE. 

What  woman  in  the  city  do  I  name, 
When  that  I  say  —the  city-woman  bears 
The  cost  of  prinees  on  unworthy  shoulders  T 
Who  can  come  in,  and  say  that  I  mean  her. 
When  such  a  one  as  she,  such  is  her  neighbour  7 
Or  what  is  he  of  basest  fimction. 
That  says,  his  bravery  is  not  on  my  cost, 
(Thinking  that  I  mean  him)  but  therein  suits 
His  folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  speech  7 
Hiere  then ;  How,  what  then  7  Let  me  see  wherein 
My  tongue  hath  wrongM  him :  if  it  do  him  right, 
Then  he  hath  wrongM  himself:  if  he  be  firee. 
Why  then,  my  taxing  like  a  wild  goose  flies, 
Unclaim*d  of  any  man. 

Shaki,  Ab  yom  Ukt  it. 

I  *m  one  whose  whip  of  steel  can  with  a  lash 
Imprint  the  characters  of  shame  so  deep, 
Ev*n  in  the  brazen  forehead  of  proud  sin, 
That  not  eternity  shall  wear  it  out 

RanddpiCB  Mu8e*$  Looking-Gla$$, 

I  have  untruss'd  the  proudest ;  greatest  tyrants 
Have  quak*d  bek)w  my  powerful  whip,  half  dead 
With  expectation  of  the  smarting  jerk. 
Whose  wound  no  salve  can  cure.    Each  blow  doth 

leave 
A  lasting  sear,  that  with  a  poison  eats 
Into  the  marromof  their  fame,  and  lives ; 
Th*  eternal  ulocr  to  their  memories. 

RandoLplC9  Muu^b  Leoking'^GJa99. 

So  dost  thou  aim  thy  darts,  which  ev*n  when 
They  kill  the  poisons,  do  but  wake  the  men. 
Thy  thunders  thus  but  purge ;  and  we  endure 
Thy  luncings  better  than  another's  cure  t 
And  justly  too;  for  th'  age  grows  more  unsound 
From  the  fool's  balsam,  than  the  wise  man's  wound. 

CartwrigkL 

Wise  legiaators  never  yet  could  draw 
A  tax  within  the  reach  of  common  law : 
I'or  posture,  dress,  grimace,  and  afiectation, 
Tliougo  foes  to  sense,  are  harmless  to  the  nation. 
Our  labt  redress  is  dint  of  verve  to  try, 
And  satire  is  our  court  of  coancery. 

Vryien, 


The  labouring  bee,  when  hts  sharp  sting  is  gone^ 
Forgets  his  golden  work,  and  turns  a  dzone ; 
Such  is  a  satire,  when  you  take  away 
llie  rage  in  which  his  noble  vigour  lay. 

Dryden, 

Win  the  leam'd  and  the  judicious  know. 
That  satire  scorns  to  stoop  so  meanly  low. 
As  any  one  abstracted  fop  to  show  7 
For,  as  when  painters  form  a  matehless  foce, 
Tliey  from  each  fair  one  catch  some  difierent 

grace; 
And  shining  foatures  in  one  portrait  blende 
To  which  no  single  beauty  must  pretend : 
So  poets  oft  do  in  one  piece  expose 
Whole  belles  assemblees  of  coquettes  and  beaux. 
Ccngreve.    EpiUgue  to  the  Way  iif  the  WttU. 

You  must  not  think  that  a  satiric  style 

Albws  of  scandalous  and  brutish  words ; 

The  better  sort  abhor  scurrility. 

Ro$amumm. 

Instructive  satire !  true  to  virtue's  eause ! 
Thou  shining  supplement  of  public  laws ! 
When  flatter'd  crimes  of  a  licentious  age 
Reproach  our  silence,  and  demand  our  rage ; 
When  purchas'd  foUies,  from  each  distant  land. 
Like  arts,  improve  in  Britain's  skiliul  hand ; 
When  the  law  shows  her  teeth,  but  dares  not  bite. 
And  South  Sea  treasures  arc  not  brought  to  light; 
When  churchmen  scripture  for  the  classics  quit, 
Polite  apostates  from  God's  grace  to  wit; 
When  men  grow  great  from  their  revenue  spent, 
And  fly  from  baillA  into  parliament ; 
To  chase  Qur  spleen,  when  themes  like  these  in- 

crease. 
Shall  panegyric  reign,  and  censure  cease  7 

Fswy. 

If  satire  charms,  strike  ikults,  but  qpare  the  man; 
*T  is  dull  to  be  as  witty  as  you  can. 
Satire  recoils  whenever  charg'd  too  high ; 
Round  your  own  fome  the  fatal  ^tUnters  flly. 
As  the  soft  plume  gives  swiftness  to  the  dart. 
Good-breeding  sends  the  satire  to  tho  heart 

VsMV* 

Satire 's  my  weapon,  but  I  *m  too  discreet 
To  run  a-muck  and  tilt  at  all  I  meet; 
I  only  wear  it  in  a  land  of  Hectors, 
Thieves,  supercargoes,  sharpers,  and  directon. 

Curs'd  ba  the  ^eno,  how  well  soever  it  flow* 
That  tends  to  make  one  worthy  man  my  foo^ 
Give  virtue  soandal,  innooence  a  fear. 
Or  item  the  soft^yed  virgin  steal  a  tear. 
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When  ntire  fliea  abroad  «n  ftlsehood's  win^f, 

Short  is  her  life,  and  impotent  her  sting ; 

But  when  to  troth  sUied,  the  wound  she  {rtres 

Sinks  deep)  and  to  remotest  ages  lives. 

ChwrekUl. 
Though  folly,  iob*d  in  purple,  shines, 

Though  vice  exhausts  Peruvian  mines. 
Yet  shall  they  tremble  and  turn  pale 
When  satire  wields  her  mighty  flail. 

CfhirehilL 

The  man  whose  hardy  spirit  shall  engage 
To  lash  the  vices  of  a  guilty  age, 
At  his  6rst  setting  fi>rward  ought  to  know, 
That  every  rogue  he  meets  must  be  his  fbe ; 
Tliat  the  rude  breath  of  satire  will  provoke 
Many  who  feel,  and  more  who  Ibar  the  stroke. 

•    CkMnhm 
Ualess  a  lofve  of  virtue  light  the  flame. 
Satire  is,  more  tljan  those  he  brands,  to  blame ! 
He  hides  behind  a  magisterial  air 
His  own  offences,  and  strips  others  bare; 
Affects  indeed  a  most  humane  concern. 
That  man,  if  gently  tutor*d,  will  not  learn. 
That  mulish  iblly,  not  to  be  reclaimM 
By  softer  methods,  must  bo  made  asham'd ; 
But  (I  might  mstance  in  St.  Patrick's  dean) 
Too  often  rails  to  gratiQr  his  spleen. 
Biost  satViflts  arc  indeed  a  public  scourge ; 
Their  mildest  physic  is  a  farrier's  purge ; 
Their  acrid  temper  turns,  as  soon  as  stirr'd. 
The  milk  of  their  good  purpose  all  to  curd. 
Their  xeal  begotten,  as  their  works  rehearse, 
By  lean  despair  upon  an  empty  purse. 
The  wild  assassins  start  into  the  street, 
Prepar'd  lo  poniard  whomsoe'er  they  meet 
Xo  skill  in  swordmanship^  however  just, 
Can  be  secure  against  a  madman's  thrust; 
And  even  virtue,  so  un&irly  match'd, 
Although  immortal,  may  be  prick'd  or  scratch'd. 

Ccwprr* 


Ptapars  fn  rhyme — 1 11  pablisfa  right  or  wrong  r  The  village  master  taught  his  little  school : 


Foob  are  my  theme,  let  satire  be  my  song. 

Btftw^B  JBngHsk  BttrdB  and  SeiMeh  Rmewen. 

Say,  shaD  I  wound  with  satire's  rankling  spear, 
Ihe  pure,  warm  hearts  that  bid  me  welcome  here  7 

O.  W.  JHofanst. 
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Whipping,  that's  virtue's  governess, 

Tutoress  of  arts  and  sciences ; 

That  mends  the  gross  mistakes  of  nature. 

And  puts  new  life  into  dull  matter ; 

TiuX  lays  foundation  for  renown. 

And  an  tha  honovs  of  the  gvwn. 

BuOer'B  HmUbm, 
2£ 


Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  prifee. 

Altars  a  hero  in  our  eyes : 

Each  girl,  when  pleas'd  with  what  is  taught, 

Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought 

A  blockhead  with  melodious  voice. 

In  boarding-schools  may  have  his  choice ; 

And  oft  the  dancing-master's  art 

Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart 

In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight, 

The  pedant  gets  a  mistress  by  X 

SwifVs  Cadenus  and  Vanetm 
In  every  viHage  mark'd  with  little  spire, 
Embower'd  in  trees,  and  hardly  known  to  fame, 
There  dwells  in  lowly  shed,  and  mean  attire, 
A  matron  old,  whom  we  school-mistress  name  ; 
Who  boasts  unruly  brats  with  birch  to  tame. 
They  gricven  sore,  in  piteous  durance  pent, 
Aw'd  by  the  power  of  this  relentless  dame; 
And,  oft-times,  on  vagaries  idly  bent, 
For  unkempt  hair,  or  task  unconn'd,  are  sordy 

shent  Shenstone'M  SchooLMiUresB, 

The  noises  intermijc'd,  which  thence  resound. 
Do  learning's  little  tenement  betray ; 
Where  siti  the  dame,  disguis'd  in  looks  profeund, 
And  eyes  her  fairy  throng,  and  turns  her  wheel 

around.  Skenaione'B  SehooLMutress, 

Yet  nurs'd  with  skill,  what  dazzling  fiuits  appear  I 
B!v'n  now  sagacious  fbrcsij^t  pcMnts  to  show 
A  little  bench  of  heedless  bishops  here. 
And  there  a  chancellor  in  embryo, 
Or  bard  sublime,  if  bard  may  e'er  be  so, 
As  Milton,  Shakspeare,  names  that  ne'er  shall  die ! 
Though  now  he  crawl  akmg  the  ground  so  low, 
Nor  weeting  how  the  muse  should  soar  so  high, 
Wisheth,  poor  starveling  elf!  his  paper  kite  may 
fly.  Shengtone'B  SchooUMiitren. 

Beside  yon  straggling  fence  that  skirts  the  way 
With  bloBsom'd  flirte,  unprofitable  gay. 
There,  in  his  noisy  mansion,  skiH'd  to  rule. 


A  man  severe  he  was,  and  stem  to  view, 
I  knew  him  well,  and  every  truant  knew; 
Well  had  the  boding  tremblers  leam'd  to  trace 
The  day's  disasters  in  his  morning's  face ; 
Full  well  they  laugh'd  with  counterfeited  glee 
At  all  his  jokes,  fer  many  a  joke  had  he; 
Full  well  the  busy  whisper,  circling  round, 
Gonvey'd  the  dismal  tidings  when  he  fiown'd 
Yet  he  was  kind,  or  if  severe  in  aught. 
The  love  he  bore  to  learning  was  in  feult , 
The  village  all  declar'd  how  much  he  knoi^ 
'T  was  certain  he  could  write'  and  cypher  tou 
Lands  he  could  measure,  terms  and  tides  presage. 
And  oven  the  story  ran,  that  he  could  gauge. 

OoUmtt&'s  Deterled  Fifiogs 
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SCOLD -SCORN. 


Oh  ye !  who  teach  the  faigenioiu  youth  of  natianfl, 

Holland,  France,  Eng^land,  Germany  or  Spain, 

I  pray  ye  flog*  them  upon  aU  occaaions, 

It  mends  their  morals,  neyer  mind  the  pain. 

Byrtn, 

Ree,  toward  yon  dome  where  fiUage    ecience 

dwells. 
Where  the  ofaurch-clock  its  warning  sommons 

swells, 
What  tiny  feet  the  well-known  path  explore, 
And  gaily  gather  from  each  rustic  door. 
Idght-hearted  groop !  —  who  card  wild  and  high. 
The  daisy  coll,  or  chase  the  butterfly. 
Or  by  some  traveller's  wheels  arousM  from  play. 
The  stiff  salute,  with  deep  demurenees,  pay. 
Bore  the  curlM  brow,  and  stretch  the  sunburnt 

hand, 
The  home-taught  homage  of  an  artless  land. 
The  stranger  marks,  amid  their  joyous  line. 
The  little  baskets,  whence  they  hope  to  dine. 
And  larger  books,  as  if  their  dexterous  art 
Dealt  most  nutrition  to  the  noblest  part  I  — 
Iiong  may  it  be,  ere  luxury  teach  the  shame 
To  stanre  the  mind,  and  bloat  the  unwieldy  frame. 

Mrs.  Sigournefi  Poewta, 

In  a  green  lane  that  from  the  village  street 

Diverges,  stands  the  sohodhouse;  long  and  low 

The  frame,  and  blaeken'd  with  the  hues  of  time. 

StreefM  Poema. 

The  room  displays 

Long  rows  of  desk  and  bench;  the  former  stain'd 

And  6treak*d  with  blots  and  trickles  of  dried  ink, 

Lumber'd  with  maps  and  slates,  and  well-thumb*d 

books. 

And  carvM  with  rude  initials. 

SiriH*9  Poems. 

Yet  is  the  schoolhouse  rude, 

As  is  the  chrysalis  to  the  butterfly,  — 

To  the  rich  flower  the  seed.    The  dusky  walls 

IloJd  the  fair  germ  of  knowledge,  and  the  tree  ^ 

Gltirious  in  beauty,  golden  with  its  fruits. 

To  this  low  schoolhouse  traces  back  its  life. 

StreeCs  Poem$. 


SCOLD. 


Oh !  rid  me  of  this  torture  quickly  there. 

My  madam  with  the  everlasting  voice : 

The  bells  in  time  of  pestilence  nc*er  made 

Like  noise,  as  were  in  that  perpetual  motion ! 

All  my  house 

liar  now  steamM  like  a  bath  with  her  thick  breath ; 

A  lawyer  could  not  have  been  heard,  nor  scarce 

Another  woman  *  such  a  hail  of  words 

Klio  nas  let  fk.. 

Jeiiten**  Silent  Wcman* 


Then  mnst'ring  all  her  wiles, 
With  blandish'd  parleys,  feminine  aaiaultB, 
Tongue  batteries,  she  sureeas*d  not  day  nor  ni^ht 
To  stoirm  me,  over-watch*d  and  wearied  oat, 
At  times  when  men  seek  most  repose  and  rest, 
I  yielded,  and  unlock*d  her  all  my  heart 

MiltatCi  Samma  AgmtUt, 


SCORN. 

Know  jt  not  then,  said  Satan,  filFd  with  aeon, 
Know  ye  not  me  7  ye  knew  me  once  no  mats 
For  yon,  there  sitting  where  ye  durst  not  lOftrs 
Not  to  know  me  argues  yourself  unknown, 
The  lowest  of  your  throng ;  or  if  ye  know,     . 
Why  ask  ye,  and  superfluous  begin 
Your  message,  like  to  end  as  much  in  vain. 

Jtftif ofi*«  Pandim  Led, 
He  bears 
On  all  sides,  from  innumerable  tongues, 
A  dismal  universal  hiss,  the  sound 

Of  public  scorn. 

MiUoiCe  Pen^in  LmU 

Infamous  wretch  I 
So  much  below  my  scorn,  I  dare  not  kill  thee. 

Dryden'e  Duke  of  Gum 

And  vrhat  a  thing,  ye  gods,  is  scorn  or  pity ! 
Heap  on  me,  heaven,  the  hate  of  all  mankind; 
Load  mo  with  malice,  envy,  detestation; 
Let  me  be  horrid  to  all  apprehension. 
And  tlie  world  shun  me,  so  I  'scape  but  scorn. 

Think  not  there  is  no  smile 
I  con  bestow  upon  thee.     There  is  a  smile, 
A  smile  of  nature  too,  which  I  can  spore. 
And  yet  perhaps,  thou  wih  not  thank  me  fat  it 

Joanna  BaiBu?o  Dt  Meittferd 

Fame  is  the  thirst  of  youth,  —  but  I  am  not 
So  young  as  to  regard  men's  frown  or  smile, 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  stood  and  stand  alone,  remember'd  or  ibrgot 

Byrm'o  CkUde  HeM 
That  brow  in  furrow'd  lines  had  fix*d  at  last. 
That  spake  of  passions,  bat  of  passions  past; 
The  pride,  but  not  the  fire,  of  early  days, 
Coldness  o£  mien,  and  carelessness  of  praise: 
A  high  demeanour,  and  a  glance,  that  took 
Their  thoughts  from  others  by  a  single  look; 
And  that  sarcastic  levity  of  tongue. 
The  stinging  of  a  heart  the  world  bath  stang, 
That  darts  in  seeming  playfulness  around. 
And  makes  fhme  feel  that  will  not  own  the 

wound:  — 
All  these  seem'd  his,  and  something  more  beneath, 
Than  glance  oould  well  rcTcaJ,  or  accent  brcaflie. 

Byron'oLom. 


SCOTLAND  -  SECRESY. 
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Meantime  I  seek  no  sympathiea,  nor  need ; 
The  thorns  which  I  have  reapM  are  of  the  tree 
I  planted,— they  have  torn  me,-«and  I  bleed : 
I  shoald  have  known  what  iVuit  would  springf  f^om 
such  a  seed.  ByrnnU  ChUde  Hareid, 

There  was  a  laujrhing  devil  in  his  sneer, 
That  raisM  emotions  both  of  rage  and  fear ; 
And  where  his  frown  of  hatred  darkly  fell, 
Hope  withering  fled~-and  mercy  sigh'd — farewell ! 

Byron*$  Cortair. 

Derision  shall  strike  the  forlorn, 

A  mockery  that  never  shall  die ; 

llie  dunses  of  hate  and  the  hisses  of  scorn 

Shall  burthen  the  winds  of  the  sky ; 

And  proud  o*er  thy  rain,  for  ever  be  hnrPd 

The  laughter  of  triamph,  the  jeers  of  the  world. 

I  could  not  tame  my  natore  down ;  for  he 

Must  serve  who  fain  would  sway — and  soothe  and 

sue  — 

And  watch  all  time- and  pry  into  all  place  — 

And  be  a  living  lie  ^-  who  would  become 

A  mighty  thing  amongst  the  mean,  and  such 

The  mass  are ;  I  disdained  to  mingle  with 

A  herd,  though  to  be  leader «-  and  of  wolves. 

The  lion  is  alone,  and  so  am  I. 

Byron**  Manfred. 

Pardon  is  for  men. 
And  not  for  reptiles  —  we  have  none  for  Steno, 
And  no  resentment ;  things  like  him  must  sting. 
And  higher  beings  suffer :  *t  is  the  charter 
Of  life.    The  man  who  dies  by  the  adder's  &ng 
May  have  the  crawler  crushM,  but  fbcls  no  anger : 
*Twa8  the  worm's  nature;  and  some  men  are 

worms 
In  soul,  more  than  the  living  things  of  tombs. 

ByrofC9  Doge  qf  Venice, 

In  the  flash  of  her  glances  were  passion  and  prfde, 
In  the  curve  of  her  lip  there  was  haughty  oon. 
tempt, 
As  she  spoke  of  the  power  to  riches  aDied, 
Of  the  evil  and  pain  from  which  she  was  exempt. 

Mr*,  Osgood's  Poems. 

But  turn  the  heart's  sweet  current  into  gall, 

— No  earthly  power  can  heal  the  deadly  flow ; 

'T  will  poison  the  affections,  till  the  blood 

Grows  venomous  and  fiery,  and  beneath 

Its  blasting  influence  are  withered  up 

The  springs  of  love  and  hope ;  and  then  mto  taste 

No  joy,  save  in  the  dignitji  of  scorn. 

That  daros  seem  what  it  has  been  made,  and  keeps 

Its  likeness  as  in  mockery  of  the  fate 

Injustieo  had  decreed  lor  punishment. 

Mrs,  Holers  Ormond  Grosveiwr, 


1 1  said  to  cold  Neglect  and  Scorn, 

Pass  on  -^  I  heed  you  not ; 
Ye  may  pursue  me  till  my  form 

And  being  are  forgot ; 
Yet  still  the  spirit  which  you  see 

Undaunted  by  yonr  wiles,    • 
Draws  from  its  own  nobility 

Its  high-born  smiles. 


Mrs.  StoddarL 


SCOTLAND. 

O  Scotia !  my  dear,  my  native  soil ! 
For  whom  my  warmest  wish  to  heaven  is  sent, 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  rustic  toil, 
Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,and  sweet  content! 
And  O!  may  heaven  their  simple  lives  prevent 
From  luxury's  contagion,  weak  and  vile  I 
Then  howe'or  crowns  and  4M>ronets  be  rent, 
A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while, 
And  stand  a  wall  of  fire  around  their  much-lov'd 
isle.  Bums's  Cotter's  Saturday  Night. 

O  Caledonia!  stem  and  wild. 

Meet  muse  for  a  poetic  child; 

Land  of  brown  heath  and  shaggy  wood. 

Land  of  the  mountain  and  the  flood. 

Land  of  my  sires !  what  mortal  hand 

Can  e*er  untie  the  filial  band. 

That  knits  me  to  thy  rugged  strand. 

ScotCs  Lay  of  the  Last  Mnwtrd. 


SECRESY. 

'T  is  in  my  memory  lock'd. 
And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it 

Shaks.  HawleL 
I  pray  you  all. 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceal'd  this  sight. 
Let  it  be  tenable  in  your  silence  still ; 
And  whatMOver  else  shall  hap  to-night, 
Give  it  an  understanding  but  no  tongue. 

Shaks.  HandeL 

Be  thou  assur'd,  if  words  be  made  of  breath. 

And  breath  of  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 

What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 

Shahs.  Hamlet, 

I  wen  believe 
Tliou  wih  not  utter  what  then  dost  not  know; 
And  so  far  will  I  trust  thee. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV,    Pari  i 

Nay,  speak  thy  mind ;  and  let  him  ne'er  speak 

more 
That  speaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  barm 

Shakspeat^ 
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SEDUCTION. 


Be  innooeBt  of  the  knowledge,  dearest  chuck, 

mi  thoa  applaud  the  deed. 

Shah.  MocUUl 

Why  have  I  blabbMT    Who  shall  be  trae  to  Qi, 
When  we  are  eo  uniecret  to  ouraeWee. 

A  aecret  in  his  month. 
Is  like  a  wild  bird  put  into  a  cage ; 
Whose  door  no  sooner  opens,  but 't  is  oat 

Jon$on*$  Cass  U  aUereO, 

When  two  know  it,  how  can  it  be  a  secret  ? 

And  indeed  with  what  justice  can  700 

Expect  eecresy  in  me,  that  cannot 

Be  private  to  yourself  7 

JIfantai**  Fbw. 

1 11  keep  this  secret  from  the  world. 
As  warily  as  those  that  deal  in  poison, 
Keep  poison  from  their  children. 

Wibtier>$  IhuAtn  ^Maffy. 

He  deserros  small  trust, 
Who  is  not  privy  counsellor  to  himselC 

Jeftn  Ford^M  Brdun  Hmrt. 

I  am  ruinM  in  her  conft»sion ; 

The  man  that  trusts  woman  with  a  privacy, 

And  hopes  for  silence,  he  may  as  well  expect  it 

At  the  fall  of  a  bridge. 

JIfanfitoii**  Amti^pwry, 

I  cannot  keep 
A  secret  to  myself,  but  thy  prevailing 
Rhetoric  ravishes  and  leaves  my  breast 
Like  to  an  en^y  casket,  that  once  was  blest 
With  keeping  of  a  jewel  I  durst  not  trust 
The  air  with,  *t  waa  so  preckms. 

HatoKnt**  RMkon, 

Afl  friendly  trust  is  foSy ;  ei*Ty  man 
Hath  one,  to  whom  he  will  commit  aa  much 
Aa  is  to  him  committed :  Our  designs, 
When  once  they  creep  frt>m  our  own  private 

breasts. 
Do  in  a  moment  through  the  city  fly ; 
Who  tolls  his  secret,  sells  his  liberty. 

Search  not  to  find  what  lies  too  deeply  hid ; 
Nor  to  know  thingi,  whose  knowledge  b  forbid. 

X/ewaewi. 

Wen,  read  my  cheek,  and  watch  my  eye, — 

Too  strictly  school'd  are  they, 
tine  secret  of  my  soul  to  show. 

One  hidden  thought  betray. 

In  that  corroding  secresy,  which  gnaw» 
The  heart  tn  show  the  eflect,  but  not  the  cause. 

ByraiC$  Lam. 


SEDUCTION. 

Ay,  BO  you  serve  us. 
Till  we  serve  you :  but  when  you  have  our  roaesi, 
You  barely  leave  our  thorns  to  prick  ourselves. 
And  mock  us  with  our  baaeness. 

igkekw.  Air$  WA 

Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honour  may  sustain. 

If  with  too  credent  ear  you  list  his  songs ; 

Or  lose  your  heart ;  or  your  chaste  treasure  open 

To  his  unmastor'd  importunity. 

Fear  it,  Ophelia,  f^r  it,  my  dea*"  sister; 

And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  youi  affection, 

Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 

He  ended,  and  his  words,  replete  with  gnile^ 
Into  her  heart  too  easy  entrance  won. 

NRUtmU  Pan£9t  Lm. 

Oh,  the  bewitching  tongues  of  faithless  men ! 
*T  is  thus  the  frJse  hyena  makes  her  moan, 
To  draw  the  pitying  traveller  to  her  den. 
Your  sex  are  so,  such  &lse  dissemblers  all ; 
With  sighs  and  plaints  y*  entice  poor  women's 

hearts, 
And  all  that  pity  you  are  made  your  prey. 

OtwafB  OrjUmnm 

My  mortal  injuries  have  tnmM  my  mind. 
And  I  could  hate  myself  for  being  kind. 
If  there  be  any  majesty  above. 
That  has  revenge  in  store  for  pexjurM  love ; 
Send,  heav'n,  the  swiftest  ruin  on  his  head. 
Strike  the  destroyer,  lay  the  victor  dead ; 
Kin  the  triumphcr,  and  avenge  my  wrong. 
In  height  of  pomp,  when  he  is  warm'd  and  young : 
Bolted  with  thunder,  let  him  rush  along : 
And  when  in  the  last  pangs  of.  life  he  lies. 
Grant  I  may  stand  to  dart  him  with  my  eyes ; 
Nay,  after  death 

Pursue  his  apotted  mqI,  and  shoot  him  as  he  flies. 

JDes'a  AUamnierm 

Ah,  turn  thine  eyes 
Where  the  poor  houseless  shivVing  fbmale  liee : 
She,  onoe  perhaps,  in  village  plenty  blest. 
Has  wept  at  tales  of  innocence  distrest 
Her  modest  looks  the  cottage  might  adorn. 
Sweet  as  the  primrose  peeps  beneath  the  thorn  ; 
Now  lost  to  all;  her  friends,  her  virtue  fled. 
Near  her  betrayer's  door  she  lays  her  head. 
And  pinch'd  with  cold,  and  shrinking  from  tfaa 

showV, 
With  heavy  heart  deplwes  that  luckless  hoar. 
When  idly  first  ambitious  of  the  town, 
She  left  her  wheel  and  robes  of  country  bnnna. 

Oddmnik'B  DeterUd  VtSage, 


SELFISHNESS. 
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When  lorely  woman  stoope  to  folly. 
And  finds  too  late  that  men  betray, 
What  chann  can  soothe  her  melancholy, 
What  art  can  wash  her  guilt  away  7 
The  only  art  her  guilt  to  cover. 
To  hide  her  shame  from  eT*ry  eye. 
To  give  repentance  to  her  lover. 
And  wring  his  bosom  —  is  to  die. 

Ah  then  ye  fiiir  t 
Be  greatly  oaatiooi  of  your  sliding  hearto : 
Dare  not  the  infecttous  sigh ;  the  pleading  look, 
I>own-east,  and  low,  in  meek  snhmission  diest. 
But  ffaU  of  guile.    Let  not  the  serpent  tongue. 
Prompt  to  deceive,  with  adulation  smooth, 
Gain  on  your  purposM  wilL    Nor  in  the  bower. 
Where  woodbines  flaunt,  and  roses  shed  a  couch. 
While  evening  draws  her  crimson  curtains  round. 
Trust  your  soft  minutes  with  betraying  man. 

7^ftomssfi*s  iSaasoNt. 

Is  there,  in  human  form,  that  bears  a  heart -« 
A  wreteh !  a  villain !  lost  to  love  and  truth ! 
That  can  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art, 
Betray  sweet  Jenny's  unsuspecting  youth  7 
Curse  on  hia  perjur'd  arts !  dissembling  smooth ! 
Are  honour,  virtue,  conscience,  all  exil*d  7 
Is  there  no  pity,  no  relenting  ruth. 
Points  to  the  parents  fondling  o*er  their  child. 
Then  paints  the  ruinM  maid,  and  their  distraction 

wild  7 

Bttms*«  Cotter's  Saturday  NigkU 

By  heaven !  I  would  rather  for  ever  ibiswear 
The  dysium  that  dwells  on  a  beautiful  breast. 
Than  alarm  for  a  moment  the  peace  that  is  there. 
Or  banish  the  dove  from  so  haUow'd  a  nest. 

Jfoors. 

Shall  beauty,  blighted  in  an  hour. 
Find  joy  within  her  broken  bower  7 
No :  gayer  insects  fluttering  by 
Ne*er  droop  the  wing  on  those  that  die. 
And  lovelier  things  have  mercy  shown 
To  every  failing  but  their  own. 
And  every  vroe  a  tear  can  claim. 
Except  an  erring  sister's  shame. 

B^r9iC$  Qiaaur, 

Nought  so  in 
As  the  betrayer's  sin !  salvationlesB 
Almost. 

BaUm/'$  Ft$tu$, 

Her  eyes  may  grow  dim,  and  her  cheek  may  grow 

pale. 
But  tell  they  not  both  the  same  fond  tele  7 
Love's  lighte  have  fled  firom  her  eye  and  her  cheek 
To  bom  and  die  on  the  heart  which  they  seek. 

Jtftf s  Landan, 


What  is  the  tale  that  I  would  tell  7  not  one 
Of  strange  adventure,  but  a  common  tele 
Of  woman's  wretohedneas ;  one  to  be  read 
Daily,  in  many  a  young  and  blighted  heart. 

MiM$  Landom. 

Aocurs'd  be  he  whose  guilefiil  tongue 

Can  wrong  a  woman's  captive  heart -^ 

That  fount  from  which  has  sweetly  sprung 

The  jo3rs  it  could  alone  impart — 

Can  turn  that  fount  to  grief  and  gall. 

And  poison  her  existence  all ! 

Accurs'd  be  he,  whose  lips  can  press 

A  woman's  lips  of  sinless  glow, 

Yet  leave  them,  'mid  her  happiness. 

To  pour  the  lonely  plaint  of  woe. 

That  from  the  midnight  shadows  drear. 

Is  wafted  to  no  human  ear ! 

dAiMnu 


SELFISHNESS. 

That  smootb-fiic'd  gentleman,  trickling  commo- 
dity- 
Commodity  the  bias  of  the  world : 
The  world,  who  of  itself  Is  poised  well. 
Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground ; 
Till  this  advantege,  this  vile  drawing  bias, 
This  sway  of  motion,  this  commodity. 
Makes  it  teke  heed  fi'om  all  indiffisrency, 
From  all  direction,  purpose,  course,  intent 

Shakspeare, 

Self-love  never  yet  could  look  on  truth. 

But  with  Uear'd  beams ;  sleek  flattery  and  she 

Are  twin-bom  sisters,  and  so  mix  their  eyes. 

As  if  you  sever  one,  the  other  dies. 

Bert  JoneoR, 

And  though  aU  cry  down  se](  none  means 
His  own  self  in  a  literal  sense. 

BtaUr"*  Hudibrai. 

Whate'er  the  passion,  knowledge,  fiune,  or  pelf, 

No  one  will  change  his  neighbour  for  himself; 

Hie  leam'd  is  happy  nature  to  explore. 

The  fool  is  happy  that  he  knows  no  more ; 

The  rich  is  happy  in  the  plenty  given, 

The  poor  contenta  him  with  the  care  of  heaven. 

See  the  blind  beggar  dance,  the  cripple  sing ; 

The  sot  a  hero,  lunatic  a  king ; 

The  starving  chemist,  in  his  golden  views 

Supremely  blest,  the  poet  in  his  muse. 

The  selfish  heart  deserves  the  pain  it  foels ; 
More  gen'rous  sorrow,  while  it  sinks,  exalti^ 
And  conscious  virtue  mitigates  the  pang. 

Ymtng**  Night  Thougkn 
An 
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Self  is  the  medium  least  refined  of  all, 
ThrcfQgh  which  Opinion^s  searchiiiir  beam  can 

foil; 
And  passing  there,  the  clearest,  steadiest  rajr 
Will  tinge  its  light  and  turn  its  line  astray. 

Ifoore. 

How  cold  he  hearkens  to  some  bankrupt's  woe. 
Nods  his  wise  head, and  cries  —  **  I  told  70a  so!** 

Spngue*s  Poemg, 

Ye  may  twine  the  living  flowers 

Where  the  living  ibuntains  glide. 
And  beneath  the  rosy  bowers 

Let  the  selfish  man  abide ; 
And  the  birds  upon  the  vnag. 

And  the  barks  upon  the  wave, 
Shall  no  sense  of  freedom  bring,— 

All  is  slavery  to  the  slave : 
lfammon*s  c]ose-Iink*d  chains  have  bound  hSm, 

8elf-impos*d  and  seldom  burst; 
Hiough  heavcn*8  waters  gush  around  him. 

He  would  pine  with  earth*s  poor  thirst 

Mrs.  Hmk'B  Poewm. 

The  craven*s  fear  is  but  selfishness, 

Like  his  merriment 

Wkiaier'B  PoemM. 


SENSES. 

Hiis  |iower*s  sense,  which  fix>m  abroad  doth  bring 
The  colour,  taste,  and  touch,  and  scent  and  sound. 
The  quantity  and  shape  of  every  thing 
Within  earth's  centre,  or  heaven*s  circle  fixmd. 

Sir  Jokn  Davb. 

And  though  things  sensible  be  numberless. 
But  only  five  the  senses*  organs  be ; 
And  in  those  five  all  things  their  forms  express. 
Which  we  can  touch,  taste,  leel,  or  hear,  or  see. 

Sir  Jokn  Dans, 

Something  there  is  more  needful  than  expense, 
And  something  previous  e'en  to  taste— 'tis  sense : 
Good  sense  which  only  is  the  gift  of  heaven, 
And  though  no  science,  fairly  worth  the  seven. 

Pope. 

Of  plain  sound  sense  life's  current  coin  is  made ; 
With  tliat  we  drive  the  most  substantial  trade. 

Ysttfig. 

*Ti8  hard,  where  dolncss  overrules, 

To  keep  good  sense  in  crowds  of  fiwls. 

Swyt 

SENSIBILITY. 

^ha  sensibilities  \xe  so  acute, 

the  iear  of  beuag  silent  makes  us  mute. 

Cowper'B  ConverBotion, 


O  why  are  fiirmers  made  so  coarse. 

Or  clergy  made  so  fine  T 
A  kick,  that  scarce  would  move  a  horse, 

Hay  kill  a  sound  di^'ine. 


The  soul  of  music  slumbers  in  the  shell. 
Tin  vrak'd  and  kindled  by  the  master's  speD; 
And  feeling  hearts — touch  them  but  lightly — pour 
A  thousand  melodies  unheard  beiore ! 

RcgrrB^B  Hwmmm  Life, 

Yet  what  is  wit,  and  what  the  poet's  art  7 
Can  genius  shield  the  vulneraUe  heart? 
Ah  no !    Where  bright  irosginatioo  reigns, 
The  fine-wrought  wpuit  feels  aeuter  pains ; 
Where  glow  exalted  sense  and  taste  refin*d, 
Hiere  keener  anguish  rankles  in  the  mind ; 
There  feeling  is  difiiis'd  through  every  part. 
Thrills  in  each  nerve,  and  lives  in  all  the  heart; 
And  those  whose  gen'rous  souls  each  tear  would 

keep 
From  others'  eyes,  are  born  themselves  to  weep. 

/bnnoilfsrc. 

Oh  I  life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours. 
Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjojnment  adorns; 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flowers. 
Is  always  the  first  to  be  touch'd  by  the  thorns. 

JVitsre. 
Bensibility,  how  charming. 

Thou,  my  fi'iend,  canst  truly  tell ; 
But  distress,  with  horrors  arming, 

Thou  hast  also  known  too  well ! 


Dearly  bought,  the  hidden  treasure. 

Finer  feelings  can  bestow ! 
Chords  that  vibrate  sweetest  pleasure. 

Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  woe. 

Bum, 

A  delicate,  frail  thing, —  but  made 
For  spring  sunshine,  or  summer  shade. 
A  slender  flower,  unmeet  to  bear 
One  April  shower,  —  so  slight,  so  fair. 

Mmbb  London. 

—  Day  by  day, 

The  gentle  creature  died  away, 

As  parts  the  odour  from  the  rose,^-* 

As  fades  the  sky  at  twilight's  close, — 

She  past  so  tender  and  so  fair. 

Afiss  JLsndan. 

Like  the  mimosa,  shrinking  from 
The  blight  of  some  familiar  finger  — 

Like  flowers  which  but  in  secret  bloom. 
Where  aye  the  shelter'd  shadows  linger. 

And  which,  beneath  the  noon's  hot  ray. 

Would  fold  theit  leaves  and  fade  away. 
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Andf  dearettf  though  thine  eye  alone 
May  see  in  me  a  single  grace, 

I  care  not,  so  thoa  e*er  canst  find 
A  hidden  sweetness  in  my  face. 

Though  time  thy  bloom  is  stealing, 
There  *s  still  beyond  his  art. 

The  wild.flower  wreath  of  feeling. 
Hie  sunbeam  of  the  heart. 


Mr$,  Seal 


HatUeL 


'T  was  then  the  bhish  sufibsM  her  check. 
Which  told  what  wocds  could  never  speak  ;— 
Tlie  answer's  written  deeply  now, 
On  this  warm  eheek,  and  glowing  brow. 

Lucretia  Maria  Danidion, 

Roses  bloom,  and  tlicn  they  wither ; 

Checks  are  bright,  then  fiide  and  die ; 

Shapes  of  light,  are  wafled  hither, 

Then,  like  visions,  hurry  by. 

Perdwd, 


SERVANTS.    SERVICE. 

*T  is  the  corse  of  service. 

Preferment  goes  by  letter  and  affection. 

And  not  by  old  gradation ;  where  each  second 

Stood  heir  to  the  first 

Shahs,  Othello. 

I  follow  him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him ; 

We  cannot  all  be  masters,  nor  all  masters 

Cannot  be  truly  Mow'd. 

Shah,  OthsOo, 

As  in  virtuous  actions. 
The  undertaker  finds  a  full  reward. 
Although  conferr*d  upon  unthankful  men : 
So,  any  service  done  to  so  much  sweetness, 
However  dangerous,  in  your  favour  finds 
A  wishM  and  glorious  end. 

MaaMtnger^B  Duke  if  Milan, 

Though  I  love 
My  limbs  as  well  as  any  man,  if  you  had  now 
A  humour  to  kick  me  lame  into  an  office, 
Where  I  might  sit  in  state  and  undo  others, 
Should  I  not  be  bound  to  kiss  the  foot  that  did  it  7 
Though  it  seem  strange,  there  have  been  such 

things  teen 
In  the  memory  of  man. 

IfoMtnger*!  Duke  ofMHan, 

Expect  not  more  fi^om  servants  than  is  jost ; 
Reward  them  well,  if  they  observe  their  trusty 
Nor  with  them  cruelty  or  pride  invade ; 
Since  God  and  nature  them  our  brothers  made* 

Denlham, 


I  am  not  of  that  harsh  and  morose  temper 
As  some  great  men  are  tax*d  with ;  who  imagine 
They  part  from  the  respect  due  to  their  honours. 
If  they  use  not  such  as  fellow  them, 
Without  distinction  of  their  births,  like  slaves. 
I  am  not  so  conditionM :  I  can  make 
A  fitting  diff  *rence  between  my  fbot-boy, 
And  a  gentleman^  by  want  compellM  to  serve  me. 
Maeeinger't  New  Way  io  pay  old  Debto, 


SEXTON. 

See  yonder  maker  of  the  dead  man*s  bed, 

The  seirton,  hoary-headed  chronicle ! 

Of  hard  unmeaning  face,  down  which  ne*er  stolii 

A  gentle  tear ;  with  mattock  in  his  hand. 

Digs  through  whole  rows  of  kindred  and  acquaint 

ance 
By  fkr  his  juniors !  scarce  a  skull  *s  cast  up 
But  woU  he  knew  its  owner,  and  can  tcU 
Some  passage  of  his  life.    Thus,  hand  in  hand. 
The  sot  has  walk*d  with  death  twice  twenty  years 
And  yet  ne*er  younker  on  the  green  laughs  buder 
Or  clubs  a  smuttier  tale ;  when  drunkards  meet. 
None  sings  a  merrier  oatch,  or  lends  a  hand 
More  willing  to  his  cup.  Poor  wretch ;  he  minds 

not 
That  soon  some  trusty  brother  of  the  trade 
Shall  do  for  him  what  he  has  done  for  thousands 

Blair'o  Grave. 


SHAME. 

Shame  sticks  ever  close  to  the  ribs  of  honour. 
Great  men  are  never  found  after  it: 
It  leaves  some  ache  or  other  in  their  names  still. 
Which  their  posterity  feel  at  evVy  weathcir. 

MiddUlon, 

For  often  vice  provoked  to  shame. 
Borrows  the  colour  of  a  virtuous  deed. 
ThoM  libertines  are  chaste,  and  misers  good, 
A  coward  valiant,  and  a  priest  sincere. 

SeweWe  Sir  Walter  Raleigk 

I  can  bear  scorpions'  stings,  tread  fields  of  fire, 
In  fi:oxen  guUs  of  cold  eternal  lie. 
Be  toss*d  aloft  through  tracts  of  endless  void. 
Bat  cannot  live  in  shame. 

Joanna  BaiUhl'o  Bamt 

That  holy  shame,  which  ne'er  forgets 
What  clear  renown  it  as*d  to  wear; 
Whose  blush  remains  when  virtue  sets. 
To  show  her  sunshine  has  been  there. 

Moore^a  Looeo  of  the  Angeta 
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Wben  kuhvcB  and  (ooIm  oombinM  o*er  all  prevail 
When  justice  lialts,  and  right  begins  to  fail, 
EVn  tlicn  the  boldest  start  from  public  sneers. 
Afraid  of  shame — nnlmown  to  others*  flNurSi 
More  darkly  sin,  hj  satire  kept  in  awe. 
And  shrink  from  ridicule,  though  not  ixom  law. 
Bjfran*s  EngU$k  Bard»  and  SeaUk  Rmoiewtn, 

SHEPHERD. 

His  folded  flock  secure,  the  shepherd  home 
Hi  en,  mcrry-heartrd ;  and  by  turns  relieves 
The  ruddy  milk-maid  of  her  brimming  pail ; 
The  beauty  whom  perhaps  his  witless  heart, 
Unknowing  what  the  joy-niixt  anguish  means, 
Sincerely  loves,  by  that  best  language  shown 
Of  cordial  glances,  and  obliging  deeds. 

7*A4»nson*s  Seaiom, 
And  leads  me  to  the  mountain-brow. 
Where  sits  the  shepherd  on  the  grassy  turC 
Inhaling,  healthful,  the  descending  sun. 
Around  him  feeds  his  many  bleating  flock, 
Of  various  cadence ;  and  his  sportive  lambs, 
llib  way  and  that  convolVd,  in  friskftd  glee, 
Tlicir  froUe.  pUy.  ncmmm'$  5mmm. 

The  housc-wifc  waits  to  roll  her  ieecy  stores, 
With  all  her  gay.drcat*d  maids  attending  round. 
One,  chiefs  in  gracious  dignity  enthron*d. 
Shines  o*cr  the  rest,  the  pastoral  queen,  and  rays 
Hi'r  smiles,  sweet  beaming,  on  her  shepherd  king; 
Whiks  the  glad  circle  round  them  yield  their  souls 
To  festive  mirth,  and  wit  ^at  knows  no  galL 

Thonuon't  Season*. 
Frequent  in  the  sounding  hall,  they  wake 
The  rural  gamboL    Rustic  mirtli  goes  round ; 
The  simple  joke  tliat  takes  the  shepherd's  heart, 
Easily  pleasM ;  the  long  loud  laugh,  sincere ; 
The  kiss,  snatched  hasty  from  the  sidelong  maid. 
On  purpose  guardless,  or  pretending  sleep; 
The  leap,  the  slap,  the  haul ;  and,  shook  to  notes 
Of  native  music,  the  respondent  dance. 
Tiius  jocund  fleets  with  them  the  winter  night 

7%nn$on''8  Seamnu, 
Tlie  homely  villager,  the  drudge  of  life. 
Who  eats  but  as  he  toils,  is  happier  far : 
No  self-division,  bosom  anarehy, 
Disturbs  bis  hours ;  thoughtless  he  labours  on, 
Nor  is  at  leisure  to  be  wretched. 

Havar^a  Seamdsrbsg. 


SHIP. 


Your  ships  are  not  well  mann*d : 

Your  mariners  are  muleteers,  reapers,  people 

Iiigroas*d  by  swift  impress. 

SMsa.  Antony  and  CUapaira, 


The  barge  she  sat  in,  like  a  bumishM  throng 
Bum*d  on  the  water :  the  poop  was  beaten  goUt 
Purple  the  sails,  and  so  perfumed,  that 
The  winds  were  love-sick  with  them :  the  oaii 

were  silver. 
Which  to  the  tone  of  flutes  kept  stroke,  and  mids 
The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  &ster, 
As  amorous  of  their  strokes. 

Shakt,  Antony  and  Clftpntn. 

Suppose  that  you  have  seen 

The  weD-appointed  king  at  Hampton  pier 

Embark  his  royalty ;  and  his.  brave  fleet 

With  silken  streamers  the  yoong  PhoBbiis  faaninf, 

Play  with  your  fancies ;  and  in  them  bchoU, 

Upon  the  hempen  tackle,  ahip-boys  ctimbing: 

Hear  the  shrill  whistle,  which  doth  order  give 

To  sounds  confbs*d :  behdd  the  threaden  sails, 

Borne  with  th*  invisible  and  creeping  wind. 

Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  fonow*d  sea. 

Breasting  the  lofty  surge. 

Skah.  Hauji  F. 

Do  but  think 
You  stand  upon  the  rivage,  and  behold 
A  city  on  th*  inconstant  billows  dancing; 
For  so  appears  this  fleet  majestical, 
Holding  due  course  to  Harflenr. 

ShakM,  Hemy  Y. 

So  turns  the  faithful  needle  to  the  pde, 
Though  mountains  rise  between  and  oceans  roIL 

Dtnria. 

The  obedient  steel  with  living  instinct  moves. 

And  veers  for  ever  to  the  pole  it  loves. 

Danc^ 

She  comes  majestic  with  her  swelling  sails, 
The  gallant  bark ;  along  her  watery  way 
Homeward  she  drives  beibro  the  favouring  {[ales; 
Now  flirting  at  their  length  the  streamers  plaji 
And  now  they  ripple  with  the  ruffli<'g  breeze. 

SouAef* 

On  each  gay  deck  they  might  behold 

Lances  of  steel  and  crests  of  gold. 

And  hauberks  with  their  bumishM  fold. 

That  shimmer*d  fair  and  fl^ee ; 

And  each  proud  galley,  as  she  passed. 

To  the  wild  cadence  of  the  blast 

Gave  wilder  minstrelsy. 

SeotVo  Lord  ^  ike  tiUt- 

UpoQ  the  gale  she  stooped  her  side. 

And  bounded  o*er  the  swelling  tide, 

A>  ehe  were  dancing  home ; 

The  merry  seamen  laugfaM  to  eee 

Their  gallant  ship  so  lustily 

Furrow  the  green  seiufbam. 

ScoWb 


SHIPWRECK. 


47» 


Memljy  merrUy  goes  the  bark. 

On  a  breeie  Irom  the  northward  free ; 

So  shoots  through  the  morning  sky  the  lark. 

Or  the  swan  through  the  summer  sea. 

SaOCt  Lord  of  tie  Ida. 

How  glorioualy  her  gallant  course  she  goes  t 
Her  white  wings  flying— never  from  her  6es; 
She  walks  the  Waters  like  a  thing  of  life, 
And  seems  to  dare  the  elements  ta  strife. 
Who  would  not  brave  the  battle-fire— the  wreokF— 
To  move  the  monarch  of  her  peopled  deok  7 

Byron's  Conmr, 

That  trembling  vassal  of  the  pole, 
The  fbelinfT  compass,  navigation*B  soul. 

ByroiCo  Uland. 
0 1  glotioasly  upon  the  deep 
The  gallant  vessel  rides ; 
And  she  is  mistress  of  the  winds, 

And  mistress  of  the  tides. 
And  never  but  for  her  tall  ships 
Had  England  been  so  proud ; 
!    Or  before  the  might  of  the  Island  Queen 
!        The  kings  of  the  earth  have  bowM. 
Bat  alas !  for  the  widow  and  orphan's  tetir. 

When  the  death-flag  sweeps  the  wave ; 
Alas .'  that  the  laurel  of  victory 

Moat  grow  but  upon  the  grave ! 

MimLandoiL 

See  how  yon  flaming  herald  treads 

Iho  ridg*d  and  rolling  waves, 
As  crashing  o*er  their  crested  heads, 

She  bows  her  surly  slaves ! 
With  foam  before  and  fire  behind, 

She  rends  the  clinging  sea. 
That  flies  before  the  roaring  wind. 

Beneath  her  hissing  lee. 

O.  W.  Hoime§^  TU  SUamboaL 

With  clashing  wheel  and  lifting  keel. 

And  smoking  torch  on  high. 
When  winds  are  loud  and  billows  reel, 

She  thunders  foaming  by ; 
When  seas  arc  silent  and  serene, 

With  even  beam  she  glides. 
The  sunshine  glimmering  through  the  green 

That  skirts  her  gleaming  sides. 

O.  W,  HfAmu-^Tho  SUamhoaL 


SHIPWRECK. 

All,  all,  the  storm 

Devoured ;  and  now,  o'er  his  late  eavy'd  fortune. 

The  dolphins  bound,  and  watVy  mountains  roar, 

Triumphant  in  his  ruin, 

Fdui^I  Revenge, 


A  rotten  ciarcass  of  a  boat,  not  rigg*d. 

Nor  tackle,  sail,  nor  mast ;  the  very  rats 

Instinctively  had  quit  it :  there  they  hoist  us. 

To  cry  to  the  sea  that  roarM  to  us ;  to  sigh 

To  the  winds,  whose  pity,  sighing  back  again. 

Did  us  but  loving  wrong. 

Shake,  TempetL 

I  saw  your  brother, 
Most  provident  in  peril,  bind  himself 
(Courage  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  practice) 
To  a  strong  mast,  that  liv*d  upon  the  sea : 
Where,  like  Arion  on  the  dolphin^s  back, 
I  saw  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  waves, 
80  long  as  I  could  see. 

Shake.  Twelfth  NighL 

On  Scylla  or  Charybdis  (dangerous  rocks !) 
She  strikes  rebounding ;  whence  the  shatter'd  oak 
So  fierce  a  shock  imable  to  withstand, 
Admits  tho  sea :  in  at  the  gaping  side 
The  crowding  waves  gush  with  impetuous  rage, 
Resistless,  overwhelming ;  horrors  seize 
The  mariners;  death  in  their  eyes  appears. 
They  stare,  they  rave,  they  pump,  they  swear,  they 

pray; 
(Vain  c^rts !)  still  the  battering  waves  rush  in, 
Implacable,  till,  delug'd  by  the  foam, 
The  ship  sinks  foundering  in  the  vast  abyss. 

PhUipe'e  Splendid  ShOUng. 

A  piteous,  fearful  sight — 
A  noble  vess^  labouring  with  the  storm. 
Hath  struck  upon  the  rocks  beneath  our  v^alls, 
And  by  the  quivermg  gleams  of  livid  blue 
Her  deck  is  crowded  with  despairing  souls, 
And  in  the  hollow  pauses  of  the  storm 
We  heard  their  piercing  cries. 

MaturMe  Bertiam, 

Wave  high  your  torches  on  each  crag  and  cliff-* 
Let  many  lights  blaze  on  our  battlements-^ 
Shout  to  them  in  the  pauses  of  the  storm. 
And  tell  them  there  is  hope— 
And  let  our  deep-ton*d  bell  its  loudest  peal 
Send  cheerfully  o*er  the  deep  — 
*T  will  be  a  comfort  to  the  wretched  souls 
In  their  extremi^ — all  thingfs  are  possible; 
Fresh  hope  may  give  them  strength,  and  strength 
deliverance.  Jlfatvrin*!  Bertram^ 

It  is  too  late ; 

For  many  a  fiithora  ^th  tho  beetling  rock 

Rise  o*er  the  breaker's  surge  that  dashes  o'er  them ; 

No  help  of  human  hand  can  reach  them  there 

One  hour  will  hush  their  cries — and  by  the  mors 

Thou  wilt  behold  the  ruin — wreck  and  corse 

Float  on  the  weltering  wave. 

MaturMe  Bertram 
40» 
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SHIPWRECK. 


Five  hundred  souls  in  one  instant  of  dread 

Arc  hurried  o'er  llie  deck ; 

And  fast  the  miserable  ship 

Becomes  a  lifeless  wreck. 

Her  keel  hath  struck  on  a  hidden  rock, 

Her  planks  arc  torn  asunder, 

And  down  oomcs  her  mast  with  a  reeling  shock. 

And  a  hideous  crash  like  thunder, 

Her  sails  are  draggled  in  the  brine 

That  gladdenM  late  the  skies. 

And  her  pendant  that  kissM  the  fkir  moonshine, 

Down  many  a  fathom  lies. 


Oh !  many  a  dream  was  in  the  ship 

An  hour  before  her  death ; 

And  sights  of  home  with  sighs  disturb*d 

The  sleepers*  long  drawn  breath. 

Instead  of  the  murmur  of  the  sea 

The  sailor  heard  the  humming-tree 

Alive  through  all  its  leaves, 

The  hum  of  the  spreading  sycamore 

That  grows  before  his  cottage  door, 

And  the  swallow's  song  in  the  eaves. 

ills  arms  encloeM  a  blooming  boy, 

Who  listened  with  tears  of  sorrow  and  joy 

To  the  dangers  liis  fatlier  had  passM ; 

And  his  wife  —  by  turns  she  wept  and  smiled, 

As  she  look*d  on  the  father  of  her  child, 

RctomM  to  her  heart  at  last 

^-  He  wakes  at  the  vessel's  sudden  roU, 

And  the  rush  of  waters  is  in'  his  souL 

Wikon. 

•T  was  twilight,  and  the  sunless  day  went  down 
Over  the  waste  of  waters,  like  a  veil. 
Which,  if  withdrawn,  would  but  disclose  the  frown 
Of  one  whose  hate  is  maskM,  but  to  assail. 
ITius  to  their  hopeless  eyes  the  night  was  shown, 
And  grimly  darkled  o*cr  their  faces  pale. 
And  hopeless  eyes,  which  o*er  the  deep  alone 
Gazed  dim  and  desolate ;  twelve  days  had  fear 
Been  tlieir  familiar ;  and  now  death  was  here. 

A  wreck  complete  she  roUM 
At  mercy  of  the  waves :  whose  mercies  are 
Like  human  beings  during  civil  war. 

Souie  iashM  them  in  theil*  hammocks,  some  put  on 
Their  best  dothes,  as  if  going  to  a  fair : 
Some  cursed  tlie  day  on  which  they  saw  the  sun. 
And  gnashM  their  teeth,  and  howling,  tore  their 
hair.  Byron. 

And  there  he  lay,  full  length,  where  he  was  flung, 
Betore  the  entrance  of  a  diff-worn  cave. 
With  just  enough  of  life  to  feel  its  pain, 
ApH  deem  that  it  was  sav'd,  perhaps  in  vain. 

Bynm. 


Then  rose  from  sea  to  sky  the  wild  farewcU, 
Then  shriekM  the  timid,  and  stood  still  the  bravs, 
Then  some  leapM  overboard  with  dreadful  yell. 
As  eager  to  anticipate  their  grave ; 
And  (he  sea  yawn*d  around  her  like  a  hell. 
And  down  she  suckM  with  her  the  whirling  wave, 
Like  one  who  grapples  with  his  enemy, 
And  strives  to  strangle  him  before  he  die. 
And  first  one  universal  shriek  there  rushed. 
Louder  than  the  loud  ocean,  like  a  crash 
Of  echoing  thunder ;  and  then  all  was  bosfa*d. 
Save  the  wild  wind  and  the  remorseless  dash 
Of  billows ;  but  at  intervals  there  gushed. 
Accompanied  with  a  convulsive  splash, 
A  solitary  shriek,  the  bubbling  cry 
Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  his  agony. 

Bynm 

The  queenly  ship !  ^-  brave  hearts  had  striven, 

And  true  ones  died  with  her !  — 
We  saw  her  mighty  cable  riven. 

Like  floating  gossamer. 
We  saw  her  proud  flag  struck  that  mom 

A  star  once  o*er  the  seas^ 
Her  anchor  gone,  her  deck  uptom— 

And  sadder  things  than  these ! 
We  saw  her  treasures  cast  away,-— 

The  rocks  witli  pearls  were  sown. 
And,  strangely  sad,  the  ruby*s  ray 

Flash*d  out  o*er  fretted  stone. 
And  gold  was  strewn  the  wet  sands  o'er. 

Like  ashes  by  a  breeie;  . 
And  gorgeous  robes  —  but  oh  I  that  shore 

Had  sadder  things  than  these ! 
We  saw  the  strong  man  still  and  low, 

A  crush'd  reed  thrown  aside ! 
Yet,  by  that  rigid  lip  and  brow. 

Not  without  strife  he  died ! 

Mr$,  Heman9*9  Poors. 


Hie  two  proud  sisters  of  the  sea, 

In  glory  and  in  doom ! 
Well  may  the  eternal  waters  be 

Their  broad,  unsculptur'd  tomb ! 
The  wind  that  rings  along  tlie  wave. 

The  dear,  unshadowM  sun. 
Are  torch  and  trumpet  o*er  the  brave,  — 

Their  last  green  wreath  is  won  I 
No  stranger-hand  their  banners  furPd* 

No  victor's  shout  they  heard. 
Unseen,  above  them  ocean  carFd, 

Save  by  its  own  pale  bird ; 
The  gnashing  billows  heavM  and  fell ; 

WUd  shriekM  the  midnight  gale ; 
Far,  &r  beneath  the  morning  swell 

Were  pennant,  spar,  and  sail ! 
O.  W.  Hobna.'^JU  Watpandthe  B9rm€. 


SHOOTING. 
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I  mast  go  o*er  the  sea  to  other  lands : 

It  is  the  call  of  duty ;  but  fear  not, 

I  shall  return,  and  then  our  loves  are  sure. 

Dream  not  of  danger  on  the  sea-- one  power 

Protects  us  always,  and  the  hmest  heart 

Fears  not  the  tempest 


SHOOTING. 

See  from  the  brake  the  whirring  pheasant  springs. 
And  mounts  exulting  on  triumphant  wings  j 
Short  is  his  joy ;  he  feels  the  fiery  wound, 
Flatters  in  blood,  and  panting  beats  the  ground. 
Ah !  what  avail  his  glossy  varying  dyes. 
His  purpled  crest  and  scarlet-circled  eyes. 
The  vivid  green  his  shining  plumes  unfold, 
His  painted  wings,  and  breast  that  flames  with 
gold  7  Pope^B  Wivd9ar  ForaL 

Thick  around 
rhunders  the  sport  of  those,  who  with  the  gun, 
And  dog  impatient  bounding  at  the  shot, 
Worse  than  the  season,  desolate  the  fields ; 
And,  adding  to  the  ruins  of  the  year, 
Distress  the  footed  or  the  feather'd  game. 

Thmuon'i  SeaamtM, 

Here  the  rude  clamour  of  the  sportman's  joy. 
The  gun  fast  thundering,  and  the*  winded  horns, 
Would  tempt  the  muse  to  sing  the  rural  game : 
How  in  his  mid-career,  the  spaniel  struck 
Stiff  by  the  tainted  gale,  with  open  nose. 
Outstretched,  and  finally  sensible,  draws  fuO, 
Fearfiil,  and  cautious,  on  the  latent  prey ; 
As  in  the  sun  the  circling  covey  bask 
Theb  varied  plumes,  and  watchful  every  way 
Through  the  rough  stubble  turn  the  secret  eye. 
Ckught  in  the  meshy  snare,  in  vain  they  beat 
Hieir  idle  wings,  entangled  more  and  more : 
Nor  on  the  surges  of  the  boundless  air. 
Though  borne  triumphant,  are  they  safe,  the  gun, 
GlancM  just,  and  sudden,  fi'om  the  fowler*s  eye, 
Overtakes  their  sounding  pinions ;  and  again, 
Immediate  brings  them  from  the  towering  wing. 
Dead  to  the  ground :  or  drives  them  wide  dispersed, 
Wounded  and  wheeling  various,  down  the  wind. 

Thomson'*  SeoMOM, 

The  East  is  now  dappled  with  dawnmg  of  light; 
To  tlie  woods  fi>r  the  deer,  ere  the  sun  Is  in  sight ! 
Tbe  white  firost  has  spread  its  fresh,  silver-Uke 

veil. 
And  if  a  hoof  passes  it  tells  us  ihe  tale. 
The  hoimd  in-  swift  gambols  darts  hither  and  yon, 
We  shoulder  our  rifles,  and  rapidly  on. 

StneC$  Poemt, 


Hush !  hark  to  that  sound  steolijig  faint  through 

the  wood! 
Heart  hammers,  breath  thickens,  swift  rushes  the 

bk)od! 
It  swells  from  the  thicket  more  loud  and  more' 

near, 
'T  is  the  hound  giving  tongue !  he  is  driving  the 

deer! 
My  rifle  is  levePd— swift  tramplings  arc  heard  «- 
A  rustle  of  leaves  —  then,  with  flight  like  a  bird, 
His  antlers  thrown  back,  and  his  body  in  motion. 
With  quick  rise  and  fall  like  the  surge  of  the 

ocean  — 
His  eyeballs  wide  rolling  in  phrensied  affright— 
Out  bursts  the  magnificent  creature  to  sight !  . 
A  low  cry  I  utter ;  he  stops  —  bends  his  head. 
His  nostrils  distended, limbs  quaking  with  dread; 
My  rifle  cracks  sharp — he  springs  wildly  on  high. 
Then  pitches  down  headlong,  to  quiver  and  die. 

Strud'*  PoemM. 
A  room  in  September  —  the  East  is  yet  grey, 
Come  Cark) !  come  Jupe !  we'll  try  fowling  to-day. 
The  rail-fence  is  leaped,  and  the  wood-boughs  are 

round. 
And  a  moss-couch  is  spread  for  my  &ot  on  the 

ground.  • 

A  quick  startling  whirr  now  bursts  lood  on  my 

ear— 
The  partridge-— the    partridge— swifl-pinion'd 

by  fear. 
Low  onward  he  whixzes,  Jupe  yelps  as  he  sees. 
And  we  dash  through  the  brushwood,  to  note 

where  he  trees! 
I  see  him — his  brown-speckled  breast  is  display'd 
On  the  branch  of  yon  maple,  that  edges  the  glade ! 
My  &wling.piece  rings,  Jupe  daxts  forward  so  fleet, 
E!re  I  load  he  lays  down  the  dead  bird  at  my  feet. 

Sirtet'9  Poem9» 
On  a  branch  the  bright  oriole  dances  and  sings, 
With  rich  crimson  bosom,  and  black  glossy  wings ; 
And  the  robin  lights  warbling,  then  flutters  away. 
For  I  harm  not  God*s  creatures,  so  tiny  as  they. 

Streef*  Poem, 
Near  yonder  hedge-row  where  high  grass  and 

ferns 

The  secret  hollow  shade,  my  pointers  stand. 
How  beautiful  they  look !  with  outstretch*a  tails 
With  heads  immovable  and  eyes  fast  fiz*d, 
One  fiirs-leg  raisM  and  bent,  the  other  firm. 
Advancing  forward,  presses  on  the  grounU  ! 
ConvolvM  and  fluttering  on  the  blood-stainM  eanzi, 
The  partridge  lies : — thus  one  b/  one  Jiey  fall, 
Save  what  with  happier  fate  escape  untouched. 
And  o*er  the  open  fields  with  rapid  speed 
To  the  close  shelt'ring  Covert  wing  their  wa^ 

FinMftf 
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Fall  of  th*  expected  sport  mj  heart  beats  hi; h, 
And  w'lih  impatient  step  I  haste  to  reach 
llAe  stobblcs,  where  the  scattered  ears  afford 
A  sweet  repast  to  the  yet  heedless  game. 
How  my  brate  dogs  o*er  the  broad  fUrrows  bound, 
QuartVing  their  gromid  exactly.    Ah !  that  point 
Answers  my  eager  hopes,  and  fills  my  breast 
With  joy  unspeakable^    How  close  they  lie ! 
Whilst  to  the  spot  with  steady  pace  I  tend. 
Now  from  the  ground  with  noisy  wing  they  burst. 
And  dart  away.    My  victim  singled  out. 
In  bis  aerial  course  falls  short,  nor  skims 
Th*  adjoining  hedge  o'er  which  the  rest  unhurt 
Have  pass*d. 

VineeaL 

Ah,  nut-brown  partridges !  ah,  brilliant  pheasants ! 
Aiul  ah,  ye  poachers  !^-*T  is  no  sport  for  pea- 
sants. Mjpvn, 


SILENCE. 

Silence  is  only  oommendabl* 
In  a  neat's  tongue  dried,  and  a  maid  not  vendible. 

Shak$,  MerchiOM  tf  Venice. 
Ot,  my  Antonio,  I  do  know  of  these, 
That  therefore  are  reputed  wise. 
For  saying  nothing. 

8hak^  MerchtMt  tf  Vtmct, 

The  silence  often  of  pure  innooenea 
Persuades,  when  speaking  fails. 

flAdb;  mnter**  TUs. 

Out  of  this  silence,  yet  I  piok'd  a  welcome : 
And  in  the  modesty  of  iearftd  duty 
I  read  as  much,  as  from  the  rattling  tongiie 
Of  saucy  and  audacious  eloquence. 

Shak9,  Midgunaner  Nlghfi  Dnam, 

Silence  is  the  perfectest  herald  of  joy ; 
I  were  but  little  happy,  if  I  could  say  how  much. 

Shaki,  Much  Ado  tioui  Nothing, 

Still-born  silence,  thou  that  art 
Floodgate  of  the  deeper  heart ; 
Offspring  of  a  heavenly  kind ; 
Frost  o*  th*  mouth  and  thaw  o'  th*  mind ; 
Secrecy's  confidant,  and  he 

That  makes  religion  mystery ; 
Admiration's  speaktng'st  tongue  — 
Leave  thy  desert  sliades,  among 
Reverend  hermits'  hallow'd  cells. 
Where  retir'd'st  devotion  dwells; 
With  thy  enthusiasms  come ; 
Siiixe  this  maid,  and  make  her  dumb. 

Richard  Flecknoi^o  Xeos's  Domimam, 

Silence  it.  woman,  is  like  speech  in  man ; 

r«enf  t  woo  ear. 

J^Miseii's  SiUid  Wi 


You  know  my  wishes  ever  yours  did  meets 
(f  I  be  silent,  t  is  no  more  but  fear 
That  I  should  say  too  little  when  I  speak. 

Lady  Careui*$  Mariaw^ 

*Tis,  alas. 

His  modest,  bashful  nature,  and  pure  innocence, 

That  makes  him  silent;  think  you  that  bright 

rose. 

That  bods  within  his  cheeks,  was  planted  there 

By  guilt  or  shame  7  no,  he  has  always  been 

So  unacquainted  with  all  arts  of  sin. 

That  but  to  be  s'uspected,  strikes  him  dumb, 

With  wonder  and  amazement. 

Randdph^B  AmytiiKa, 

Lo !  silence  himself  is  here ; 

Methinks  I  see  the  midnight  god  appear. 

In  all  his  downy  pomp  array'd. 

Behold  the  rev'rend  shade ; 

An  ancient  sigh  he  sits  upon* 

Whose  memory  of  sound  is  long  since  gone. 

And  purposely  annihilated  fi>r  his  throne : 

Beneath  two  .soft  transparent  clouds  do  meet ; 

In  which  he  seems  to  sink  his  softer  feet, 

A  melaneholy  thought,  oondens'd  to  air. 

Stolen  from  a  lover  in  despair, 

like  a  thin  mantle,  serves  to  wrap 

la  fluid  folds  his  visionary  shape, 

A  wreath  of  darkness  round  his  head  he  wears, 

Whose  curling  mists  tapfly  the  want  of  hairs. 

While  the  still  vapours,  which  from  poppies  rise, 

Bedew  his  hoary  fkoe,  and  lull  his  eyes. 

Cotigroott 

Silence!  coeval  with  eternity; 
Tbou  wert,  ere  nature's  self  began  to  be ; 
'T  was  one  vast  nothing  all,  and  all  slept  &st  m 
thee.  Pofo. 

The  tongue  mov'd  gently  first,  and  speech  was  low. 
Till  wrangling  science  taught  it  noise  and  show. 
And  wicked  wit  arose,  thy  most  abusive  foe. 
But  rebel  wit  deserts  thee  oft. in  vain ; 
Lost  in  the  maze  of  woods  he  turns  again. 
And  seeks  a  surer  state,  and  courts  thy  gentle 
reign. 


Then  fiilt  I  like  some  watcher  of  the  skies, 
When  a  new  planet  swims  into  his  ken ; 

Or  like  stout  Cortez,  when  with  eagle  eyes 
He  star'd  at  the  Pacific— -and  all  his  men 

Look'd  at  each  other  with  a  wild  rarmiae-* 
Silent,  upon  a  poiok  in  Bariea. 

By  day  or  night,  in  weal  or  woe. 

This  heart,  no  loQger  firee. 
Must  bear  the  love  it  cannot  show. 

And  silent  ache  for  thea 


SIN -SINCERITY. 
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They  never  felt, 

Those  Bummer  flies  that  flit  so  gajly  round  thee, 

They  never  felt  one  moment  wh&t  I  feel. 

With  such  a  silent  tendersiess,  and  keep 

So  closely  in  my  heart 

Pereivat 

The  temple  of  our  purest  thoughts  is  —  silence ! ' 

Mrs.  HMt  Ormond  Grotvenor. 

Hiere  is  a  silence  where  hath  been  no  sound, 
There  is  a  silence  where  no  sound  may  be. 
In  the  cold  grave,  under  the  deep,  deep  sea. 
Or  in  wide  desert  where  no  life  is  found. 
Which  hath  been  mute,  and  stiU  must  sleep  pro- 
found ; 
No  voice  is  hush'd,  —  no  life  treads  silently, 
But  clouds  and  cloudy  shadows  wander  £ree, 
That  never  spoke,  over  the  idle  ground  i 
But  in  green  ruins,  in  the  desolate  walls 

Of  antique  palaces,  where  man  hath  been, 
Tliough  the  dun  fox  or  wild  hyeaa  calls. 
And  owls  that  flit  continually  between. 
Shriek  to  the  echo,  and  the  low  wind  moon. 
There  the  true  silence  is,  sel^conscious  and  alone. 

ThomaB  Hood, 


SIN. 


From  love  of  grace. 

Lay  not  that  flattVing  unction  to  your  soul. 

That  not  your  trespass,  but  my  ma4pess  speaks : 

It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulc*roud  place; 

Whilst  ranlj^  corruption,  mining  all  within. 

Infects  unseen ;  confess  yourself  to  heav*n ; 

Repent  what 's  past,  avoid  what  is  to  come ; 

And  do  not  spread  the  com  post  on  the  weeds 

To  make  them  ranker. 

ShaU,  HamleL 

Foul  deeds  will  rise, 
Thoogh  all  the  earth  overwhelm  them,  to  men*s 
eyes.  Shako,  HamUL 

Hft  that  fbr  love  of  goodness  hateth  iU, 

la  more  crown-worthy  still 

Tlian  he,  which  for  sin*s  penaRy  forbears ; 

M«^  heart  sins,  though  he  fears. 

JonsmCo  Epigramo, 

O  the  dangerous  siege 
Sin  lays  about  us  \    And  the  tyranny 
He  exercises  when  ho  hath  ezpung*d, 
I^ke  to  the  horror  of  a  winter's  thunder, 
Mixf  d  inth  a  gushing  storm ;  that  suffers  nothing 
To  stir  abroad  on  earth,  but  their  own  rages. 
Is  sin,  when  it  hath  gathered  head  above  us : 
No  rooC  no  shelter  ean  secure  us  so. 
But  be  will  drown  our  cheeks  in  fear  or  woe. 

Chapnan^o  Bmtoey  JTAsaM». 


'T  is  fearful  building  upon  any  ein ; 
One  mischief  enter*d,  brings  anotlier  in : 
The  second  pulls  a  third,  the  third  draws  more, 
And  they  for  all  the  rest  set  ope  the  door : 
Till  custom  take  away  the  judging  sense. 
That  to  offend  we  think  it  no  offence. 

SmWi^o  Hector  of  Oermany 

Our  sins,  like  to  our  shadows 

When  our  day  is  in  its  glory,  searoe  appearM : 

Towards  our  evening  how  great  and  monstrous 

They  are  \ 

Sueklmg'o  Aglaura, 

Hie  other  shape. 
If  shape  it  might  be  callM  that  shape  had  ncne 
Distinguishable  in  member,  joint,  or  limb; 
Or  substance  might  be  callM  that  shadow  seem*d; 
For  each  scem'd  either ;  black  it  stood  as  night. 
Fierce  as  ten  furies,  terrible  as  hell. 
And  shook  a  dreadful  dart ;  what  seemed  his  head. 
The  likeness  of  a  kingly  crown  had  on. 
Satan  was  now  at  hand ;  and  from  his  scat 
The  monster,  moving  onward,  came  as  £ist 
With  horrid  strides ;  hell  trembled  as  be  strode. 

MiUon*o  Paradioe  LooL 

Earnest  toil  and  strong  endeavour 

Of  a  spirit  which  within 
Wrestles  with  familiar  evil 

And  besetting  sin. 

WhiUier'o  Poemo, 

Know'st  thou  not  all  germs  of  evil 

In  thy  heart  await  their  time  7 
Not  thyself^  but  God's  restraining. 

Stays  their  growth  of  crime. 

Whit(ier*o  Poemo 

Thou  wilt  not  chronicle  our  sand-like  sins ; 
For  sin  is  small,  and  mean,  and  barren.    Good 
Only  is  great,  and  generous,  and  fruitful 
Number  the  mountains,  not  the  sands,  O  God ! 

Bailetfo  Fettuo* 

O  sin,  what  hast  thou  done  to  this  fliir  earth ! 

Dana^o  Poemo 

Sini^ath  broke  the  world's  sweet  peace— unstrung 
Th'  harmonious  chords  to  which  the  angels  sung 

Dana'o  Buecaneo* 


SINCERITY. 

I  cannot  hide  what  I  am :  I  must  be 
Sad  when  I  have  cause,  and  smile  at  no  mauV 
Jests ;  eat  when  I  have  stomaeh,  and  wait  for 
No  man*s  leisure ;  sleep  when  I  am  drowsy. 
And  tend  on  no  man's  business ;  lauf  n  when  I 
Am  merry,  and  dlaw  no  man  in  his  humour. 

Shoko,  Muck  Ado  about  Nothint 
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SINGLE-LIFE. 


Men  should  be'  what  they  seem : 
Or,  those  that  be  not,  would  they  might  seem  none. 

8hak».  Othdlo. 

His  nature  is  too  noble  ftr  the  world : 

He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 

Or  Jove  for 's  power  to  thunder :  his  heart's  his 

mouth: 

What  his  breast  forges  tliat  his  tongue  must  vent; 

And,  bcmg  angry,  does  forget  that  ever 

He  heard  the  name  of  death. 

Shakt,  Coridanua, 

His  words  are  bonds,  his  oaths  are  oracles : 
His  love  sincere,  his  thoughts  immaculate ; 
Hie  tears  pure  messengers  sent  from  his  heart ; 
His  heart  as  far  from  fraud,  as  heav*n  fix>m  earth. 
Shaki,  Two  OmUkaun  <f  Verona, 

Because  I  lie  here  at  thy  feet, 
The  humble  booty  of  thy  oonqu'ring  eyes, 
And  by  my  heart  all  open  in  thy  sight. 
And  tell  thee  I  am  thine,  and  tell  thee  right; 
And  do  not  suit  my  looks,  nor  clothe  my  words 
In  other  colours  than  my  thoughts  do  wear, 
But  do  thee  right  in  all,  thou  soomest  me 
As  if  thou  didst  not  love  sincerity. 
Never  did  crystal  more  apparently 
Present  the  colour  it  contained  within. 
Than  have  these  eyes,  these  tears,  this  tongue  of 

mine 
Bewray*d  my  heart,  and  told  how  much  I  *m  thine. 

Danieto  Arcadia. 

For  my  own  part,  I  consider 

Nature  without  apparel ;  without  disguising 

Of  custom  or  compliment ;  I  give  thoughts 

Words,  and  words  truth,  and  truth  boldness.    She 

whose 

Honest  freeness  makes  it  her  virtue  to 

Bpeak  what  she  thinks,  will  make  it  her  necessity 

To  thmk  what  is  good. 

Maroion, 

I  cannot  clothe  my  thoughts,  and  just  defence 
In  such  an  abject  phrase,  but 't  will  appear 
F.(|ual,  if  not  above  my  low  condition.        * 
I  need  no  bombast  language,  8tol*n  fit)m  such, 
As  make  nobility  from  prodigious  terms 
The  hearers  understand  not;  I  bring  with  me 
No  wealth  to  boast  of;  neither  con  I  number 
Uncertain  fortune's  fa^ronrs  with  my  merits : 
I  dare  not  force  affection,  or  presume 
To  censure  her  discretion  that  looks  on  me 
Ab  a  weak  man,  and  not  her  fancy'd  idol. 

JKiMttnger*ff  Bondman. 

God  weighs  the  heart;  whom  wo  can  never  move 

Hf  outward  actions  without  inward  love. 

Watkino. 


Innocence,  below,  enjoys 
Security,  and  quiet  sleeps ;  mordcr^a  not  heard  of, 
Treachery  is  a  stranger  there ;  they  enjoy 
Their  friends  and  loves  without  ravishment; 
They  are  all  equal,  ev'ry  one 's  a  prince, 
And  .rules  himself;  they  speak  not  with  their  ejci, 
Or  brows,  but  with  the  tongue,  and  that  too  dwelh 

In  the  heart  «,.  .,       ,  «,  , 

oicttjf  ana  liirpla. 

Sincerity's  my  chief  delight. 
The  darling  pleasure  of  the  >mind ; 
O  that  I  could  to  her  invite, 
AU  the  whole  race  of  human  kind ; 
Take  her,  mortals,  ahe*s  worth  mors 
Than  all  your  glory,  all  your  fame. 
Than  all  your  glittering  boasted  store, 
Hian  all  the  things  that  you  can  name. 
She  *11  with  her  bring  a  joy  divine. 
All  that's  good,  and  all  that's  fine. 

Lady  ChudUigk 

Her  words  are  trusty  heralds  to  her  mind. 

John  Ford'o  Love's  Soerifiei. 

Sincerity, 
Thou  first  of  virtues,  let  no  mortal  leave 
Thy  onward  path,  although  the  earth  should  gape, 
And  from  the  gulf  of  hell  dostructioQ  rise,— 
To  take  dissimulation's  winding  way. 

Home*9  Dou^am. 

You  have  a  natural  wise  sincerity, 

A  simple  truthfulness ; 
And,  thoU£J!i  yourself  not  unacquaint  with  care, 

Have  in  your  heart  wide  room. 

Jameo  R.  Lowefft  PoflM. 


SINGLE-LIFE. 

A  wifo !  O  fetters 

To  man's  blcss'd  liberty !  All  this  world's  prison, 

Heav'n  the  high  wall  about  it,  sin  the  gaoler; 

But  th*  iron  shackles,  weighing  down  our  heels, 

Are  only  women. 

Deeker'o  Wonder  of  the  Kingdoa 

Say  a  man  never  marry,  nor  have  children ; 
What  takes  that  from  him  ?    Only  the  bare  nam« 
Of  being  a  father,  or  the  weak  delight 
To  see  the  little  wanton  ride  a  cock-horse 
Upon  a  painted  stick,  or  hear  him  chatter 
Like  a  taught  starling. 

Wdfoter^o  Duckeoi  vf  Mo^ 

A  bachelor 
May  thrive  by  observation  on  a  little; 
A  single  life's  no  burthcD :   but  to  draw 
In  yokes  is  chargeable,  and  will  require 
A  double  maintenance. 

John  Ford's  FancyU  Chaste  and  iVoUf 
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O  fie  upon  this  ungle-Iife !  forego  it 

Webster's  Duchess  sf  Maify, 

Fair  Hermia,  question  joar  desiret, 

Know  of  your  youth,  examine  well  your  blood, 

Whether,  if  you  yield  not  to  your  father*!  choice, 

You  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  nun ; 

For  aye  to  be  in  shady  cloister  mewM, 

To  live  a  barren  sister  all  your  Hie, 

Chanting  faint  hymns  to  the  cold  fruitless  moon. 

Thrice  blessed  they  that  master  so  their  blood. 

To  undergo  such  maiden  pilgrimage : 

But  earlier  happy  is  the  rose  distilled. 

Than  that  which  withering  on  the  virgin  thorn. 

Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  single  blessedness. 

Shaks,  Midsummer  Nights  Dream* 

Her  bosom  was  a  aofl  retreat 

For  love,  and  love  alone. 
And  yet  her  heart  had  never  beat 

To  love's  delicious  tone; 
It  dwelt  within  its  circle  free 

From  tender  thoughts  like  these, 
Waiting  the  little  deity 

As  the  blossom  waits  the  breeze. 
Before  it  throws  it  leaves  apart, 
And  trembles  like  a  love-touchM  heart 

JIfrt.  Wdby. 

SKULL. 

Remove  yon  skull  fVom  out  the  scatter'd  heaps ; 
Is  that  a  temple  where  a  God  may  dwell  7 
Why  ev*n  the  worm  at  last  disdains  her  shatter'd 

cell! 
Look  on  its  broken  arch,  its  ruinM  waU, 
Its  chambeis  desolate,  and  portals  foul : 
Yes,  this  was  once  ambition's  airy  hall. 
The  dome  of  thought,  the  palace  of  the  soul : 
Behold  through  each  lacklustre,  eyeless  hole. 
The  gay  recess  of  wisdom  and  of  wit, 
And  passion's  host,  that  never  brook'd  control : 
Can  all,  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ, 
People  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  refit  7 

Byron's  ChUde  Harold, 

O  empty  vauH  of  former  glory ! 

Where'er  thou  wert  in  time  of  old, 

Thy  surface  tells  thy  living  story. 

Though  now  so  hollow,  dead,  and  cold; 

For  in  thy  form  is  yet  descried 

The  traces  left  of  young  desire; 

The  painter's  art,  the  statesman's  pride, 

Tlie  muse's  song,  the  poet's  fire; 

But  these,  forsooth,  now  seem  to  bo 

Mere  lamps  on  thy  periphery. 

Dr,  Forster, 


These  various  organs  show  tho  place 

Where  fi'iendship  lov'd,  where  passion  glow'd, 

Where  veneration  grew  in  grace. 

Where  justice  sway'd,  where  man  was  proud-* 

Whence  wit  its  slippery  sallies  threw 

On  vanity,  thereby  defeated; 

Where  hope's  imaginary  view 

Of  things  to  come  (fond  fool)  is  seated ; 

Where  circumspection  made  us  fear, 

'Mid  gleams  of  joy  some  danger  near. 

Dr.  ForsUr 
Old  wall  of  man's  most  noble  part. 
While  now  I  trace  with  trembling  hand 
Thy  sentiments,  how  oft  I  start, 
Dismay'd  at  such  a  jarring  band ! 
Man,  with  discordant  fi'enzy  fiaught. 
Seems  either  madman,  fool,  or  knave; 
To  try  to  live  is  all  he 's  taught  — 
To  ^scape  her  foot  who  nought  doth  save 
In  life's  proud  race;— (unknown  our  goal) 
To  strive  against  a  kindred  souL 

Dr,  FarsUr 

And  canst  thou  teach  to  future  man 
The  way  his  evils  to  repairs- 
Say,  O  memento, — of  the  span 
Of  mortal  life  7  for  if  the  care 
Of  truth  to  science  be  not  given, 
(From  whom  no  treachery  can  sever,) 
There 's  no  dependence  under  heaven 
That  error  may  not  reign  for  ever. 
May  fkture  heads  more  learning  cull 
From  thee  when  my  own  head 's  a  skull. 

Dr,  Forster 

SLANDER. 

« 

And  therein  were  a  thousand  tongues  6mpight 

Of  stmdry  kinds  and  sundry  quality ; 

Some  were  of  dogs,  that  barked  day  and  night. 

And  some  of  cats,  that  wrawling  still  did  cry. 

And  some  of  bears,  that  groan'd  continually, 

And  some  of  tigers,  that  did  seem  to  grcn. 

And  snarl  at  all  that  ever  passed  by ; 

But  most  of  them  were  tongues  of  mortal  men. 

Which  spake  reproachfully,  not  caring  where  nor 

when. 
And  them  amongst  were  mingled,  here  and  there. 
The  tougues  of  serpents  with  three-forked  stings, 
That  spat  out  poison  and  gore,  bloody  gere, 
At  all  who  came  within  his  ravenings. 
And  spake  licentious  words  and  hateful  things 
Of  good  and  bad  alike,  of  low  and  high ; 
Nor  Kesars  spared  he  a  whit  nor  kings. 
But  either  blotted  them  with  infamy, 
Or  bit  them  with  l^is  baneful  teeth  nf  injury. 

Spenser's  Fuiry  Qticsn 
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Her  face  was  ugly,  and  her  mouth  distort. 
Foaming  with  poison  roond  about  her  gill«t 
In  which  her  cursed  tongue  full  sharp  and  short 
Appeared  like  Asp  his  sting,  that  closely  kUls, 
Or  cruelly  does  wound  whomso  she  wills. 
A  distaff  in  her  other  hand  she  had. 
Upon  the  which  she  little  spms,  but  spills; 
And  fiiynes  to  weave  false  tales  and  leiflng  bad, 
To  throw  amongst  the  good  which  others  had  dis- 
prad.  Spenaer*9  Ftriry  Qneen. 

A  foul  and  loathly  creature  sure  in  sight,     \ 
And  in  condition  to  be  loathed  no  less. 
For  she  was  stuff'd  with  rancour  and  despight 
Up  to  the  throat,  that  ofl  with  bitterness 
It  forth  would  break  and  gush  in  great  excess, 
Pouring  out  streams  of  poison  and  of  gall 
*6ainst  all  that  truth  or  virtue  do  profess. 
And  wickedly  backbite  5— her  name  men  slander 
call.  Speiuer**  Fairy  Quem, 

Slanderous  reproaches,  and  foul  in&mies. 
Leasing*,  backbitings,  and  vain-glorious  crakes. 
Bad  counsels,  praises,  and  false  flatteries; 
All  those  against  that  fort  did  bend  their  batteries. 

Spetuer^t  Fairy  Qttetn, 

No  wound,  which  warlike  hand  of  enemy 
Inflicts  with  dint  of  swords,  so  sore  dotfi  light, 
As  dotli  the  poisonous  sting  which  infiuny 
In&Eeth  in  the  name  of  noble  wight: 
For  by  no  art  nor  any  leaches  might 
It  ever  can  rccured  be  again ; 
Nor  all  the  skill  which  that  immortal  sprlgbt 
Of  Podalyrius  did  in  it  retain. 
Cut  remedy  such  hurts;  such  hurts  are  hellish 
pain.  Spenta^B  Fairy  Qvssn. 

»T is  slander; 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  the  sword;  whose 

tongue 
Oot-venoms  all  tho  worms  of  Nile ;  whose  breath 
Rides  on  the  posting  winds,  and  doth  belio 
All  corners  of  the  world:   kings,  queens,  and 

states, 
Maids,  matrons,  —  nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave 
This  viperous  slander  enters,      skaki.  CymbtiUne. 

What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dar*st  wag  thy  tongue 

In  noise  so  rude  against  me  7 

Shak$.  Hamia. 

Be  thou  as  chaste  as  ice,  as  pure  as  snow,  thoa 

Hhalt  not  escape  calumny. 

Shak9.  Hamkt, 

Ka  might  nor  greatness  m  mortality 
iVin  censure  *scapc ;  back-wounding  calumny 
T*ie  whitest  virtue  strikes :  what  king  so  strong, 
« ^n  lie  the  gall  up  in  the  slanderous  tongue  T 

Shdk$.  Meontrtfar  Mmawt, 


So  viperous  slander, -« 

Whose  whisper  o*er  the  world's  diametsry 

As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank, 

Transports  his  poisoii*d  shot,— may  mifli  ov 

name. 

And  hit  the  woundless  air. 

Shak8,  SaM, 

For  slander  lives  upon  succession ; 

For  ever  housed,  where  it  gets  possession. 

SAoJfcs.  Comedy  tfEnm, 

I  see,  the  jewel,  best  enameO'd, 
Will  lose  his  beauty ;  and  though  gold  'bides  still, 
TTiat  others  touch,  yet  oflen  touching  will 
Wear  gold :  and  no  man,  that  hath  a  name, 
But  &lsehood  and  corruption  doth  it  shame. 

Shak$,  Comedif  ef  Enmt. 

The  best  way  is  to  slander  Valentine 
With  falsehood,  cowardice,  and  poor  descent,^ 
lluee  things  that  women  highly  hold  m  hate. 
Shai9.  I\ss  OmdUmen  tf  Venm, 

I  '11  devise  some  honest  slanders 

To  stain  my  cousin  with :  one  doth  not  know. 

How  much  an  ill  word  may  empoison  liking. 

Shakt,  MwA  Ado  ahotd  Natiuag. 

I  win  be  hang'd,  if  some  eternal  villain, 

Some  busy  and  insinuating  rugue, 

Some  cogging  cozening  riave,  to  get  some  office, 

Have  not  devis'd  this  slander. 

ShaUOtkOc 


She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train; 
Look'd  black  upon  mo;    struck  me  with  ka 

tongue. 
Most  serpent.Uke,  tqxm  the  very  heart 

ShaU  King  Im. 

Virtue  xtaslf  'scapes  not  calumnioos  stroke^ 

The  canker  galls  the  infimts  of  the  spring  1 

For  oA  before  their  bkesoms  be  disdos'd. 

And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  yootb, 

Contagious  blastmcnts  are  most  imminent 

Skabpent. 

What  wc  ofl  do  best, 

By  sick  interpreters,  once  weak  ones,  is 

Not  ours,  or  not  alk>w'd :  what  worst,  ss  oft 

Hitting  a  grosser  quality,  is  cried  up 

For  our  best  act    If  we  shall  stand  stiE, 

In  fear  our  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  carp'd  •*♦ 

We  should  take  root  hero  where  we  sit,  or  sit 

State-statues  only.  ,       _,,,, 

Shako,  Hemy  VUl 

If  I  am  traduc'd  by  Umgoes,  which  neither  k»>* 
My  fkculUes,  nor  person,  yet  will  be 
TTie  chronieles  of  my  doing,— let  me  say, 
Tis  hot  the  fiite  of  plaee,  and  the  roogh  "rraks 
That  7irtue  most  go  through. 

Shako,  Henry  VlH 


SLANDER. 
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Wo  roust  not  stint 
(ter  necessary  actions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicious  censorefs ;  which  ever, 
As  ravenous  fishes,  do  a  vessel  follow 
That  is  new  trimm'd ;  but  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  longing. 

Shsk$.  HMTf  VIII. 

We  speak  no  treason,  man ;  —  we  say,  the  king 
Is  wise  and  virtuous ;  and  his  noble  queen 
Well  struck  in  years ;  fkir,  and  not  jealous ;  — 
We  say  that  Shore^s  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  eheriy  lip, 

A  benny  eye,  a  passing  pleasing  tongue ; 
And  the  queen's  kindred  are  made  gentlefolks : 
How  say  you,  Sir  7  can  you  deny  all  this  7 

Shakt.  Richard  III, 

Hicy  are  the  moths  and  scarabs  of  tlie  states 

The  bane  of  empires,  and  the  dregs  of  courts, 

Who*  to  endear  themselves  to  an  employment. 

Care  not  whose  fame  they  blast,  whose  life  they 

endanger ; 

And,  under  a  disguised  and  cobweb  mask 

Of  love  unto  their  sovereign,  vomit  fi>rth 

"Hieir  own  prodigious  malice ;  a  pretending 

To  bo  the  props  and  columns  of  their  safety, 

Hie  guards  unto  his  person  and  his  peace. 

Disturb  it  most,  with  their  fklse,  lapwing  cries. 

Btn  Jonson, 

Hiere  is  a  lust  in  man  no  charm  can  tame. 

Of  loudly  publishing  his  neighbour's  shame ; 

Oa  eagle's  wings  immortal  scandals  fiy ; 

While  virtuous  actions  are  but  born  and  die. 

Harvey, 

Where  may  a  maiden  live  securely  frce» 

Keeping  her  honour  safe  7    Not  with  the  living ; 

Hwy  feed  upon  opinions,  errors,  dreams. 

And  make  them  truths ;  they  draw  a  nourishment 

Out  of  defamings;  grow  upon  disgraces; 

And  when  they  see  a  virtue  fi>rtified 

Strongly  above  the  battery  of  their  tongues ; 

Oh !  how  they  east  to  sink  it :  and  defeated, 

<Spnl  sick  with  poison)  strike  the  monuments 

Where  noble  names  lie  sleeping,  till  they  sweat, 

And  the  cold  marble  melL 

Btaumoni  and  Fleieher*$  PhUa^ttr* 

It  is  a  busy  talking  world. 
That  with  licentious  breath  blows  like  the  wind 
Aa  finely  on  the  palace,  as  the  cottage. 

Jleise't  Faw  P€mUnt. 

Those  who  murder  ikme 
Kin  more  than  life  destroyers. 

Savages  Sir  Thamat  Overfmrf, 

fllaader  meds  no  regard  fhm  noble  minds ; 
Only  the  base  believe,  what  the  base  only  utter. 

BdUr'B  Ii^juHd  Itmoctnei, 


"Whence  proceeds  this  weight  we  lay 
On  what  detracting  people  say  7 
Their  utmost  malice  cannot  make 
Your  head,  or  toothi  or  finger  ache; 
Nor  spoil  your  shapes,  distort  your  face, 
Or  put  one  feature  out  of  place. 

Fond  of  those  hives  where  folly  reigns. 
And  cards  and  scandal  arc  the  chain;^ 
Where  the  pert  virgin  slights  a  name, 
And  scorns  to  redden  into  shame. 


Swift 


Swift 


Nor  do  they  trust  their  tongues  alone, 
But  speak  a  language  of  their  own : 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  shrug,  a  look. 
Far  better  than  a  printed  book; 
Convey  a  libel  in  a  frown, 
And  wink  a  reputation  down; 
Or,  by  the  tossing  of  a  fan. 
Describe  the  lady  and  the  man. 

SwifVt  Joamal  of  a  JtfJNCcm  Lady. 

Chloe,  of  every  coxcomb  jealous. 

Admires  how  girls  can  walk  with  fellows; 

And,  full  of  indignation,  frets, 

That  vromen  should  be  such  coquets: 

Iris,  for  scandal  most  notorious. 

Cries,  **Lord,  the  world  is  so  censoriaos  !** 

And  Rufa,  with  her  combs  of  lead. 

Whispers  that  Sappho^s  hair  is  red ; 

Aura,  whose  tongue  yon  hear  a  mile  hence. 

Talks  half  a  day  in  praise  of  silence : 

And  Sihria,  full  of  inward  guilt. 

Calls  Amoret  an  arrant  jilL 

StD^''9  Journal  of  a  Modem  Lady, 

He  rams  his  quill  with  scandal  and  with  scofi*; 
But  *t  is  so  very  ibul,  it  won't  go  oC 

Young'9  EpisiU  to  Pope, 

in  various  talks  th*  instructive  hours  they  past, 
Who  gave  tho  ball,  or  paid  the  visit  last; 
One  speaks  the  glory  of  the  British  queen. 
And  one  describes  a  charming  Indian  screen; 
A  third  inierprets  motions,  looks,  and  oyea ; 
At  every  word  a  reputation  dies. 
Snuff  or  the  fan  supply  each  pause  of  chat, 
With  singing,  laughing,  ogling,  and  all  tliat 

Pope's  Rape  of  th^  Lock 

The  whisper'd  tale. 
That,  tike  the  fiibling  Nile,  no  fountain  knows 
Fair.&c'd  deceit,  whose  wily  conscious  eye 
Ne'er  looks  direct.   The  tongue  that  licks  the  duMU 
But  when  it  safely  dares,  as  prompt  to  sting. 

Tkonuon's  Liberia 

Gofi  buning  slander ;  silky  moths,  that  eat 
An  honesi  name. 
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Be  food  yonnclf^  nor  think  another*!  ■hame 
Can  raise  your  merit,  or  adorn  your  &me. 

Prndes  rail  at ;  as  statesmen  in  disgrace 

At  ministers,  because  they  wish  their  place. 

Lord  LittleUm*9  Advice  to  a  Lady. 

Talk  of  onuhual  swell  of  waist 

In  Maid  of  Honour  loosely  lac*d, 

And  beauty  borrowing  Spanish  red,    , 

And  loving  pair  with  separate  bed. 

And  jewels  pawnM  for  loss  of  game, 

And  then  redecm'd  by  loss  of  fame ; 

And  thus,  in  modish  manner,  we. 

In  aid  of  sugar,  sweeten  tea. 

OrtttCn  SpleejL 

Tlie  man  that  dares  traduce,  because  he  can 
With  safety  to  himself,  u  not  a  man. 

Coirper*0  Expoolulation. 

*Tis  false!  *tis  basely  false! 
What  wretch  could  drop  from  his  cnTcnomM 

tongue 
A  tale  so  damn'd  7     It  chokes  my  breath.    . 

Joanna  BaiUie'o  De  Moniford. 

When  I  am  cold,  when  my  pale  sheeted  corse 

Sleeps  the  dark  sleep  no  vonom*d  tongue  can  wake, 

List  not  to  evil  thoughts  of  her  whose  Upe 

Have  then  no  voice  to  plead. 

MaiuritCo  Bttrirmm* 

O  .nany  a  sliaft  at  random  sent. 
Finds  mark  the  archer  never  meant; 
And  many  a  word  at  random  spoken, 
M''iy  soothe  or  wound  the  heart  that 's  broken ! 

ScdCo  Lvrd  sf  ikt  JtUi, 

ile  threw  his  sting  into  a  poisonous  libel, 
And  on  the  honour  of —  O  God  —  my  wife. 
The  nearest,  dearest  part  of  all  men's  honour, 
Ijcfl  a  base  slur  to  pass  from  mouth  to  mouth 
Of  loose  mechanics,  with  all  coarse  foul  comments. 
And  villanous  jests,  and  blasphemies  obscene ; 
While  sneering  nobles,  in  more  polish*d  guise, 
WhisperM  the  tale,  and  smil'd  upon  the  lie. 

ByrorCo  Doffe  of  Venice. 

SkillM  by  a  toach  to  deepen  scandal's  tints 

With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints, 

Whi^  mingling  truth  with  falsehood,  sneers  with 

smiles, 
And  thread  of  candour  with  a  web  of  wiles ; 
A  plain  blunt  show  of  bricfly-spoken  scetiiing. 
To    hide    her    bloodlcsif    heart's    soul  •  hardcn'd 

scheming ; 
A  lip  of  lies,  a  (ace  fbrm'd  to  conceal ; 
And,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  fee!: 
With  a  vile  mask  the  Gorgon  would  disown, 
A  cheok  of  parchment,  and  an  eye  of  stone. 

Byroni'e, Sketch  from  Pricate  Life. 


Does  not  the  law  of  heaven  say  blood  ia  blooK/ 
And  he  who  taints  kills  more  than  be  who  abed  it 
Is  it  the  pain  of  blows,  or  shame  of  Uows, 
That  make  such  deadly  to  the  sense  of  man? 

Byron* 8  Doge  of  Venkt 

Now  Laura  moves  along  the  joyous  crowd. 
Smiles  in  her  eyes,  and^simpers  on  her  lips; 
To  some  she  wliispers,  others  speaks  aloud; 
To  some  she  curtsies,  and  to  some  she  dips; 
Complains  of  warmth,  asid  tliis  complaint  avowed, 
Her  lover  brings  the  lemonade,  she  sips ; 
She  then  surveys,  condemns,  but  pities  still, 
Her  dearest  friends  for  being  drest  so  ill 
Ono  has  false  curls,  anotfier  too  much  pai;)t, 
A  third — ^where  did  sdo  buy  that  frigbtfiil  turban? 
A  fourth 's  so  pale,  she  fears  she 's  going  to  faiot, 
A  fiflh's  look 's  vulgar,  dowdyish  and  suburban, 
A  sixtli's  white  silk  has  got  a  yellow  taint, 
A  seventh's  thin  muslin  surely  will  be  her  bane, 
And  lo !  an  eighth  appears — **  I  'II  see  no  more  I" 
For  fear,  like  Banquo's  kings,  they  reach  a  Kore. 

Byron' t  Bejp. 

*T  was  slander  fill'd  her  mouth  with  lying  words, 
Slander,  the  foulest  whelp  of  sin.    The  man 
In  whom  tljis  spirit  enter'd  was  undone ; 
His  tongue  was  set  on  fire  of  hell,  his  heart 
Was  black  as  death,  his  legs  were  faint  with  batts 
To  propagate  the  lie  his  soul  had  fraio'd. 

PoOockU  Couth  of  Tmt. 

From  door  to  door  you  might  have  seen  hira  speed, 

Or  plac'd  amid  a  group  of  gaping  fools. 

And  whispering  in  their  ears  with  his  fi)ul  lips. 

Peace  fled  tlie  neighbourhood  in  which  he  made 

His  haunts. 

PoOoek'e  Ccurae  of  TSs* 

O  thou,  from  whose'  rank  breatli  nor  sex  can  sare, 
Nor  sacred  virtue,  nor  the  powerless  grave. 
Felon  unwhipp'd  I  than  whom  in  yonder  ceUd 
Full  many  a  groaning  wretch  less  guilty  dwcllSi— 
Blush,  if  of  honest  blood  a  drc^  remains, 
To  steal  its  lonely  way  along  thy  veins ; 
Blush  —  if  tJie  bronze  long  harden'd  on  thy  cheek 
Has  left  one  spot  where  that  poor  drop  can  speak; 
Blush  to  be  branded  with  the  Slanderer's  name, 
And,  tiiough  thou  drcad'st  not  sin,  at  least  dread 
shame.  Sprague's  Fytt^ 

My  dark-eyed  darfing !  don't  you  know. 

If  you  were  homely,  cold,  and  stupid, 
Unbent  for  you  were  Slander's  bow  ? 

Her  shaiU  but  follow  tlioee  of  Cupid. 
Dear  child  of  Genius !  strike  the  lyre 

iVnd  drown  willi  melody  delicious. 
Soft  answering  to  your  touch  of  fire, 

The  envious  hint — t^c  ancer  maJicioaiL 


Remember  it  is  Music's  law, 

£2ach  purtt  tme  note,  though  low  yoa  mmnd  it, 
Is  heard  through  Discord's  wildest  war 

Of  rage  and  madness,  storming  round  it. 
Serenely  go  your  glorious  way, 

Secure  that  every  footstep  onward, 
Will  lead  you  from  their  haunts  away, 

Since  you  go  up,  and  they  go  —  dotonward. 

Mrs,  Osgood, 
A  whisper  woke  the  air  — 

A  sof^  light  tone  and  low. 

Yet  barbM  with  shame  and  woe, — 
Now,  might  it  only  perish  there ! 

Nor  farther  go. 
Ah  me!  a  quick  and  eager  ear 

Caught  up  the  little  meaning  sound ! 
Another  voice  has  breath'd  it  clear, 

And  so  it  wnnders  round 

From  ear  to  Up — from  lip  to  ear  — 

Until  It  reaeh*d  a  gentle  heart. 

And  that  —  it  droits. 

Mrs,  Osgood's  Poemo. 


SLAVERY. 

You  have  among  you  many  a  purchasM  slave. 
Which,  like  your  asses,  and  your  dogs,  and  mules. 
You  use  in  abject  and  in  slavish  parts 
Because  yoa  bought  them. 

Shako.  Merchant  of  Vemee. 

And  thoogh  we  lay  these  honours  on  this  man, 
To  ease  oursehres  of  divers  slanderous  loads, 
He  shall  but  bear  them  as  the  ass  bears  gold. 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business, 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way. 

Shako.  Juiurt  Cmoar, 

Romans  now 
Have  tbevra  and  limbs  like  to  their  ancestors ; 
But  woe  the  while !  our  &tliers*  minds  are  dead. 
And  we  are  govemM  with  our  mother's  spirits ; 
Our  yoke  and  sufferance  show  us  womanish. 

Shako.  JuUuo  Cmoar, 
Thou  art  a  slave,  whom  fortune's  tender  arm 
Witii  favour  never  clasp'd ;  but  bred  a  dog. 

SfuJcs.  TVfflOR. 

Lives  there  who  loves  his  pain  7 
Who  would  not,  finding  way,  break  kxMo  from  hell. 

Though  thither  doom'd  7 

MilUm'o  Paradioe  LooL 

At  first  I  thought  that  liberty  and  heaven 
To  heav'nly  soul  had  been  all  one ;  but  now 
I  see  that  most  through  sloth  had  rather  serve ; 
Minist'ring  spirits,  train'd  up  in  feast  and  song. 

MiltorCo  Paradioo  LooL 


We  and  our  fiithera,  from  our  childhood  bred 
To  watch  the  cruel  victor's  eye,  to  dread 
The  arbitrary  lash,  to  bond,  to  grieve, 
(Outcast  of  mortal  race !)  can  we  conceive 
Image  of  aught  delightful,  soft,  or  gay  ? 
Alas !  when  wo  have  toil'd  the  longsome  day. 
The  fullest  bliss  our  hearts  aspiro  to  know 
Is  but  some  interval  from  active  woe. 
In  broken  rest  and  startling  sleep  to  mourn, 
Till  mom,  the  tyrant,  and  the  scourge,  return. 

Prior^o  Soloman, 

War,  famine,  post,  volcano,  storm,  and  fire, 
Intestine  broils,  oppression,  with  her  heart 
Wrapt  up  in  triple  brass,  besiege  mankind. 
Giod's  image  disinherited  of  day, 
Here,  plung'd  in  mines,  forgets  a  sun  was  made  t 
There,  beings  deathless  as  their  haughty  lord. 
Are  hanuner'd  to  the  galling  oar  for  life ; 
And  plough  tiie  winter's  wave,  and  reap  despair. 

Yottf^'s  Night  Thougko. 

ni-fiited  race !  the  softening  arts  of  peace ; 
Whate'er  the  humanizing  musea  teach ; 
The  godlike  wisdom  of  the  tempcr'd  breast 
Progressive  truth,  the  patient  force  of  thought ; 
Investigation  calm,  whose  silent  poxvers 
Command  the  world;   the  light  that  leads  to 

heaven ; 
Kind,  equal  rule,  the  government  of  laws. 
And  all-proteeting  freedom,  which  alone     ' 
Sustain  the  name  and  dignity  of  man : 

These  are  not  theirs. 

ThomootCo  Seaoono, 

Hark !  heard  ye  not  that  juercing  cry. 
Which  shook  the  waves  and  rent  the  sky  7 
E'en  now,  e*en  now  on  yonder  western  shores. 
Weeps  pale  despair,  and  writhing  anguish  roars ; 
E'en  now,  in  AlVic's  groves,  with  hideous  yell, 
Fierce  slavery  stalks,  and  slips  the  dogs  of  hell ; 
From  vale  to  vale  the  gathering  cries  rebound. 
And  sable  nations  tremble  at  Uie  sound ! 
Ye  bands  of  senators !  whose  suffrage  sways 
Britannia's  realms,  whom  either  Ind  obeys ; 
Who  right  the  injur'd,  and  reward  the  brave. 
Stretch  your  strong  arm,  for  yo  have  power  U» 

save! 
Thron'd  in  the  vaulted  heart,  his  dread  resort, 
Inexorable  Conooience  holds  his  court ; 
With  still  small  voice  the  plots  of  guilt  alarms, 
Bares  his  mask'd  brow,  his  liflod  hand  disarms , 
But  vnupt  in  night,  with  terrors  all  his  own. 
He  speaks  in  thunder  when  the  deed  is  done 
Hear  him,  ye  senates !  hear  this  truth  sublime, 
He  who  permits  oppression,  shares  ihe  crime ' 

Dr.  Danom* 
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SLATERir. 


What  pale  dUtrcM  afflicU  thoM  mTOtebed  Met ! 
Inhere  hope  ne^er  dawns,  and  {deaeiue  nerer  amilea. 
The  Tassal  wretch  obeeqaions  dra^  his  chain. 
And  hean  his  famished  babes  lament  in  vain. 

FaUmm't  SMptrKk. 

A  land  of  tyrants  and  a  den  of  slaTes, 
Here  wretches  seek  dishonoorable  ipraTes 
And,  calmly  bent,  to  servitade  conform, 
DoU  as  their  lakes  that  slumber  in  the  storm. 

Otld$mkh^9  Traveller, 

Canst  thoo,  and  honomrM  with  a  Christian  name, 
Boy  what  is  woman-bom,  and  feel  no  shame  ? 
Trade  in  the  blood  of  innoeenee,  and  plead 
Expedience  as  a  warrant  fi>r  the  deed  ? 
So  may  the  wol(  whom  Ikmuie  has  made  htAA 
To  quit  the  forest  and  invade  the  fold ; 
So  may  the  ruffian,  who  with  ghostly  glide. 
Dagger  in  hand,  stsab  close  to  your  bedside ; 
Not  he,  but  his  emergence  fbrc'd  the  door. 
He  found  it  inconvenient  to  be  poor. 

C€wper*9  Charity, 
He  finds  his  fellow  guOty  of  a  skin 
Not  colour*d  like  his  own,  and  having  pow*r 
T*  enforce  the  wrong,  for  such  a  worthy  causa 
Dooms  and  devotes  him  as  his  lawful  prey. 

Cowper'e  Ta$k, 

I  would  not  have  a  skive  to  till  my  ground. 
To  carry  me,  to  fkn  me  while  I  slec|s 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  fer  all  the  wealth 
That  sinews  bought  and  sold  have  ever  eam*d. 

€ouper*9  Tatk. 
I  could  endure 
Chains  nowhere  patiently ;  and  chains  at  home, 
\Vhere  I  am  free  by  birth-right,  not  at  all. 

Cowper*9  Ta$k, 

To  know 
How  salt  another's  bread  is,  and  how  toilsome 
The  going  up  and  down  another's  stairs. 

Rogere^B  Italy* 
Alas!   no  glory  smilos 
For  Congo's  chief  on  yonder  Indian  isles ; 
For  ever  fallen !  no  son  of  nature  now. 
With  freedom  chartcr*d  on  his  manly  brow  I 
Faint,  bleeding,  bound,  he  weeps  the  night  away. 
And  when  the  sea-wind  waf^  the  dewless  day. 
Starts,  with  a  bunting  heart,  for  ever  more 
To  curse  the  sun  that  lights  their  guilty  shore. 

CamjJlMSVe  PUaeuree  if  Hope. 

Alone  upon  his  rooky  height, 
The  eagle  rear'd  his  unstainM  crest, 
And  snaring  firom  his  cloudy  nest, 
Tam*d  to  tlie  sun  his  daring  eye, 
And  wing*d  at  will  the  azure  sky, 
For  be  alone  was  fHe 


Belie  the  negro's  powers :  In  headlong  will, 
Ghristisn !  thy  brother  thou  shah  find  him  ilfli; 
Belie  his  virtue ;  since  his  wrongs  began, 
His  AlKes  and  his  crimes  have  stampt  hin  man 

J.  MaOgmer^ 

The  broken  heart  which  kindnets  never  TkilIs, 

Tlie  home-sick  passion  which  the  negro  feels. 

When  toiling,  fiiinting,  in  the  land  of  canes. 

His  spirit  wanders  to  his  native  ptains; 

His  little  lovely  dwelling  there  he  sees, 

Beneath  the  shades  of  his  paternal  trees, 

Tlie  homo  of  comfort :  —  then  before  his  eyes 

The  terrors  of  captivity  arise. 

■7.  JthHfgomerj, 

The  negro,  spoilM  of  all  that  nature  gave, 
The  free-born  man  thus  shrunk  into  a  slave, 
His  passive  limbs  to  mcasur'd  looks  confined, 
Obcy'd  the  impulse  of  another  mind; 
A  silent,  secret,  terrible  control. 
That  ruled  his  sinews,  and  repressed  his  sonL 
Not  fbr  himself  he  waked  at  morning  light, 
Toil'd  the  long  day,  and  sought  repose  at  night; 
His  rest,  his  labour,  pastime,  strength  and  health, 
Were  only  portions  of  a  master's  wealth; 
His  love  —  O  name  not  love,  where  Britons  doom 
Hie  Iruit  of  love  to  slavery  fiom  the  wmnh. 

jr.  Mvi^ffHi^ 

Lives  there  a  savage  ruder  than  the  shvet 
Cruel  as  death,  insatiate  as  the  grave, 
Fabe  as  the  winds  that  round  his  vessel  blow, 
Remorseless  as  the  gulf  that  yAwns  bokw; 
Is  he  who  toils  upon  the  wafUny  Aoed, 
A  Christian  broker  in  tiie  trade  of  Uood; 
Boisterous  in  speech,  in  action  prompt  and  bold, 
He  buys,  he  seUsr- be  stoak,  he  kiBs  for  gold. 

He  sees  no  beauty  in  the  heaven  serene, 
But  darkly  scowling  at  the  gbrious  day. 
Curses  the  winds  that  loiter  on  their  way. 
When  swbln  with  hurricanes  the  biUows  rise, 
To  meet  the  lightning  midway  from  the  skies; 
When  fh>m  the  unburden'd  hold  his  ahriekii^ 

slaves 
Are  cast,  at  midnight,  to  the  hungry  wafcs; 
Not  for  his  crimes  the  harden'd  pirate  weeps, 
But  grimly  smiling  when  the  storm  is  o'er, 
Counts  his  sure  gains,  and  hurries  back  fer  mork 

Mmigtna^ 

The  hearts  within  thy  vaDeys  bred. 
The  fiery  souls  that  might  have  led 
Tliy  sons  to  deeds  sublime. 
Now  crawl  fh>m  cradle  to  the  grave, 
SUves — naj  the  bondsmen  of  a  skive, 
And  callooL  save  to  orime. 


SLEEP. 
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And  thus  they  plod  in  ilnggish  miMiy, 
Rotting  from  eire  to  son,  and  age  to  age. 
Proud  of  their  trampled  nature,  and  so  die, 
Bequeathing  their  hereditary  rage 
To  the  new  race  of  unborn  slaves,  who  wage 
War  for  their  chains,  aad  rather  than  be  iVee, 
Bleed  gladiator-Iiko,  and  still  engage 
Within  the  same  arena,  where  they  see 
Their  fellows  ftll  before,  like  leaves  of  the  same 
tree.  Byrm^9  CkUde  HofM. 

Oh !  where  is  the  spirit  of  yore, 
The  spirit  that  breathed  in  thy  dead, 
When  gallantry*8  star  was  the  beacon  before. 
And  honour  the  passion  that  led  7 
7*hy  storms  have  awaken'd  their  sleep, 
Tliey  groan  from  the  place  of  their  rest. 
And  wrathfully  murmur,  and  suddenly  weep 
To  see  the  foul  stain  on  thy  breast: 
For  where  is  the  glory  they  left  thee  in  trust? 
T  is  SGattor*d  in  darkness,  *t  is  trampled  in  dust 

Byttuim 

Ne*er  shall  the  sons  of  Columbia  be  slaves, 

WhUc  the  earth  bears  a  plant,  or  the  sea  rolls  her 
waves.  Timothy  DmgkU 

SLEEP. 

Sleep,  that  knits  np  the  ravelTd  sleeve  of  care. 

The  death  of  each  day's  life,  sore  labour's  bath. 

Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature's  second  course. 

Chief  nourisher  in  life's  feast! 

8hdh$,  Maeketh. 

Do  not  omit  the  heavy  offer  of  it: 

It  seldom  visits  aenow ;  when  it  doth. 

It  is  a  comforter.  ^^^^   Tempe$L 

What,  all  so  soon  asleep !  I  wish  mine  eyes 
Would  with  themselves  shut  up  my  thoughts, 

Shaks,  TtmjtaU 

Weariness 

Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  resty  sloth 

Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. 

Shaks.  Cymbeline, 

'T  is  not  the  balm,  the  sceptre,  and  the  bail, 
The  sword,  the  mace,  tlie  crown  impecial, 
The  inter.tissued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl, 
The  farced  title  running  'fore  tlie  king, 
llie  throne  he  sits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 
That  beats  upon  the  high  shore  of  the  world ; 
No,  not  all  these  thrice-gorgeous  ceremonies. 
Not  all  these  laid  in  bed  majcstical 
Can  sleep  so  soundly  as  the  wretched  slave. 
Who  with  a  body  fill'd,  and  vacant  mind. 
Gets  him  to  rest,  cra»Tim'd  with  distxcssfViI  bread. 

Shah,  Henry  F. 


Care  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  oye^ 
And  where  cai«  lodges,  sleep  will  never  lie. 

Sialu,  Rome9  and  JvluL 

How  many  thousands  of  my  poorest  subjects, 

Are  at  this  hour  asleep !  O  gentle  sleep. 

Nature's  soft  nurse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 

That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eyelids  down 

And  steep  my  senses  in  fbrgetfuhiess  7 

Why  rather,  sleep,  liest  thou  in  smoky  cribs. 

Upon  uneasy  pallets  stretching  thee. 

And  hush'd  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  slumber, 

Than  in  th^  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great, 

Under  the  canopies  of  costly  state. 

And  lull'd  with  sounds  of  sweetest  meledy  7 

O  thou  dull  god,  why  liest  thou  with  the  vile. 

In  loatfaaonie  beds :  and  leav'st  the  kingly  eouoli, 

A  watolvcase,  or  a  common  'larum-bell  7 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mast 

Seal  up  the  ship-boy's  eyes,  and  rock  hiq  brains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  surge ; 

And  in  tlie  visitation  of  the  winds. 

Who  take  the  ruffian  billow  by  the  top, 

Curling  their  monstrous  heads,  and  hanging  their 

With  deaf 'ning  clamours  in  the  slippery  clouds. 

That,  with  the  hurly,  death  itself  awakes  7 

Canst  thoo,  O  partial  sleep !  give  thy  repose 

To  the  wet  sea-boy  in  an  hour  so  rode ; 

And  in  the  eahnest  and  nost  stiHest  night. 

With  all  applianoes  and  moans  to  boot. 

Deny  it  to  a  king  7    Then,  happy  low,  lie  dcfwn 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

ShaJcM.  Henry  IV.    Part  11 

Boy !  Lucius  I — Fast  asleep  7    It  is  no  matter : 
Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  slumber : 
Thou  hast  no  figures,  nor  no  fiintasies. 
Which  busy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men ; 
Therefore  thou  sleep'st  so  sound. 

Shttk$,  Jslivf  Ctffor 

To  bed,  to  bed :  sleep  kill  those  pretty  ejtz. 
And  give  as  soft  attachment  to  thy  senses« 
As  infants  empty  of  all  thought, 

Si»ak»,  TroiluM  and  Creatid^ 

Sho  bids  yon 
Upon  the  wanlbn  rushes  lay  you  down. 
And  rest  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap. 
And  she  will  sing  die  song  that  pleaseth  you, 
And  on  your  eyelids  crown  the  god  of  sleep, 
Charming  your  blood  with  plcasinj^  hcavincM , 
Making  such  difference  'twixt  wake  and  sleep. 
As  is  the  difference  'twixt  day  and  night, 

8hak$,  Henry  IV.    Patt  i 

As  fiist  lock'd  up  in  sleep,  as  guiltless  labour. 
When  it  lies  starkly  in  the  traveller's  bones 

Shaks,  Mm,  for  Mm 
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Come  sleep,  O  sleep,  the  certain  knot  of  peace. 
The  baiting-place  of  wit,  the  bahn  of  woe ; 
The  poor  man*a  wealth,  the  priaoner'a  release, 
Th*  indiffisrent  jud^e  between  the  high  and  low. 

Sir  P.  Sidney. 

How  happy  is  that  balm. to  wretches,  sleep! 
No  cares  perplex  them  for  their  future  state. 
And  fear  of  death  thus  dies  in  senseless  sleep; 
Unruly  love  is  this  way  luird  to  rest ; 
And  injurM  honour,  when  redress  is  lost. 
Is  no  way  solvM  but  this. 

BeaumonVs  Queen  <f  Corinih, 

So  sleeps  the  sea-boy  on  the  cloady  mast, 
Safe  as  a  drowsy  Triton  rock*d  with  storms, 
While  tossing  princes  wake  in  beds  of  down. 

Lee't  MitkriJateg. 

His  sleep 

Was  airy,  light,  from  pure  digestion  bred. 

And  temperate  vapours  bland,  which  th*  only  sound 

Of  leaves  and  running  rills  (Aurora*s  fan,) 

Lightly  dispersed,  and  the  shrill  matin  song 

Of  birds  on  every  bough. 

MUton, 

O,  ye  immortal  powers  that  guard  the  just, 
Watch  round  his  couch,  and  soflen  his  repose, 
Banish  his  sorrows,  and  becalm  his  soul 
With  easy  dreams ;  remember  aH  his  virtoea, 
And  show  mankind  that  goodness  is  your  care ! 

Addi§on^  Cul», 

In  thee,  oppressors  soothe  their  angry  brow : 
lu  thee,  th'  oppressM  forget  tyrannic  pow'r ; 
In  thee. 

The  wretch  condemnM  is  equal  to  his  judge 
And  the  sad  lover  to  his  oruol  fair; 
May,  all  the  shining  glories  men  pursue. 
When  thou  art  wanted,  are  but  empty  noise. 

Sir  R.  SteeVM  Lying  Locer$. 

iHr'd  nature*s  sweet  restorer,  balmy  sleep ! 
He,  like  the  world,  his  ready  visit  pays 
Where  fortune  smiles ;  the  wretched  he  fivsakes : 
Swift  on  his  downy  pinion  flies  from  woe. 
And  lights  on  lids  unsullied  with  a  tear. 

Young'§  Night  Thoughi§. 

Man^s  rich  restorative ;  his  balmy  bath. 
That  supples,  lubricates,  and  keeps  in  play 
The  various  movements  of  this  nice  machine. 
Which  asks  such  frequent  periods  of  repair. 
When  tir*d  with  vain  rotations  of  the  day, 
Klecp  winds  us  up  for  the  succeeding  dawn ; 
Fresh  we  spin  on,  till  sickness  clogs  our  wheels, 
<  H  death  auite  breaks  the  spring,  and  motion  ends. 

Y<mng'§  Night  Thoughti. 


Sleep's  dewy  wand 
Has  strokM  my  drooping  lids,  and  promises 
My  long  arrear  of  rest ;  the  downy  god 
(Wont  to  return  with  our  returning  peace) 
Will  pay,  ere  long,  and  bless  me  with  repose. 

Ymng't  Night  ThmtghlB. 

The  noon  of  night  is  past,  and  gentle  sleep, 
Which  friendly  waits  upon  tlie  laboured  hind. 
Flies  from  the  embraces  of  a  monarch*s  arms ; 
The  mind  disturb^  denies  tlie  body  rest. 

Slade*9  Loce  and  Duty, 

Kind  sleep  affords 
The  only  boon  the  wretched  mind  can  feel ; 
A  roomentvy  respite  from  despair. 

Murphy*9  Alxtanm, 

The  shades  descend,  and  midnight  o^er  the  world 

flxpands  her  sable  wings.    Great  nature  droops 

Through  all  her  works.   Now  happy  he  whose  toil 

Has  o'er  his  languid  powerless  limbs  diffu6''d 

A  pleasing  lassitude ;  he  not  in  vain 

Invokes  the  gentle  deity  of  dreams. 

His  powers  the  most  voluptuously  dissolve 

In  Bofl  repose :  On  him  tlie  balmy  dews 

Of  sleep  with  double  nutriment  descend. 

'    Armttrwig**  Art  rf  Pretnving  Health. 

The  murmuring  wind,  the  moving  leaves 

Lull'd  him  at  length  to  sleep, 

With  mingled  lullabies  of  sight  and  sound. 

Sc'jihey'9  TTudaba. 

Oh !  tboa  best  eomibrter  of  that  sad  heart. 
Whom  fortune's  spite  assails ;  come,  gentle  skepy 
The  weary  mourner  soothe !    For  well  the  art 
Thou  knowest  in  soft  fbrgetiulness  to  steep 
The  eyes  which  sorrow  taught  to  watch  and  weep ; 
Let  blissfhl  visions  now  her  spirit  cheer. 
Or  lull  her  cares  to  peace  in  slumbers  deep. 
Till,  from  fatigue  rcfrcsh'd  and  anxious  icar, 
Hope,  like  the  morning  star,  once  more  shall  re- 
appear. Mn.  Tigh^9  Pwyehe. 

And  she  bent  o'er  him,  and  he  lay  beneath, 
HushM  as  the  babe  upon  its  noother's  breast, 
Droop'd  as  the  willow  when  no  winds  can  breathe 
Lull'd  like  the  deep  of  ocean  when  at  rest. 
Fair  as  the  crowning  rose  of  the  whole  wreath. 
Soft  as  the  callow  cygnet  in  its  nest. 

Byrom, 

Sleep  hath  its  own  world, 
A  boundary  between  the  things  thus  named 
Death  and  existence :  sleep  hatli  its  own  world. 
And  a  wide  realm  of  wild  reality, 
And  dreams  in  their  development  have  breath, 
And  tears,  and  tortures  and  the  touch  of  joy. 

Byrm» 
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TTie  crowd  are  gono^  the  revellers  at  reat ; 
The  coarteous  lioRt,  and  all  approving  guest, 
Again  to  that  aeeustomM  couch  must  creep, 
Where  joy  subsides,  and  sorrow  sighs  to  sleep, 
And  man  o'erlabourM  with  his  bcing^s  strife, 
Shrinks  to  tliat  sweet  lorgctfulness  of  life : 
There  lie  love*s  feverish  hope,  and  cunning*s  guile , 
Hate's  working  brain,  and  lulPd  anibition*B  wile, 
O'er  each  vain  eye  oblivion's  pinions  wave. 
And  quench'd  existence  crouches  in  a  grave. 
What  better  name  may  slumber's  bed  become  7 
NiglU's  sepulchre,  the  universal  home, 
Where  weakness,  strength,  vice,  virtue, sunk  supine. 
Alike  in  naked  helplessness  recline  ; 
Glad  for  awhile  to  heave  unconscious  breath. 
Yet  wake  to  wrestle  with  tlie  dread  of  death, 
And  shun,  though  day  but  dawn  on  ills  increased. 
That  sleep,  tlie  loveliest,  since  it  dreams  tlie  least 

Byron'i  Lara, 

Strange  state  of  being  !  (for  *t  is  still  to  be) 

Senseless  to  feel,  and  with  seal'd  eyes  to  sec. 

Byron, 

O  magic  sleep !  O  comfortable  bird, 

That  broodest  o'er  the  troubled  sea  of  the  mind 

Till  it  is  Imsh'd  andssmooth !    O  unconfm'd 

Restraint !  imprison'd  liberty !  great  key 

To  golden  palaces  —  ay,  all  the  world 

Of  silvery  enchantment ! 

KeaUi*9  Poems, 

Her  vespers  done. 
Of  all  its  wreathed  pearls  her  hair  she  frees ; 
Unclasps  her  warmed  jewels  one  by  one ; 
Loosens  hef  fragrant  boddice ;  by  degrees 
Her  rich  attire  creeps  rustling  to  her  knees  t 
Half  hidden  like  a  mermaid  in  sea-weed. 
Pensive  awhile  she  dreams  awake,  and  sees 
In  &ncy  fair  St  Agnes  in  her  bed, 
But  dares  not  look  behind  or  all  the  charm  is  fledi 
Soon  trembling  in  her  soft  and  chilly  nest. 
In  sort  of  wakeful  swoon  perplex'd  she  lay, 
Until  the  poppied  warmth  of  sleep  oppress'd 
Her  smoothed  limbs,  and  soul  fatigued  away, 
Flown,  like  a  thought  until  the  morrow  day ; 
Blissfully  haveft'd  both  from  joy  and  pain ; 
Clasp'd  like  a  missal,  where  swart  Paynims  pray ; 
Blinded  alike  from  sunshine  and  from  rain. 
As  though  a  rose  should  shut,  and  be  a  bud  again. 

KeaWt  Eve  of  SL  Agnes, 

Sleep,  the  wide  blessing,  seem'd  to  me 
Pjstemper^s  worst  calamity. 


Quoth  Christabel,— so  let  it  be ! 
And  at  the  lady  bade,  did  she. 
Her  gentle  limbs  did  she  undress. 
And  lay  down  in  her  loveliness. 


Coleridge, 


Cderidge. 


O  sleep  it  is  a  gentle  tiling 
Beloved  from  pole  to  pole ! 

Coleridge, 

Thoa  bast  .>een  call'd  O,  sleep*  the  fVicnd  of  woe. 
But 't  is  the  happy  who  have  call'd  thee  so. 

SfMihcy, 
Sleep !  to  the  homeless,  thou  art  home 

The  friendless  find  in  thee  a  friend ; 
And  wcD  is,  wheresoe'er  he  roams. 

Who  meets  thee  at  his  journey's  end. 

Ebenezer  Elliott, 
Oh  !  lightly,  lightly  tread ! 

A  holy  thing  is  sleep. 
On  the  worn  spirit  shed 

And  eyes  that  wake  to  weep.    ,Mrs,  Hemans, 
Sleep,  sleep !  be  thine  the  sleep  tliat  throws 
Elysium  o'er  the  soul's  repose, 
Without  a  dream,  save  such  as  wind. 
Like  midnight  angels,  through  the  mind. 

Robert  M.  Bird. 
Of  all  the  thoughts  of  God  that  are 
Borne  inward  unto  minds  afar, 

Along  the  Psalmist's  music  deep  — 
Now  tell  me  if  that  any  is. 
For  gift  or  grace  surpassing  this  — 

**  He  giveth  His  beloved  sleep !" 

Miio  Barrett 

The  oblivious  world  of  sleep  — 
That  rayless  realm  where  Fancy  never  bcamf«, 
Tliat  nothingness  beyond  the  land  of  dreams. 

Mrs,  S,  A,  Lewis's  Child  of  the  Sea. 

Rest  for  the  weary— freshness,  strength  and  rest. 
O  sleep !  thy  balm  is  to  the  troubled  breast 
As  time  to  sorrow.    Gently  dost  thou  take 
The  arrows  from  the  heart  about  to  break. 
And  with  thy  stealthy  step  and  quiet  eye. 
Around  thee  coach  in  grateful  ministry, 
Thy  fiirm  as  noiseless  as  the  foot  of  love. 
Doth  like  the  spirit  of  an  augel  move. 

Robert  Morris, 

Life  may  not  be  without  thee,  gentle  sleep, 
But  with  thee«— *'mid>tlie  desert — on  the  deep- 
Still  to  the  oaro-wom  heart  some  joy  remains. 
Some  simny  spot  amid  thy  mystic  plains. 

Robert  Moms 
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But  this  is  worshipful  society, 

And  fits  tlie  mounting  spirit  like  myself. 

Shaks,  King  Jotm 

I  am  iU  i  but  your  being  by  me,  ' 

Cannot  amend  me :  society  is  no  comfort 

To  one  not  suciable. 

^hdks  Cymheitne 
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Witliout  good  company,  ill  daintiei 

iiOHQ  their  true  rcUth,  and,  like  painted  g rapef, 

Arc  only  seen,  not  tasted. 

Kinong  unoqualfl  what  lociety 

Can  sort,  what  harmony  or  true  deligrht 

itf  iZton*«  Paradi9e  LmL 

Now  I  feel  by  proof; 
Tliat  fellowship  in  pain  divides  not  smart. 
Nor  lightens  aught  each  man*s  pccoliar  load. 

MUtotCB  ParadUt  Regained. 

Ilail,  social  life  I  into  ihj  pleasinfr  bounds 
Again  I  come  to  pay  tlio  common  stock. 
My  share  of  service,  and,  in  glad  return. 
To  taste  thy  comforts,  thy  protected  joys. 

Taohimii  s  Agwiumfion, 

Meantime  the  song  went  round  and  dance  and 

sport. 

Wisdom  and  friendly  talk  successive  stole 

Their  hours  away. 

7*AomsoR>  Seamms. 

I  too  remember  well  that  cheerful  bowl, 
Which  round  his  table  ilowM.    The  serious  there 
Mix'd  with  the  sportive,  with  the  learned  the  plain ; 
Mirth  softec'd  wisdom,  candour  tempered  mirth ; 

And  wit  Its  honey  lent,  without  the  sting. 

T^Offison. 

Unhappy  he  !  who  from  tlic  first  of  joys, 
Society,  cut  off,  is  lefl  alone 

Amid  tliis  world  of  death. 

Thom$on, 

Study  with  osfre,  politeness,  that  most  teach 
The  modish  forms  of  gesture  and  of  speech : 
In  rain  formality,  with  matron  mien ; 
A,nd  pertness  apes  with  her  familiar  grin : 
They  against  nature  for  applauses  strain, 
Distort  themselves,  and  give  all  others  pain. 

StUUngfiML 
Man,  in  society,  is  like  a  flowV 
Blown  in  its  native  bud.    *Ti8  there  alone 
Ilia  faculties  expanded  in  fbU  bloom 
Shine  out,  there  only. reach  their  proper  use. 

I  Cowper'w  Task, 

She,  who  invites 
Her  dear  five  hundred  friends,  contemns  them  alT, 
And  dreads  their  coming ;  they, — what  can  they 

less? 
With  shrug  and  grimace  hide  their  hate  of  her. 

Cmtiper*8  Task, 

1  hough  few  the  days,  the  happy  evenings  &w, 
Sw  (wirm  with  heart,  so  rich  with  mind  they  flew, 
That  2iy  full  soul  forgot  its  wish  to  roam, 
Ajqc  rested  there,  a«  in  a  dream  at  home  2 


Mao,  like  the  generous  vine,  supported  lives : 
The  strength  he  gains  is  fhrni  th*  embrace^  gins. 
On  their  own  axis  as  the  planets  run, 
Yet  make  at  once  their  circle  round  the  sun; 
So  two  consistent  motions  act  the  soul ; 
And  one  regards  itself,  and  one  the  whole. 
Thus  God  and  nature  linked  the  general  frame, 
And  bade  self-love  and  social  be  the  same. 

Pope^t  E$8ay  on  Man, 

Heaven  forming  each  on  other  to  depend, 

A  master,  or  a  servant,  or  a  friend, 

Bids  each  on  otiier  for  assistance  call, 

Till  one  man's  weakness  grows  the  strength  of  all 

Wants,  frailties,  passions,  closer  still  ally 

The  common  interest,  or  endear  tlie  tic 

To  these  we  owe  true  friendship,  love  sincere, 

Each  home-felt  joy  that  life  inherits  here. 

Pope'i  Euay  on  Ifoik 

Society  itself,  which  should  create 
Kindness,  destroys  what  little  we  had  got: 
To  feel  Ibr  none  is  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world's  stoics — men  without  a  heart 

Society  is  now  one  polish*d  horde, 

FormM  of  two  mighty  tribes,%e  bores  and  WU 

l?yr0a. 

Blessed  wo  sometimes  are !  and  I  am  now 

Happy  in  quiet  feelings ;  fbr  the  tones 

Of  a  most  pleasant  company  of  friends 

Were  in  my  ear  but  now,  and  gentle  thou^ta 

From  spirits  whose  high  character  I  know; 

And  I  retain  their  influence,  as  the  air 

Retains  the  sofbiess  of  departed  day. 

YftZSf. 

How  many  pleasant  faces   shed  their  light  on 

every  side. 
How  many  angels  unawares  have  crossed  thy 

casual  way ! 
How  often,  in  thy  journcyings,  hast  thou  made 

(hee  instant  friends. 
Found,  to  be  loved  a  little  while,  and  lost,  to  meet 

no  more; 
Friends    of  happy  reminiscences,  although  » 

transient  in  their  converse. 
Liberal,  cheerful,  and  sincere,  a  crowd  of  kindlj 

traits. 
I  have  sped  by  land  and  sea,  and  mingled  with 

much  people, 
But  never  yet  could  find  a  spot  nnsunned  by 

human  kindness; 
Some  more,  and  some  less, — but,  truly,  all  can 

claim  a  little: 
And  a  man  may  travel  through  the  world,  and 

BOW  it  thick  with  friendships. 

Tupper'9  Prmerbial  PhiktBfklf 
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Natare  doefl 
Never  wriiii;:  'lie  eoeiety  that  tine. 

Then  growing  hamlets  rear  their  heada, 

And  gathering  crowds  expand, 
Far  as  my  funcy*s  vision  spreads, 

O'er  many  a  boundless  land, 
Till  what  was  once  a  world  of  savage  strife. 
Teems  with  the  richest  gifts  of  social  life, 

JumtM  K,  Paidding, 


SOLDIER. 

T  is  the  soldier's  life, 
To  have  their  balmy  alumbers  wak'd  with  strife. 

Shak9.  OtheUfL 

Rude  am  I  in  speech. 

And  little  hless'd  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace ; 

For  since  theee  arms  of  mine  had  seven  years* 

pith. 

Till  now  some  nine  moons  wasted,  they  have  us'd 

Their  dearest  action  in  the  tented  field ; 

And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak. 

More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle ; 

And  therefiitre  little  shall  I  grace  mj  cause, 

In  speaking  for  myselfl 

Sliaki,  OthiBo. 

Her  father  lov'd  me ;  oft  invited  me ; 

Still  qoBstion'd  me  the  story  of  my  life, 

From  year  to  year ;  the  battles,  sieges,  fiutune^ 

That  I  have  pass'd. 

I  ran  it  throogh,  even  from  my  boyish  days, 

To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it 

Wherein  I  spoke  of  most  disastrous  chances. 

Of  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field ; 

Of  hair-breadth  'scapes  i'  th'  imminent  deadly 

breach ; 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe, 
And  sold  to  slavery ;  of  my  redemption  thence. 
And  portance  in  my  travel's  history : 
Wherein  of  antres  vast,  and  deserts  idle. 
Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  whose  heads  touch 

heaven. 

It  was  my  hint  to  speak,  such  was  the  process ; 

And  of  the  cannibals  that  each  other  eat. 

The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 

Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders. 

Shaki.  OtheUo, 

Say  to  them, 

Hiou  art  a  soldier,  and  being  bred  in  broils. 

Hast  not  the  soft  way,  which,  tho!i  dost  confess, 

Were  fit  for  thee  to  use,  as  they  to  claim. 

In  asking  their  good  levet. 

Shak$.  CorJelsntM. 


Then  a  soldiei 

Fun  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the  pard, 

Jealous  in  honour,  sudden  and  quick  in  quarrel, 

Seeking  the  bubble  reputation 

Even  in  the  cannon's  mouth. 

Shakt,  A$  you  like  iL 

'T  is  much  he  dares ; 
And,  to  that  dauntless  temper  of  liis  mind. 
He  hath  a  wisdom  that  doth  guide  his  valour 
To  act  in  safety. 

Shaka.  Macbeth. 

His  sword  (death's  stamp) 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took ;  from  fiice  to  foot 
He  was  a  thing  of  block,  whose  every  motion 
Was  tim'd  with  dying  cries. 

SkakM,  CoriolavuB* 

Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard  to.night; 

Let's  teach  onrselves  that  honourablo  stop, 

Not  to  oatsport  discretion. 

Skak$.  OOeZZa. 

His  death,  whose  spirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  dullest  peasant  in  his  camp. 
Being  bruted  onee,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  best  temper'd  courage  in  his  troops : 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  stcelM ; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  rest 
Tum'd  on  themselves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 

Shakt.  Henry  IV.    Part  J  J 

You  say  you  are  a  better  soldier ; 
Let  it  appear  so ;  make  your  vaunting  true. 
And  it  shall  please  me  well :  For  mine  own  part, 
I  shall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

ShakM.  Jnliut  Ctuan 

Hear  you  me,  Jessica : 
Lock  np  my  doors ;  and  when  you  hear  the  drum. 
And  the  vile  squeaking  of  the  wry-neck'd  fife. 
Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  casements  then. 
Nor  thrust  your  head  into  the  public  street 
To  ga2e  on  Christian  fbob  with  varnisli'd  faces. 

Shak§.  Merchant  qf  Vemee» 

I  hate  these  potent  madmen,  who  keep  all 

Mankind  awako,  while  they  by  their  great  deeds 

Are  drununing  hard  upon  this  hollow  world, 

Only  to  make  a  sound  to  last  for  ages. 

Croipne. 

The  beaten  soldier  proves  most  manflil. 
That,  like  his  sword,  endures  the  anvil. 
And  justly 's  held  more  formidable. 
Hie  more  his  valour 's  malleable : 
But  he  that  fears  a  bastinado, 
Will  run  away  from  his  own  shadow. 

ButlerU  HutUbtas 

Then  did  Sir  Knight  abandon  dwelling. 

And  out  he  rode  a  colonelling. 

ButUr*i  HuditftuB 
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lie  was  b/  birth,  some  authoTB  write, 

A  Russian ;  some,  a  Muscovite ; 

And  ^mong  the  Cossacks  had  been  bred, 

or  whom  we  in  diumals  read, 

That  serve  to  fill  up  pajj^es  here. 

As  with  their  bodies  ditches  there. 

Butler*i  HudibraM, 

His  spear,  to  equal  which  the  tallest  pine 
Hewn  on  Norwegian  hiUs,  to  be  the  mast 
or  some  great  admiral,  were  but  a  wand. 

MiUon^s  Paradise  Lo»L 

The  country  rings  around  with  loud  alarms, 
And  raw  in  fields  the  rude  militia  swarms ; 
Mouths  without  hands,  maintain*d  at  vast  exponse. 
In  peace  a  charge,  in  war  a  weak  defence : 
Stout  once  a  month  they  march,  a  blustering  band. 
And  ever,  but  in  times  of  need,  at  hand ; 
I'his  waa  the  morn,  when  issuing  on  the  guard, 
Drawn  up  in  rank  and  file  they  stood  preparM 
Of  seeming  arms  to  make  a  short  essay, 
Then  hasten  to  be  drunk,  the  business  of  the  day. 

JhrydeiCw  Cymen  and  Iphigaaa, 

The  brave  abroad  fight  for  the  wise  at  home : 
You  are  but  camp  camclcons,  fed  with  air ; 
Thin  fame  is  all  tlic  bravest  hero's  share. 

Drydeii't  King  AHkur, 

No  matter  what  becomes  of  the  poor  soldiers. 
So  they  perform  the  drudgery  they  *re  fit  for ; 
Why  let  *em  starve  for  want  of  their  arrears, 
Drop  as  they  go,  and  lie  like  dogs  in  ditches. 

Lee, 

*T  is  the  sport  of  statesmen, 
When  heroes  knock  ttie'ir  knotty  heads  together. 
And  fall  by  one  another. 

Rowe's  Ambitious  Stepmother, 

See,  now  comes  tlie  captain  all  daub*d  with  gold 

lace; 
O  la  I  the  sweet  gentleman  !  look  in  liis  face ; 
And  see  how  he  rides  like  a  lord  of  the  land, 
Wi^h  the  fine  flaming  sword  that  he  holds  in  his 

hand. 
And   his  horse,  the  dear  erete^f  it  prances  and 

rears, 
With  ribbons  in  knots  at  its  tail  and  its  ears. 

Swift, 

Some  for  hard  masters,  broken  under  arms. 
In  battle  lopt  away,  with  half  their  limbs, 
Beg  bitter  bread  though  realms  their  valour  sav*d. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts, 

See  her  generous  troops, 
Wnuse  pay  was  glory,  and  their  best  reward, 
F^ee  for  their  country,  and  for  me  to  die. 
Ere  mercenary  murder  grew  a  trade. 

Thomton^s  Liberty. 


Dost  thou  not  know  the  fate  of  soldiers  7 
They  're  but  ambition's  tools,  to  cut  away 
To  her  nnlawfol  ends  :  and  when  they're  wom« 
Hack'd,  hewn  with  constant  service,  thrown  aside, 
To  rust  in  peace,  and  rot  in  hospitals. 

Southrm''s  Loyal  Brothers 

Gallant  in  strife,  and  noble  in  their  ire. 
The  battle  is  their  pastime.    They  go  forth 
Gay  in  the  morning,  as  to  tlie  summer's  sport: 
When  evening  comes,  the  glory  of  the  morn. 
The  youthful  warrior  is  a  clod  of  clay. 

Homers  Douglass 

The  broken  soldier,  kindly  bade  to  stay, 
Sat  by  his  fire,  and  talk'd  the  night  away ; 
Wept  o'er  his  wounds,  or  tales  of  sorrow  done, 
Sbottlder'd  his  crutch,  and  show'd  how  fields  wers 
woo.  GoldsmMth*s  Deserted  VWage, 

Tlie  guards,  mechanically  fbrm'd  in  ranks. 
Playing,  at  beat  of  drum,  their  martial  pranks ; 
Should'ring  and  standing  as  if  struck  to  stone. 
While  condescending  majesty  looks  on. 

Cowper^s  Tak  of  a  Tub 

*T  is  universal  soldiership  has  stabb'd 
The  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner  class. 

Comper's  TmL 
To  swear,  to  game,  to  drink,  to  show  at  home 
By  lewdness,  idleness  and  sabbath.brcach. 
The  great  proficiency  he  made  abroad, 
T*  astonish  and  to  grieve  his  gssng  friends. 
To  break  some  maiden's  and  his  mother's  heai^ 
To  be  a  pest  where  he  was  useful  once. 
Are  his  sole  aim,  and  all  his  glory  now. 

Cowper*9  Task 

I  hate  the  camp, 
I  hate  its  noise  and  stiff  parade,  its  blank 
And  empty  forms,  and  stately  courtesy. 
Where  between  bows  and  blows,  a  smile  and  stab^ 
There  *s  scarce  a  moment    Soldiers  always  live 
In  idleness  or  peril :  both  are  bad. 

Proctor's  Mirandda, 
1  died  no  felon  death  — 
A  warrior's  weapon  freed  a  warrior's  souL 

Maturings  Bertram. 

From  early  youth  war  has  my  mistress  been. 
And  .though  a  rugged  one,  I  '11  constant  prove. 
And  not  forsake  her  now.    There  may  be  Joys 
Which,  to  the  strange  o'erwhelming  of  the  soul* 
Visit  the  lover's  breast  beyond  all  others : 
E'en  now,  how  dearly  do  I  feel  there  may  I 
But  what  of  them  7  they  are  not  made  for  me— 
The  hasty  flashes  of  contending  steel 
Most  serve  instead  of  glances  from  my  love, 
And  for  sofi-broathing  sighs  the  cannon's  roar. 

Joanna  BaiBi^o  Baml 
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Bat  rach  bitter  thoagbts 
Will  piM  away,  bow  soon !  and  those  wbo  heard 
Are  following  their  dead  comrade  to  tiie  grave, 
Ere  the  night  &I1,  will  in  their  revelrj 
Quench  all  roinembranoe.    From  the  tiee  of  UA 
Unnatorally  rent,  a  man  who  knew 
No  restiBg-place,  no  dear  delights  of  home. 
Belike  who  never  saw  his  children*^  face, 
Whose  children  knew  no  fkther ;  he  is  gone, 
Dropt  from  existence.  like  the  withorM  leaf 
That  from  tlie  summcjf  tree  is  swept  awajr, 
Its  loss  unseen.    She  hears  not  of  his  death 
Who  bore  him,  and  already  lor  her  son 
Her  tears  of  bitterness  are  shed :  when  first 
He  had  put  on  the  livery  of  blood. 
She  wept  him  dead  to  her. 

A  various  host — ^from  kindred  realms  they  came. 
Brethren  in  arms,  but  rivals  in  renown  ^- 
For  yon  fair  bands  shall  merry  England  claim. 
And  with  their  deeds  of  valour  deck  her  crown. 
Hers  their  bold  port,  and  hers  tlieir  martial  frown. 
And  hers  their  scorn  of  deatli  io  freedom^s  cause, 
Their  eyes  of  azure,  and  tlieir  locks  of  brown. 
And  the  blunt  speech  that  burst  without  a  pause. 
And  free-bom  thoughts,  which  league  the  soldier 

with  the  laws. 
And  oh !  lovM  warriors  of  the  minstrel's  land ! 
Yonder  your  bonnets  nod,  your  tartans  wave ! 
The  rugged  form  may  mark  tiie  mountain  band. 
And  harsher  features,  and  a  mien  more  grave ; 


How  beautiful  in  death 
The  warrior's  corse  appears, 
EmbalmM  by  fi>nd  affection's  breath. 
And  bath*d  in  woman's  tears! 

Give  me  the  death  of  those 

Who  ibr  their  country  die; 

And  oh !  be  mine  like  their  repose, 

When  cold  and  low  they  lie! 

Their  loveliest  mother  earth 

Enshrines  the  fallen  brave. 

In  her  sweet  lap  who  gave  tliem  birth, 

They  find  their  tranquil  grave. 

JIToii^goin^ry. 
A  mere  soldier,  a  mere  tod,  a  kind 
Of  homan  sword  in  a  fiend's  hand :  the  other 

Is  master-mover  of  his  warlike  puppet. 

Byron^s  Sardanapabu, 

Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  renown. 
Of  various  nations,  and  all  volunteers ; 
Not  fighting  ibr  their  country  or  its  crown. 
But  wishing  to  be  one  day  Brigadiers : 
Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town ; 
A  pleasant  thing  to  young  men  at  their  years. 
'Mongst  them  wore  several  Englishmen  of  pith. 
Sixteen  callM  Thomson,  and    nineteen    nam'd 
Smith.  Byron, 

There  shall  they  rot— ambition's  honour'd  fools! 
Yes,  honour   decks  the   turf  that  wraps  their 

clay ! 
Vain  sophistry !  in  these  behold  the  toob, 


But  ne'er  in  batUe-field  throbb'd  heart  more  brave   ""^^  ^'^^'^  ^^"^  ***•*  ^y'^^  ^^  ^'^^J^ 

By  myriads,  when  they  dare  to  pave  their  way 

With  human  hearts— to  what  7 — a  dream  alone. 

Byrmi'9  Childe  Harold. 


Than  that  which  beats  beneath  the  Scottish  plaid. 

Scott. 


Hark !  fi'om  yen  stately  ranks  what  laughter  rings, 
llingling  wild  mirth  with  war's  stern  minstrelsy. 
His  jest  while  each  blithe  comrade  round  him 

flings, 
And  moves  to  death  with  military  glee ; 
Boast,  Erin,  boaet  them ;  tameless,  frank,  and  free. 
In  kindness  warm,  and  fierce  in  danger  known, 
Bough  natore's  children,  humorous  as  she : 
And  he,  yon  chiefbiin — strike  the  proudest  tone 
Of  thy  bold  harp,  green  isle !  •— the  hero  is  thine 

own.  ScatL 

Right  English  all,  they  rush  to  blows, 

With  naught  to  win,  and  all  to  lose. 

1  could  have  laugh'd  —  but  lack'd  the  time  — 

To  see,  in  phrenesy  sublime. 

Mow  the  fierce  zealots  Ibught  and  bled. 

For  king  or  state  as  humour  led ; 

Some  ibr  a  dream  of  public  good. 

Some  for  church-tippet,  gown  and  hood, 

I>raining  their  veins,  in  death  to  claim 

A  patriot's  or  a  martyr's  name. 

Sectt$  RokAv. 


EInough  of  battle's  minions !  let  them  play 
Their  game  of  lives,  and  barter  breath  for  iame : 
Fame  that  will  scarce  re-animate  their  clay. 
Though  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single  name. 
In  sooth  *t  were  sad  to  thwart  their  noble  aim 
Who  strike,  blest  hirelings!  for  their  country's 

good. 
And  die,  that  living  might  have  prov'd  her  shame. 

Byron's  CkOde  Harold 

I  see  them  on  their  winding  way, 

About  their  ranks  the  moonbeams  play; 

Their  Jufiy  deeds  and  daring  high. 

Blend  with  the  notes  of  victory ; 

And  waving  arms  and  banners  bright. 

Are  glancing  in  the  melk»w  light 

Hela  «  PoemM 

There  were  sad  hearts  in  a  darken'd  home, 

When  the  brave  had  left  their  bower : 

But  the  strength  of  prayer  and  sacrifice 

Was  with  them  in  that  hour. 

Yrs.  HemamB 
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Kame  is  my  miitren,  madam,  and  roy  sword 
7*he  only  friend  I  ever  wooM  her  with. 

Fmme$$  KeiM§  BidUr. 

*!Vfid  the  din  of  armfl,  when  the  dust  and  amoliie 

In  clouds  are  eiirlin|^  o*er  thee. 

Be  firm  tiU  the  enemy  V  ranks  are  broke, 

And  they  fall,  or  flee  before  thee  ! 

But  I  would  not  have  thee  towering  stand 

0*cr  him  who^s  for  many  crying, 

But  bow  to  the  earth,  and  with  tender  hand 

Raise  up  the  faint  and  dying. 

Mi99  Geuld^B  Poenu, 

At  midnight  in  the  forest  shades, 

Bozzaris  rang'd  bis  Suliote  band. 

True  as  the  stcc]  of  their  tried  blades^ 

Heroes  in  heart  and  hand. 

There  had  the  Persian*s  thousands  stood, 

Tlicrc  had  the  glad  earth  drank  their  blood 

On  old  Plat»a*s  day ; 

And  now  there  breathM  that  haimted  air 

The  sons  of  sires  who  oonquorM  there. 

With  arm  to  strike  and  soul  to  dare» 

As  qmck,  as  iar  as  they. 

HaUeck's  BozzarU, 

They  fought  I^ke  brave  men,  long  and  well ; 

They  pii'd  that  ground  with  Moslem  slain, 
They  conqucr*d  —  but  Bozzaris  fell, 

Bleeding  at  every  vein. 
His  few  survinng  comrades  saw 
His  smile  when  rang  their  proud  hurrah, 

And  the  red  field  was  won; 

Tlicn  saw  in  death  his  eyelids  close 

Calmly,  as  to  a  night's  repose, 

Like  flowers  at  set  of  sun. 

HaUecJ^9  Bozxaris, 

The  Green-Mountaineer — the  Stark  of  Ben- 
nington :  — 
When  on  the  field  his  band  the  Hessians  fought. 

Briefly  he  spoke  before  the  fight  began  : 
**  Soldiers !  those  Gierman  gentlemen  are  bought 

For  four  pounds  eight-and-sevenpence  per  man. 
By  England*s  king ;  a  bargain  as  is  thought 

Arc  we  worth  more  2    Let  *s  prove  it  now  we 
eon; 
For  we  must  beat  then,  boys,  Are  set  of  sob^ 
Or  Molly  Stark 's  a  widow."  —  It  was  doKe  I 

£aeh  6oIdier*s  name 
Shall  shine  mitamishM  on  the  rolls  of  ikme. 
And  stand  the  example  of  each  distant  age. 
And  add  new  lustre  to  the  historic  page. 

xAivui  imiJiju/ii  cys* 
t  nirs  are  no  hircRngs  train'd  to  the  f^ght. 
With  cyrabul  and  clarion  gfitlering  and  bright ; 
No  •/ranciiig  of  chargertr,  bo  martial  display 
r^o  war-iTUrap  is  heard  from  oar  silent  array 


0*er  the  proud  heads  of  ftte  ami  oar  star  JMa&er 

waves, 
Mea  firm  as  their  moontainp  and  stiH  as  their 

graves,^ 
To-morrow  shall  poor  oat  their  ]ife4)In^  'iks 

rain; — 
We  oooM  back  in  triumph,  or  come  not  again. 

7'kema»  Greji» 

SOLITUDE. 

The  joyous  birds,  shroadcd  in  cheerful  shade, 
The  notes  unto  the  voice  attemper*d  sweet; 
Th*  angelical  soft  trembling  voices  made 
To  th*  instruments  divino  respondence  meet; 
The  silver  sounding  instruments  did  meet 
.With  the  base  murmur  of  the  water^s  fall 
Tile  water's  fall  with  diflR^rence  discreet. 
Now  soft,  now  loud,  unto  the  wind  did  call; 
The  gentle  warbling  wind  low  answered  to  all 

Spauer's  Fairy  Qwem. 

Now  my  co-mates  and  brothers  in  ezile, 
Hath  not  old  custom  made  this  life  more  sweet 
Than  that  of  painted  pomp  7  are  not  these  woods 
More  free  fi'om  peril  than  the  envious  court  7 
Here  feel  we  but  the  penalty  of  Adara, 
The  season's  difference ;  as  the  icy  fiing, 
And  churlish  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind ; 
Which,  when  it  bites  and  blows  npon  my  body, 
Even  till  I  shrink  with  cold,  I  smile,  and  say, 
This  is  no  flattery :  these  are  counsellors 

That  feelingly  persuade  me  what  I  am. 

Shak9.AtyouliktiL 

How  ase  doth  braed  a  habit  in  a  man ! 
The  shadowy  desert,  unfrequented  wood^ 
I  better  brook  than  flourishing  peopled  towns: 
There  can  I  sit  alone,  unseen  of  any, 
And  to  the  nightingale's  oooftplaining  notes. 
Tone  my  diatreases,  and  reoord  my  woes. 

Siaks.  Twa  OaUUmen  of  Feross. 

Oh !  solitude !  first  state  of  human  kind ! 
Which  bless'd  reroainM  till  man  (fid  find 
Ev'n  bis  own  helper's  company : 
As  seen  as  two,  alas !  together  join'd. 
The  serpent  made  up  three. 

Sweet  solitude !  still  mirth !  that  feor'st  no  wron£^, 
Because  thou  dost  none ;  morning  all  day  long ! 
Troth's  sanctuary !  innocency^  spring  1 
Invention's  Limbeck !  contemplation's  wing! 
Peace  of  my  soid,  which  I  too  late  pursu'd ; 
That  know'st  not  the  worid's  vain  inquietude : 
Where  friends,  the  thieves  of  time,  hit  us  slone 
Whole  days,  and  a  man's  boors  are  all  his  own. 

Sir  Richard  ffaaiAaw. 
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I  Mt  me  down  to  watch  npon  a  bank 

With  Iyj  canopied,  and  interwove 

With  flanntini^  honeyeackle,  and  bte^n, 

Wrapt  in  a  pleasing  fit  of  melancholy, 

To  meditate  my  roral  minstrelsy, 

*TiIl  fancy  had  her  m. 

MUum't  Comw. 

Alone,  fbr  other  creature  in  this  place, 
Living  or  Iiftlcss,  to  be  foand  was  none. 

Mikme$  ParadUe  LmL 

In  solitude 
What  happiness,  who  can  enjoy  alone. 
Or  of  enjoying  what  contentment  find  7 

MiltonU  Paradise  Lfmt. 

SoUtade  is  sometimes  best  society, 

Aiid  short  retirement  urges  sweet  return, 

MUtorCi  Paradite  LouL 

Hiere  in  cloee  coTort  by  some  brook, 
Where  no  profaner  eye  can  look. 
Hide  me  firom  day's  garish  eye. 
While  the  bee  with  hcnicd  thigh. 
That  at  her  flowery  work  doth  aing. 
And  the  waters  murmuring. 
With  such  consort  as  they  keep, 
Entice  the  dewy-(eathcr*d  sleep. 

MilUnC$  R  Pentenm. 

Wisdom's  self 
Oft  feck  to  sweet  retired  solitude ; 
Where,  with  hor  best  nurse,  cooten^Iatioiit 
She  plumes  her  feathers,  and  lets  grow  her  winga, 
l^at  in  the  various  bustle  of  resort 
Were  all  too  ruffled,  and  sometimes  impair'd. 

MiUim. 

The  silent  heart  which  grief  asaaih, 
Treads  soft  and  looeeome  o*er  the  -valoi, 
Sacs  daisies  open,  rivers  ran. 
And  eeeks  (as  I  have  vainly  done) 
Amusing  thought;  but  learns  to  know 

That  solitude  *s  the  nurse  of  woe. 

Pametl, 

But  o'er  the  twilight  groves  ond  dusky  cavee, 
Lang-«ouBding  aislos,  and  intermingled  graveiy 
Bkck  melancholy  sits,  and  round  her  tlirowa 
A  deatli-like  silence,  and  a  dread  repose : 
Her  ^oomy  presence  saddens  all  tiie  soenei 
Shades  every  flower,  and  darkens  every  green. 
Deepens  tho  murmur  of  the  falling  floods, 
And  breathes  a  browner  horror  on  the  woods. 

Bear  me,  some  God !  oh,  qmdcly  bear  nw  Jieace 
To  vlioleMne  aolitade,  the  nurse  of  aenae ; 
When  eootemplation  prunes  her  raffled  winga, 
Anil  the  free  aool  kxika  dofro  to  pity  Idnga. 


0  sacred  solitude  I  divine  retreat ! 
Choice  of  the  prudent !  envy  of  the  great! 
By  the  pure  stream,  or  in  thy  waving  shade,  ^ 
We  court  fair  wisdom,  that  eelestial  maid : 
The  genuine  ofispring  of  her  lov'd  embrace, 
(Strangers  on  earth !)  are  innocence  and  poaoe. 

Ymtng's  Love  of  Fame. 

0 1  lost  to  virtue,  lost  to  manly  thought. 
Lost  to  tho  noble  sallies  of  tlie  soul ! 
Who  think  it  sditude  to  be  alone. 

Ybimg's  Night  ThougkU, 

Then  horrid  silence  fi>llow*d,  broke  alone 
By  the  low  murmurs  of  the  restless  deep, 
Mixt  with  the  doubtful  breeze,  that  now  and  then 
8igh*d  thro*  the  mournful  woods. 

Tkomtori'e  AgamentMn, 

Majestic  woods,  of  every  vigorous  greon 
Stage  above  ftage,  high  waving  o*er  the  hills ; 
Or  to  the  far  horizon  wide  diffused 
A  boundless  deep  immensity  of  shade. 

TiAoma<m*s  Seawngt 

Thus  solitary,  and  in  pensive  guise. 

Oft  let  me  wander  o*er  the  russet  mead. 

And  through  the  saddened  grove,  where  scarce  is 

heard 
One  dying  strain,  to  cheer  the  woodman's  toil 

Thomeon'e  Seasone 

O  bear  me  then  to  vast  embowering  shades, 
To  twilight  groves,  and  visionary  vales ; 
To  Weeping  grottoes,  and  prophetic  glooms ; 
Where  "angel  Ibrms,  athwart  the  solemn  dusk. 
Tremendous  sweep,  or  soem  to  sweep  along ; 
And  voices  more  than  human,  thro'  the  void 
Deep  sounding,  seize  the  cnthdsiaslic  ear ! 

Thomsoh'a  Seasont, 

There  at  the  foot  of  yonder  nodding  beech, 
That  wreaths  its  old  fantastic  roots  so  high. 
His  listless  length  at  noontide  would  he  stretch. 
And  pore  upon  the  brook  that  bubbles  by. 

Oray^s  Churchyaid 

0  solitude !  where  are  the  charms 
That  sages  have  seen  in  thy  fiice  7 
Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms, 
Tlian  reign  in  this  horrible  place. 

1  am  out  of  humanity's  reach, 

I  must  finish  my  journey  alone. 

Never  hoar  tho^iwoet  music  of  speeeli, 

I  start  at  the  sound  of  my  own. 

Ceisprt. 

Auoii  ag^oom 
Suits  won  the  thoughtfbl  9t  unthinking  mind 
The  mind  contemplative,  with  some  new  thcrao 
PregMnt,  or  indiiiMs'd  alike  to  slL 

Csii)per*t  7W 
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For  solitude,  however  tome  may  rave, 
Beeming  a  aanctttary,  proves  a  irrave, 
A  sepulchre  in  which  the  fiving  lie. 
Where  all  good  qualities  grow  sick  and  die. 
T  praise  the  Frenchman,  his  remarlE  was  shrewd. 
How  sweet,  how  paving  sweet,  is  solitude ! 
But  grant  me  still  a  friend  in  my  retreat, 
Whom  I  may  whisper— solitude  is  sweet, 

Catpper^i  JRcftrsmstrf. 

But  me  perhaps 
The  glowing  hearth  may  satisfy  awhile 
With  fkint  illumination,  that  upliOi 
The  shadows  to  the  ceiling,  there  by  fits 
Dancing  uncouthly  to  the  quivering  flame. 

Ceicpsr'e  T««l. 

Me  oft  as  fancy  ludicrous  and  wild 

SoothM  with  a  waking  dream  of  housea,  tow^n^ 

Trees,  churehes,  and  strange  visages  ezpress'd 

In  the  red  cinders,  while  with  poring  eye 

T  ffaz*d,  myself  creating  what  I  saw, 

Nor  less  amus*d  have  I  quiescent  watch'd 

The  sooty  films  that  play  upon  the  bars 

Pendulous,  and  foreboding  in  the  view 

Of  superstition,  prophesying  still. 

Though    still    deceived,    some    stranger's    near 

approach. 
"T  is  thus  the  understanding  takes  repose 
In  indolent  vacuity  of  thought, 
And  sleeps  and  is  reiVesh^d.    Meanwhile  the  fkce 
Conceals  the  mood  lethargic  with  a  mask 
Of  deep  deliberation,  as  the  man 
Were  taskM  to  his  full  strength,  absorVd  and  lost 

Cotepet^M  Ta9h 

Oil  when  the  winter  storm  had  ceasM  to  rave. 
He  roam*d  the  snowy  waste  at  even,  to  view 
The  clouds  stupendous,  from  th*  Atlantic  wave 
Higb-towering,  sail  along  the  horizon  blue ; 
Where,  'midst  the  changeful  scenery,  ever  new, 
Fancy  a  thousand  wond*rous  forms  descries. 
More  wildly  great  than  ever  pencil  drew. 
Rocks,  torrents,  gulfs,  and  shapes  of  giant  size. 
And  glittVmg  cltfls  fxn  cliffs,  and  fiery  ramparts  rise. 

BtaUi^t  MhutreL 

A  nd  past  those  settlers*  haunts  the  eye  might  roam, 
Where  earth's  unliving  silence  all  would  seem ; 
Save  whore  on  rocks  the  beaver  built  his  dome. 
Or  buffalo  remote  Iow*d  far  from  human  home. 
CampbeWs  Gertrude  rf  Wyoming, 

l-jutnusiast  of  the  woods !  when  years  apace 
Had  bound  thy  lovely  waist  with  woman's  zone, 
Hic  Hunrtse  path  at  mom,  I  see  thee  trace. 
To  hii.s  with  high  magnolia  overgrown. 
And  toy  Vj  breathe  tbc  groves,  romantic  and  alone. 
CampbeWt  Gertrude  of  Wyoming, 


And  oft  the  craggy  cliff  he  loved  to  eliraK, 
When  an  in  mist  the  world  below  was  kist 
What  dreadful  pleasure !  there  to  stand  eubKnie, 
Like  ahipwreck'd  mariner  on  desert  ooast. 
And  view  the  enormous  waste  of  vapour,  lost 
In  bill^ywa,  lengthening  to  th*  horizon  round. 
Now  scoop*d    in    gulfih  with   mountains    now 

emboss*d ! 
And  hear  the  voice  of  mirth  and  song  rebound; 
flocks,  herds,  and  waterfitlls,  along  the  boar  pro 

found! 
In  truth  he  was  a  strange  and  wayward  wighU 
Fond  of  each  gentle  and  each  dreadful  scene. 
In  darkness  and  in  storm  he  found  delight: 
Nor  less,  than  when  on  ocean-wave  serene 
The  southern  sun  diffused  his  dazding  shecn^ 
Even  sad  vicissitudes  amus*d  his  soul : 
And  if  a  sigh  would  sometimes  intervene. 
And  down  his  cheek  a  tear  of  pity  roU, 
A  sigh,  a  tear,  so  eweet,  he  wish'd  not  to  contioi. 

Beattie'o  MhmtnL 

The  wildest  waste  but  this  can  show. 

Some  touch  of  nature's  genial  glow ; 

But  hcre^ — above,  around,  below. 

On  mountain  or  on  glen. 

Nor  tree,  nor  shrub,  nor  plant,  nor  flower. 

Nor  aught  of  vegetative  power. 

The  weary  eye  can  ken. 

SeoWo  Lord  ef  tic  islsi 

Oh !  who  can  tell  the  unspeakable  misery 

Of  solitude  like  this  I 

No  sound  hath  ever  reach*d  my  ear. 

Save  of  the  passing  wind. 

The  fountain's  everlasting  flow. 

The  fiirest  in  the  gale, 

The  pattering  of  the  shower. 

Sounds  dead  and  moumibl  all. 

Soitthey*9  Thalahos 

No  traces  of  those  joys,  alas !  remain ! 
A  desert  solitude  alone  appears. 
No  verdant  shade  relieves  the  sandy  plain. 
The  wide-spread  waste  no  gentle  fountain  cheen. 
One  barren  face  the  dreary  proepect  wears ; 
Nought  through  the  vast  horizon  meets  her  eye 
To  calm  the  tumult  of  her  fears. 
No  trace  of  human  habitation  nigh, 
A  sandy  wild  beneath,  above  a  threatening  sky. 

Jlfrs.  Tighe^o  Poyckt, 

To  view  alone 
Hie  fiiircst  scenes  o^  land  and  decp^ 
With  none  to  listen  aiul  reply 
To  tliougbts  with  which  my  heart  beat  highi 
Were  irksome — for  whate'er  my  mood. 
In  sooth  I  love  not  ooUtudo. 

Byron^e  Bride  if  Ahydot. 


Oh !  that  the  desert  were  my  dwclllnif-place. 
With  one  fair  epirit  for  my  minister, 
Tliat  I  might  all  forget  the  human  race. 
And,  hating  no  one,  love  hat  only  her! 
Ye  elements  in  whoso  ennobling  stir 
1  feci  myself  exalted  -^  can  ye  not 
Accord  me  such  a  being  7  do  I  err 
In  deeming  such  inhabit  many  a  spott 
Tliough  with  them  to  converse  can  rarely  be  our 
lot.  ByronU  ChUde  Harold. 

I  live  not  in  myself  but  I  become 
Portion  of  that  around  me ;  and  to  me, 
High  mountains  are  a  feeling,  but  the  hum 

Of  human  cities  torture. 

Byron's  ChUde  HarM, 

There  is  a  pleasure  In  the  pathless  woods, 

There  is  a  rapture  on  the  lonely  shore, 

There  is  society  where  none  intrudes. 

By  the  deep  sea,  and  musio  in  its  roar : 

I  love  not  man  the  less,  but  nature  more. 

From  these  our  interviews,  in  which  I  steal 

From  all  I  may  be,  or  have  been  belbre, 

To  mingle  with  the  universe,  and  feel 

What  I  can  ne^er  express,  yet  cannot  all  conceal. 

Byron's  ChUde  Harold, 

Are  not  the  mountains,  waves  and  skies,  a  part 

Of  me  and  of  my  soul,  as  I  of  tliem  7 

I»  not  the  love  of  these  deep  in  my  heart 

With  a  pure  passion  7  should  I  not  contemn 

AH  objects,  if  compared  with  these  7  and  stem 

A  tide  of  sufferings,  rather  than  fbrcgo 

Such  feelings  for  the  hard  and  worldly  phlegm 

Of  tho«e  whose  eyes  are  only  turnM  below» 

Gazing  upon  the  ground,  with  thoughta  which 

dare  not  glow  7 

Byron's  Childe  Harold, 

To  sit  on  rocks,  to  muse  o*er  flood  and  fell. 
To  slowly  trace  the  forest* s  shady  scene. 
Where  things  that  own  not  man*s  dominion  dwell, 
And  mortal  foot  hath  neVr  or  rarely  been ; 
To  cUmb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen ; 
With  the  wild  flook  that  never  heeds  a  fold ; 
Alone  o^er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean ; 
Tliia  IB  not  solitude ;  *t  is  but  to  hold 
Converse  with  nature^s  charms,  and  see  her  stores 

unroird. 
But,  *midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shpck  of  meut 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel  and  to  possesSf 
And  roam  along,  the  world's  tir*d  denizen. 
With  none  to  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can  bleM ; 
Minions  of  splendour  shrinking  from  distress ! 
^{one  that  with  kindred  consciousnem  endued, 
if  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less 
Of  an  that  flattered,  followed,  sought,  and  sued  ^ 
TbiM  is  to  be  alone ;  this,  thic  is  solitude ! 

Byre's  ChMs  Hardd, 


To  follow  through  the  night  the  moving  moon, 
The  stars  and  their  development ;  or  catch 
The  dazzling  lightnings  till  my  eyes  grew  dim; 
Or  to  look,  listening,  on  the  scatter'd  leaves. 
While  autumn  winds  were  at  their  evening  song 
These  were  my  pastimes,  and  to  be  alone ; 
For  if  the  beings,  of  whom  I  was  one, — • 
Hating  to  be  so,  —  crossM  me  in  my  path, 
I  folt  myself  degraded  back  to  them. 
And  was  ail  clay  again.    , 

Byron's  Manfirsd 

Man,  nor  brute. 
Nor  dint  of  hoo^  nor  print  of  foot, 
Lay  in  the  wild  luxuriant  soil; 
No  sign  of  travel  —  none  of  toil ; 
The  very  air  was  mute ; 
And  not  an  insect's  shrill  small  horn. 
Nor  matin  bird's  new  voice,  was  borne 
From  herb  nor  thicket 

Byron's  Maxeppa 

And  here  no  more  shall  human  VMoe 
Be  heard  to  rag« — regret  —  rejoice  — 
The  last  sad  note  that  swelled  the  gale 
Was  woman's  wildest  funeral  will. 

Byron*s  Giaom 

If  solitude  succeed  to  grief^ 
Release  fVom  pain  is  slight  relief; 
The  vacant  bosom's  wilderness 
Might  thank  the  pang  that  made  it  less. 
We  loathe  what  none  are  left  to  share  ^ 
Even  bliss  —  't  were  woe  alone  to  bear ; 
Tlie  heart,  once  left  thus  desolate. 
Must  fly  at  last  for  ease  —  to  hate. 

Byron's  Giasmt 

Perhaps,  there 's  nothing — ^I  'U  not  say  appals. 
But  saddens  more  by  night  as  well  as  day. 
Than  an  enormous  room  without  a  soul 
To  break  the  lifeless  splendour  of  the  whole. 

Bynm 

To  wander  through  the  festive  scene, 
With  soul  but  ill  at  ease ; 
To  stray  where  lighter  hearts  have  been. 
And  mock  at  thoughts  like  these ; 
To  fook  for  one  'mid  those  around. 
Would  glad  our  moumfU  mood. 
Then  start  at  mirth's  distracting  sound, 
This — this  is  solitude. 

Byrm, 

If  ftum  society  we  learn  to  live, 
Tis  solitude  should  teach  us  how  to  die ; 

It  hath  no  flatterers ;  vanity  can  give 
No  hollow  aid ;  akme— man  with  bis  God  mosi 
strive*  Byrsm 


No,  UU  not  here  that  •olitude  it  known. 

llirottgh  tho  wide  world  he  only  is  alone 

Who  lives  not  for  another. 

Roger§'$  Human  Life. 

A  child,  'midst  ancient  moontains  have  I  stood. 

Where  the  wild  ialcons  make  thoir  lordly  nest 
On  high.    The  spirit  of  the  solitude 

Fell  solemnly  upon  my  infimt  breast. 
Though  there  I  pray*d  not ;  but  decpthooghts  have 
prcssM 

Into  my  being  since  I  brcathM  that  air, 
^for  could  I  now  one  moment  live  the  guest 

Of  such  dread  scenes,  without  the  springs  of 

prayer 

O'erflowing  all  my  souL 

/  Jlfrf .  Hemaiu*9  Poem», 

Oh !  to  lie  down  in  wilds  apart. 

Where  man  is  seldom  seen  or  heard, 
In  still  and  ancient  forests,  where 
Mows  not  his  scythij,  ploughs  not  his  share, 

With  the  shy  deer  and  cooing  bird ! 
To  go  in  dreariness  of  mood, 

0*er  a  lone  heath,  that  spreads  around, 
A  solitude  like  a  silent  sea, 
Where  rises  not  a  hut  or  tree, 

Tho  wide-embracing  sky  its  bound ! 
Oh  !  beautiful  those  wastes  of  heath. 

Stretching  for  miles  to  lure  the  bee, 
Where  the  wild  bird,  on  pinions  strong. 
Wheels  round  and  pours  its  piping  song. 

And  timid  creatures  wander  free. 

Mary  HmmtL 

Yon  gciille  hills, 
RobM  in  a  garment  of  untrodden  sd0w  ; 
Ton  darksome  rocks,  whence  icicles  depend. 
So  stainless  that  their  white  glittering  spires 
'£tnge  not  the  moon*s  pure  beams;  yon  castled 

steep, 
Whose  banner  hangeth  o^er  the  time-worn  tower 
So  idly,  that  rapt  fancy  deemeth  it 
A  metaphor  of  peace  ;  all  form  a  scene 
AVliere  musing  solitude  might  love  to  lift 
Her  soul  above  this  sphere  of  earthhness. 

He  goes  to  the  river  side,  — 

Noi  hook  nor  line  liath  he : 
He  stands  in  the  meadows  wide,— 

Nor  gun  nor  scythe  to  we; 
With  none  has  he  to  d^, 

And  none  to  seek  him, 
N'lr  men  below 

Nur  spirits  dim, 
%Vhat  he  knows  nobody  wants ; 
What  he  knows  he  hides,  not  vaunts. 

Ralph  W. 


I  am  alone ;  and  yet 
In  the  stJIl  solitude  there  is  a  rodi 

Around  me,  as  were  met 

A  crowd  of  viewless  wings ;  I  hear  a  guik 

Of  utter'd  harmonies. 

Gmg€  W.Betkmm, 

Leave  —  if  thou  would'st  be  lonely — 

Leave  Nature  for  the  crowd; 
Seek  there  for  one — one  only 

With  kindred  mind  endow'd ! 
There  —  as  with  Nature  erst 

Closely  tliott  would*st  commune  — 
The  deep  soul-music  nursed 

In  either  heart,  attune  ! 
Heart-wearied  thou  wilt  own. 

Vainly  that  phantom  woo*d. 

That  thou  at  least  hast  known 

What  is  true  SoUtude ! 

Hqffinan^t  Poems. 

These  are  the  gardens  of  the  desert,  these 

The  unshorn  fields,  boundless  and  bcautiiiil. 

For  which  the  speech  of  England  has  no  namo— 

The  prairies.    I  behold  them  for  the  first. 

And  my  heart  swells,  while  the  dilated  sight 

Takes  in  the  encircling  vastncss.  Lo !  they  stretch 

In  airy  undulations,  far  away. 

As  if  the  ocoan,  in  his  gentlest  swell. 

Stood  still,  with  all  his  rounded  billows,  fiz*d 

And  motionless  for  ever.    Did  the  dust 

Of  these  fair  solitudes  once  stir  with  Itfo 

And  bum  with  passion  7 

BtyanVg  Pona* 

Alone !  akme !  how  drear  it  b 
Always  to  be  alono  I 


SORROW. 

My  heart  is  as  an  anvil  unto  sorrow, 

Which  beats  upon  it  like  a  Cyclops'  hammer. 

And  with  the  noise  turns  up  my  giddy  brain. 

And  makes  me  frantic. 

MarUe'9  Edmnd  II 

On6  fire  bums  out  anothcr*s  burning ; 
One  pain  is  lessened  by  another's  anguish ; 
Turn  giddy,  and  be  helpM  by  backward  turning  * 
One  docp'rate  grief  cure  with  another's  lai^fuish : 
Take  thou  some  new  infoetion  to  the  eye. 
And  the  rank  poison  of  Ae  old  will  die. 

Skaki,  Rmn«f  and  JuUeL 

Grieft  of  mine  own  lie  hea\y  m  my  breast ; 
Which  thou  wik  propagate,  to  have  them  prest 
With  more  of  thine :  thu  love,  that  thoo  hast 

shown, 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 

Shah.  Rrnnm  andJmHai 


SORROW. 
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He  bears  the  ■entence  well,  that  nothing  bean 
But  the  free  oomibrt  which  from  thence  he  h^&n ; 
Bat  he  bean  both  the  sentence,  and  the  sorrow. 
That,  to  pay  grief,  mnst  of  poor  patience  borrow. 

Shak$,  OihtUo, 

Axna^d  be  stands,  nor  voioe  nor  body  stirs ; 
Words  had  no  passage,  tears  no  issue  found ; 
For  sorrow  shut  np  words,  wrath  kept  in  tean ; 
Confus*d  effects  each  other  do  ocnibond : 
OppressM  with  grief^  his  passions  had  no  bound. 
Striving  to  tell  his  woes,  words  would  not  come ; 
For  light  cares  speak,  when  mighty  griefr  are 
dumb.  Daniett  RimnrntnL 

I  drink 
So  deep  of  grief,  that  he  mnst  only  think. 
Not  dare  to  speak,  that  would  express  my  woe : 
Small  riven  murmur,  deep  guUs  silent  flow. 

ManUnCt  Scpkimlwba* 

Oh,  be  of  comfort! 
Make  patience  a  noble  fertitude, 
And  think  not  how  unkindly  we  are  us*d : 
Man,  like  a  cassia,  is  prov'd  best  being  bnus'd. 
My  hearths  turn*d  to  a  heavy  lump  of  lead. 
With  which  I  sound  my  danger. 

TTefister't  Ducheis  of  Malfy. 

Fast  sorrows,  let  us  modVately  lament  them^ 
For  those  to  oome,  seek  wisely  to  prevent  them. 

Weislsr's  DtidUss  cf  Malfy. 

Unkxndness  do  thy  offioe ;  poor  heart  break : 
Tliose  are  the  killing  griefs  which  dare  not  speak. 

ITsteer's  WkUt  Demi. 

Be  of  comfort,  and  your  heavy  wartow 
Part  equally  among  us ;  storms  divided. 
Abate  their  ftroe,  and  wift  less  rage  are  guided. 
IUywood'9  Woamn  KUTd  mik  Kindnem. 

Great  sorrows  have  no  leisure  to  complain : 
Least  ills  vent  forth,  great  grieft  within  remain. 

Oiff€'$  Rpging  Turk. 

There  *s  no  way  to  make  sorrow  light 

But  in  the  noble  bearing ;  be  content; 

Bloviv  given  from  heaven  are  our  due  punishment ; 

All  shiimrecks  are  not  drownings ;  yon  see  build. 


Made  imiter  from  theb  rains 

W.  RmtUy^B  JVsw  Wonder. 

He,  sad  heart,  being  robb*d 
Of  an  I'm  comfort,  having  lost  the  beauty 
WhicI  gave  him  life  and  motion,  seeing  Claius 
Enjosr  those  lips,  whose  cherries  were  tte  ibod 
Thai  annM  his  soul,  spent  all  his  time  in  sorrow, 
In  ipelancholy  sighs  and  discontents : 
Look*d  like  a  witherM  tree  overgrown  with  moss; 
His  eyes  were  ever  dropping  icicles. 

Randalfh*e  Amjfniae. 


There  is  no  joy 
But  either  post  or  fleeting ;  and  poor  man 
Grows  up  but  to  experience  of  grief; 
And  then  is  truly  past  minority. 
When  he  is  past  all  happiness. 

GomermWs  Lodovie  Sforxa. 
How  beautiful  is  sorrow,  when  U  is  drcst 
By  virgin  innocence  7  it  makes 
Felicity  in  othen  seem  deformM. 

Sir  W,  DavenanVa  Lwe  and  Honour 

Grief  coaoeal*d,  like  hidden  fire,  consumes , 

Which,  flaming  out,  would  call  in  help  to  quenct 

it  DenkanC*  ^9P^ 

A  great  man  vanquishing  his  destiny, 

Is  a  great  spectacle  worthy  of  the  gods. 

Croieu*$  Danue 
Who  that  hath  ever  been. 

Could  bear  to  be  no  more  7 

Yet  who  would  tread  again  the  scene 

He  trod  thiough  lile  before  7 

Jamea  Montgomery. 

Sorrow  fives  with  those  whose  pleasures  add  unit 
their  sins. 

Tupper'e  Prooerhial  PWMopky 

Sorrow  treads  heavily,  and  leaves  behind 
A  deep  impression,  e*en  when  she  depsrts : 

While  joy  trips  by  with  steps  light  as  the  wind, 
And  scarcely  leaves  a  trace  upon  our  hearts 

Of  her  ftint  foot-falls :  only  this  is  sure, 

In  this  vrorid  nought,  save  misery,  can  endurob 

Mre.  Entbury. 

When  this  oold  breath  of  sorrow  is  sweeping 

0*er  the  chords  of  the  yoothjbl  heart. 
And  the  earnest  eye,  dimm'd  with  strange  weep 

Sees  the  vinons  of  fkncy  depsrt ; 
When  the  bkx>m  of  young  feeling  is  dying. 

And  the  heart  throbs  with  passion's  fierce  strife. 
When  our  sad  days  are  wasted  in  sighing. 

Who  then  can- find  sweetness  in  lift  7 

Mre,  Bmhur^ 

Ye  witherM  leaves  \    Ye  wither'd  leaves ! 

To  mark  your  premsture  decay, 
With  sjrmpathy  my  bosom  heaves, 

For  like  its  hopes,  ye  pass  away  I 
Like  yon,  they  brighten*d  in  the  gleam 

Of  summer's  sweetly  genial  ray 
But  brilliant,  tnnsient  as  a  dream. 

The  autumn  found  them  in  decay. 

JWrsL  ViKHin 
What  bliss  is  bora  of  sorrow! 

*T  is  ne^er  sent  m  vain  — 
The  heavenly  Surgeon  maims  to  me^e^ 
He  gives  no  usdess  pain. 


T^onitfs  Wa 
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SOUL. 


Wouldst  thou  from  lorrow  find  a  sweet  relief 

Or  IB  thy  heart  opprees*d  with  woes  untold  ? 
Bilm  wouldst  thou  (father  for  corroding  grief; 

Pour  blessings  round  thee  like  a  shower  of  gold  I 
'T  is  when  the  rose  is  wrapped  in  manj  a  ibid 
CIooc  to  its  heart,  the  worm  is  wasting  there 
[ts  life  and  beauty ;  not  when,  all  utlrollM, 
Leaf  ailcr  Ieai|  its  bosom,  rich  and  fiiir, 
Breathes  freely  its  perfumes  throughout  the  am. 

bicnt  air. 
Rouse  to  some  work  of  high  and  holy  love, 
And  thou  an  angel's  happiness  sbaH  know. 

Carlos  WUeox. 
Alas,  for  my  weary  and  care-haunted  bosom ! 

The  spells  of  the  spring-time  arouse  it  no  more ; 
l^e  sQog  in  the  wild-wood,  the  sheen  in  the  bios- 
som. 
The  firesh  swelling  foimtain—- their  magic  is 
o'er! 
When  I  list  to  the  stream,  when  I  look  to  the 
flowers, 
They  tell  of  the  Past,  with  so  mournful  a  .tone, 
Tliat  I  call  up  the  throngs  of  my  long-vanishM 
hours. 
And  sigh  that  their  transports  are  over  and  gone. 

WilUs  Gaykrd  Clark. 


SOUL. 

Why  should  we  the  busy  sou)  believe. 
When  boldly  she  concludes  of  thai  and  this ; 
When  of  herself  she  can  no  judgment  give, 
Nor  how,  nor  whenoe,  nor  where,  n6r  what  she  is. 

Sir  Jobn  Drnvit. 
Some  her  chair  up  to  the  brain  do  carry ; 
Some  sink  it  down  mto  the  stomach's  heat; 
Some  place  it  in  the  root  of  life,  the  heart ; 
Some  in  the  liver,  fountain  of  the  veins ; 
Some  say,  she  *s  aU  in  all,  and  all  in  orerj  part ; 
Some  say,  she  *•  not  contained,  but  all  contains. 
Hius  these  great  clerks  their  little  wisdom  show. 
While  with  their  doctrines  they  at  hazard  play. 
Tossing  tlieir  light  opinions  to  and  fro. 
To  mock  the  leam*d,  as  learn'd  in  this  as  tliey. 

Sir  John  Davio, 
To  the  soul  time  doth  perfection  give. 
And  adds  fresh  lustre  to  her  beauty  still, 
And  make  her  in  eternal  youth  to  live ; 
Like  her  which  nectar  to  the  gods  doth  filL 
llio  more  she  lives,  the  more  she  feeds  on  truth ; 
The  more  soe  feeds,  the  strength  doth  mors  in- 
crease ; 
Aod  wnat  is  i>«"ength  but  an  eflfect  in  youth. 
Which  if  time  nurse*  bow  can  it  ever  cease. 

Sir  John  Datb,  | 


Doubtless  in  man  there  is  a  natoie  found. 
Beside  the  senses,  and  above  them  ftr ; 
Though  most  men  being  in  sensoal  pHeumii 

drown*d. 
It  seems  their  souls  but  in  their  senses  arc. 

Sir  Jolm  Dnu, 

That  our  souls,  in  roawm,  ate  immortal, 
Tlieir  natural  and  proper  objects  prove ; 
Which  immortality  and  knowledge  are. 
For  to  that  object,  ever  is  referrM 
The  nature  of  the  soul ;  in  which  the  acts 
Of  her  high  faculties  are  still  employM : 
And  that  true  object  must  her  pow*rs  obtain. 
To  which  they  are  in  nature's  aim  directed. 

ChapmatCo  Cmar  and  Fasijuy. 

How  formless  is  the  form  of  man,  the  sool! 

How  various  still,  how  different  from  itKlf! 

How  falsely  call'd  queen  of  this  little  world ! 

When  she 's  a  slave,  and  subject  not  abme, 

Unto  the  body's  temperature,  but  all 

The  storms  of  fortune. 

Jfoy's  CleopofTfl 

*T  is  true  that  the  souls 
Of  all  men  are  alike ;  of  the  same  substance, 
By  the  same  maker  into  all  infus'd ; 
But  yet  the  sev'ral  matters  which  they  work  on, 
How  difierent  they  are,  I  need  not  tell  yea; 
And  as  these  outward  organs  give  our  soak 
Or  more  or  less  room  as  they  are  contriv'd 
To  show  their  lustre ;  so  again  comes  fortmis 
And  darkens  them  to  whom  the  gods  have  given 
A  soul  divine,  and  body  capable 
Of  that  divinity  and  excellence. 

RvtUr'o  SJujher(C$  Ho^ 

Our  souls  but  like  unhappy^  strangers  come 
From  heav'n,  their  country,  to  this  world's  kad 

coast; 
They  land,  then  straight'are  backward  boond  fir 

home. 
And  many  are  in  storms  of  passion  lost ! 
They  long  with  danger  sail  through  life's  vext  s6a% 
In  bodies  as  in  vessels  full  of  leaks ; 
Walking  in  veins,  their  narrow  galleries, 
Shorter  than  walks  of  seamen  on  their  decka 
Sir  W,  Davenant'o  PhUomiplUr  to  ikt  CkMM. 

Go,  soul,  the  body^s  guest, 
Upon  a  thankless  errand; 
Foar  not  to  touch  the  bes^ 
For  truth  must  be  thy  warrant; 
Go,  since  I  needs  must  die. 
And  give  the  world  the  lie. 

William  DavioatC$  Rhapnif 

Life  is  the  triumph  of  our  mould'ring  clay; 
Death,  of  the  spirit  infinite !  divine ! 

Yotmg'o  Night  7iov|to. 


Is  not  the  mijrhty  mind,  that  son  of  heaven! 
B/  tjrrant  life  dethroned,  imprisoned,  painM? 
By  death  enlarg'd,  ennobled,  deify  *d  7 
Death  but  entombs  the  body ;  life  the  sonl. 

Tottng*$  Night  ThmightM, 

Tell  wit  how  much  it  wrangles, 
In  treble  points  of  niconcss, 
Tell  wisdom  she  entanj^Ies        ^ 
Herself  in  over-wiseness ; 
And  when  they  do  reply, 
Straight  give  them  both  the  lie. 

WVSaam  Damme9  Rhap$ody. 

Only  a  sweet  and  virtaous  sool, 
like  seasonM  timber  never  gives; 
But  when  the  whole  world  tuma  to  coalf 
Then  chiefly  lives. 

There  is,  they  say,  (and  I  believe  there  it,) 
A  spark  within  ns  of  th*  immortal  fire, 
That  animates  and  moolds  the  grosser  frame ; 
And  when  the  body  sinks,  escapes  to  heaven; 
Its  native  seat,  and  mixes  with  the  gods. 

Amutron^g  Art  qfPretening  IJ§atih, 

The  soqI  on  earth  is  an  immortal  guest, 

Compelled  to  starve  at  an  unreal  feast: 

A  spark,  which  upward  tends  by  nature's  force : 

A  stream  diverted  from  its  parent  souroe ; 

A  drop  diasever'd  from  the  boondless  sea; 

A  moment,  parted  from  eteraity ; 

A  pOgrim  panting  fir  the  rest  to  come; 

An  eiile,  anzioas  fir  his  native  home. 

HannoA  Mor*. 

The  sodI,  of  origin  divine, 

God's  glorious  image,  freed  from  clay, 

In  heaven's  eternal  sphere  shall  shine 

A  star  of  day ! 

The  sun  is  but  a  spark  of  fire, 

A  transient  meteor  in  the  sky; 

The  soul,  immortal  as  its  sire. 

Shall  n«ver  die. 

MwKtgonkMfy, 

We  endow 
Hioee  whom  wo  love,  in  our  fond,  passionate  blind- 
ness, 
"With  power  upon  our  souls  too  absolute 
To  be  a  mortal's  trust 

Jtfrff.  Ifcmaiw't  Siegt  tf  Valenaa, 

The  soul,  the  mother  of  deep  foars. 

Of  high  hopes  infinite, 
Of  glorious  dreams,  mysterious  tears, 

Of  sleepless  inner  sight ; 
Lovely,  but  solemn,  it  arose. 
Unfolding  what  no  more  might  close. 

Mn,  HemaiuU  Pomni, 


'T  would  take  an  angd  from  above 

To  paint  th*  immortal  soul 

Mrs,  WeXbyU  Pooh. 

The  soul  once  sav'd  shall  never  cease  from  bliss. 
Nor  Qod  lose  that  He  buycth  with  His  blood! 

Bailn/'t  Fetha. 

The  soul, 
Advancing  ever  to  the  source  of  light 
And  all  perfection,  lives,  adores,  and  reigna 
In  cloudless  knowledge,  purity,  and  bliss. 

Henry  Wisre,  Jr. 

Our  thoughts  are  boundless,  though  our  frames  are 
frail. 

Oar  souls  immortal,  though  our  limbs  decay ; 
Though  darken'd  In  this  poor  life  by  a  veil 

Of  suffering,  dying  matter,  we  shall  play 

In  truth's  eternal  sunbeams ;  on  the  way 
To  Heaven's  high  capitol  our  cars  shall  roll ; 

The  temple  of  the  Power  whom  all  obey. 
That  is  the  mark  we  tend  to,  fir  the  soul 
Can  tako  no  lower  flight,  and  aeek  no  meaner  goal. 

ParcwdVt  Prometheut, 

What,  my  soiil,  was  thy  errand  here  7 

Was  it  mirth  or  ease. 
Or  heaping  up  dust  from  year  to  year  7 

**  Nay,  none  of  these !" 
Speak,  soul,  aright  in  His  holy  sight, 

Whose  eye  lodks  still 
And  steadily  on  thee  tlirough  the  night ; 

"To  do  His  wiU!" 

W%ittm-'t  PooM. 

Oh,  laggard  soul!  mdose  thine  eyes— - 

No  more  In  luxury  soft 
Of  joy  ideal  waste  thyself: 

Awake,  and  soar  aloft! 
Unfurl  this  hour  those  fiilcon  wings 

Which  thou  dost  fild  too  long ; 
Raise  to  the  skies  thy  lightning  gaze. 

And  sing  thy  loftiest  song ! 

ilf rt .  O9goo^$  Poem$» 
Inward  turn 

Each  thought  and  every  sensc« 
For  sorrow  lingers  ftom  without, 

Hiou  canst  not  charm  it  thence 
But  all  attun'd  the  sonl  may  be 

Unto  a  deathless  melody. 

JUTrs.  E.  Oaku  Smith, 

Oh  soul !  I  said,  <* thy  boding  murmurs  cease; 
Though  sorrow  bind  thee  as  a  fimeral  pall. 
Thy  Father's  hand  is  guiding  thee  through  aL 
His  love  will  bring  a  true  and  perfect  peace. 
Look  upward  once  again;  though  drear  tba 

night. 
Earth  may  be  darkness,  Hoav&'i  will  give  thi^ 
light!"  Afrt.  Neuu 
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Awake  in  ma  &  truer  lift ! 

A  lool  to  Ubour  and  upire; 
Touch  thou  m  J  mortal  lips,  O  God, 

With  thine  own  tnith*e  immortal  fire ! 

^1 !  prev  on  * 
For  the  hi^h  onee  and  powerffal  shall  come 
To  do  yoo  reference ;  and  the  beantifhl 
Will  know  the  porer  lai^gnafe  of  joat  eoal, 
And  read  it  like  a  talisman  of  lore. 
Press  on !  ftr  it  is  godlike  to  nnlooee 
The  spirit,  and  ferget  yourself  in  thought 
Bending  a  pinion  for  the  deeper  sky. 
And,  in  the  very  fttlers  of  your  flesh. 
Mating  with  the  pore  essences  of  heaTen* 
Press  on !  lor  in  the  graTe  there  is  no  work. 
And  no  device^ — ^Press  on !  while  yet  ye  may. 

WtBit*s  Pesmt. 

My  soul  would  wind  itself  in  love 

Around  all  hnmaa  things. 

it.  If.  J,  Dugtmu. 

SPLEEN. 

Hail,  wayward  ({oeen 
Who  rule  the  sex  to  fifty  from  fifteen ; 
Parent  of  Tapoun,  and  of  female  wit. 
Who  give  tfa*  hysteric,  or  poetic  fit, 
On  varioos  tempera  act  by  varioDS  ways, 
Make  some  take  physic,  Others  scribble  plays : 
Who  cause  the  proud  their  Tistta  to  delay. 
And  send  the  godly  in  a  pet  to  pray. 

Pop€*9  Rape  €f  the  Lock. 

The  spleen  is  seldom  felt  where  Flora  reigns; 
The  1ow*ring  eye,  the  petulance,  the  fix>wn. 
And  sullen  sadness,  that  oVrshade,  distort. 
And  mar  the  face  of  beauty,  when  no  cause 
For  such  immeasurable  woe  appears, 
These  Flora  banishes,  and  gives  the  fair 
Sweet  smiles,  and  bloom  less  transient  than  her 
own.  CoMjpsf. 

SPLENDOUR. 

What  peremptory,  eagle-sighted  eye 
Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow. 
That  is  not  bUnded  hy  her  majesty  ? 

Skakt.  Lao^9  Lmbour  ZmL 

1 11  go  along,  no  such  sight  to  be  shown. 
But  to  rejoice  in  splendour  of  mine  own. 

Sfhaks.  Romeo  dnd  JuUeL 
Hie  glorious  sun 
Stays  in  his  course,  and  plays  the  alchymist. 
Turning,  with  splendour  of  his  precious  eye, 
The  meagre,  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold. 

Shak»,  King  Jeku. 


To  splendour  only  do  we  live  T 

Must  pomp  alone  our  thoughts  employ? 

All,  all  that  pomp  and  splendour  give. 
Is  deafly  bought  with  bve  and  joy. 

Cartmrigk, 

Csn  wealth  give  happiness  T  look  aroond  and  m« 
What  gay  distress  7  what  splendid  misery! 
I  envy  none  their  pageantry  and  sliow, 

I  envy  none  the  gilding  of  their  woe. 

Ymog. 

The  spleodoars  of  our  nnk  and  state 
Am  sbadoUMi  toot  sobsCaBtial  things. 

Ytng, 

SPRING. 

So  forth  isBu*d  the  seasons  of  the  year; 
First  lusty  spring,  all  dight  in  leaves  of  fiowen 
That  flMhly  budded,  and  new  bkssoms  did  betr, 
In  which  a  thousand  birds  had  boih  theff  bowetii 
That  sweetly  song  to  call  forth  paramoon ; 
And  in  his  hand  a  Javelin  he  did  bear, 
And  en  his  head  (as  fit  fbr  warlike  stores) 
A  gilt  engraven  morion  he  did  wear, 
Hiat  as  some  did  him  love,  so  others  did  him  letr. 

J^pemeo'e  Fkkf  Qsmb. 
Hail,  boonteoDs  Blay,  tiiat  dost  inspire 
Mirth,  youth,  and  warm  dedre : 
Woods  and  grsvea  are  of  th  j  dreasing. 
Hill  and  dale  doth  botet  th j  hieaaing. 

mma^e  Mag  MenMg 

Now  do  a  dioir  of  ehirpirtg  minatrds  bring 

In  triumph  to  the  world,  the  youthfiil  spring. 

The  valleys,  hills,  and  weoda,  in  rich  amy, 

Welcome  the  coming  of  the  loog*d-fbr  May. 

Now  all  things  smile. 

Carm 

How  Flora  decka  the  fields 

With  all  her  tapestry  I  and  the  choristers 

Of  ev*ry  grove  chaunt  oarola !  mirth  is  coom 

To  visit  mortals.    Ev*ry  thing  is  blithe, 

Jooondt  and  jovial ! 

RmtUfk'e  Jtalm  Leeen, 

Ganie,  gentle  spring,  ethereal  mildnesi^  conei 
And  from  the  bosom  of  yon  dropping  dood. 
While  music  wakes  around,  veil'd  in  a  shower 
Of  shadowing  roses,  on  our  plains  descend. 

Tkemem'e  Seeem 

See  where  surly  winter  passes  o^ 
Far  to  the  north,  and  calls  hia  ruffian  Uasti; 
Hie  blasts  obey,  and  ^nit  the  howliog  hill. 
Hie  shatterM  forest,  and  the  ravagM  vale ; 
While  aofler  galea  auccced,  at  whoae  kind  tooeb. 
Dissolving  snows  in  lirid  torrenti  lost. 
The  moontahis  lift  their  green  heads  to  the  sky. 

Themeon'e  SeettM, 


SPRING. 
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Ab  yet  the  trembling  jear  is  oncoafirinM, 

And  winter  oft  at  eve  resmnefl  the  breeze, 

Chills  the  pale  mom,  and  bids  his  driving  gleets 

Deform  the  day  d^ghtiem. 

Thommm*9  Seaaont. 

No  more 

"Hie  ezpanaive  atmosphere  is  erampM  with  cold ; 

Bin,  full  of  life  and  vivifyiDg  eoaU 

Lifls  tlie  bright  cloads  sublime,  and  spreads  them 

thin. 

Fleecy  and  white,  o'er  all-sunonnding  heaven. 

Thomson's  Seaaam, 

Flashed  by  the  spirit  of  the  genial  year, 
Now  from  the  virgin^s  cheek  a  fresher  bloom 
Shoots,  less  and  less,  the  live  commotion  round ; 
Her  lips  blush  deeper  sweeti;  she  breathes  of 

youth; 
The  shining  moisture  swells  into  her  eyes. 
In  brighter  flow;  her  wishing  bosom  heaves, 
With  palpitations  wild ;  kind  tumults  seize 
Her  veins,  and  all  her  yielding  soul  is  love. 

Thom$an'9  Seatont. 

From  the  moist  meadow  to  the  withered  hill. 
Led  by  the  breeze,  the  vivid  verdure  runs. 
And.  swells,  and  deepens ;  to  the  cherishM  eye 
The  hawthorn  whitens ;  and  the  juicy  groves 
Put  forth  their  buds,  unfolding,  by  degrees. 
Till  the  whole-  leafy  forest  stands  display'd. 
In  full  luxuriance  to  the  sighing  gales. 

Thomson's  S€a§on»» 
In  these  green  days. 
Reviving  sickness  lifts  her  languid  head ; 
Life  flows  afresh ;  and  young-ey*d  health  exalts 
The  whole  creation  round.    Contentment  walks 
The  sunny  glade,  and  feels  an  inward  bliss 
Spring  o*er  his  mind,  beyond  the  power  of  kings 

To  purchase.  Thomson's  SeasoM. 

Wide  flush  the  fields :  the  softening  air  is  balm ; 

£k:ho  the  mountains  round ;  the  forest  smiles ; 

And  every  sense,  and  everj  heart,  is  joy. 

Thoauon, 

Grateful  and  salutary  spring  the  plants      * 

Which  crown  onr  numerous  gardens,  and 

Invite  to  health  and  temperance,  in  the  simple 

meal, 

UnpoisonM  with  rich  sauces,  to  provoke 

IV  unwilling  appetite  to  gluttony. 

Sweet  is  thy  coming  spring !  and,  as  I  pass 

Thy  hedge-rows,  where  from  the  half-naked  sprays 

Peeps  the  sweet  bod,  and  'midst  the  devry  grass 

The  tofled  primrose  opens  to  the  day : 

My  spirits  light  and  pore  confess  thy  powV 

0£  balmiest  influence. 

jLthttuBusiu 


Oh,  how  delightful  to  the  soul  of  man, 
How  like  a  renovating  spirit  comes. 
Fanning  his  cheek  the  breath  of  infant  spring ! 

Anon 

O'er  the  moisten'd  flelds 
A  tender  green  11  spread ;  the  bladed  grass 
Shoots  fltfth  exuberant ;  th'  awaking  trees, 
Thaw'd  by  the  delicate  atmosi^ere,  put  forth 
Expanding  buds ;  while,  with  mellifluous  tluroat. 
The  warm  ebullience  of  internal  joy, 
The  birds  hymn  forth  a  song  of  gratitude 
To  him  who  sheltcr'd  when  the  storms  were  deep. 
And  fed  them  through  the  winter's  cheerless  gloom. 
\  Anon, 

O  Spring  1  of  hope,  and  love,  and  youth,  and 

gladness, 
Wind*winged  emblem !  brightest,  best,  and  &irest ! 
Whence  comest  thou,  when,  with  dark  winter's 

sadness. 
The  tears  that  fade  in  sunny  smiles  thou  share^t? 
Sister  of  joy,  thou  art  the  child  that  wearest 
Thy  mother *s  dying  smile  tender  and  sweet; 
Thy  mother  Autumn,  for  whose  grave  thou  beafest 
Fresh  flowers,  and  beams  like  flowers,  with  gentle 

feet, 
Disturbing  not  the  leaves,  which  are  her  winding* 

sheet  Shelly, 

Lo !  where  the  rosy-boeom'd  hours. 
Fair  Venus*  train,  appear; 
Disclose  the  kmg-expected  flowers, 
And.virake  the  purple  year  1 
The  Attic  warbler  pours  her  throat. 
Responsive  to  the  cuckoo's  note. 
The  untaught  harmony  of  spring ; 
While,  whisp'ring  pleasure  as  they  fly. 
Cool  zephyrs  through  the  clear  blue  sky 
Their  gather'd  fragrance  fling. 


Ony 


The  busy  murmur  glows! 
The  insect  youth  are  on  the  wing, 
E2ager  to  taste  the  honied  spring, 
And  float  amid  the  liquid  noon : 
Some  lightly  o'er  the  current  skim. 
Some  show  their  gaily.gilded  trim 
Quick  glaring  to  the  sun. 


C^rs^ 


Soon  reviving  plants  and  flowers 
Anew  shall  deck  the  plain : 
The  woods  shall  hear  the  voice  of  spring, 
And  flourish  green  again. 

'T  is  a  month  before  the  month  of  May 
And  the  spring  comes  slowly  up  tjiis  way. 
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SPORTS  -  STARS  -  STATESMAN. 


I  inaf  kM  the  Spring  as  she  passM  alongf, 
With  her  eye  of  light  and  her  Up  of  song ; 
While  she  stole  In  peace  o'er  the  green  earth's 

breast. 
While  the  streams  sprang  out  fipom  their  icy  rest 
The  buds  bent  low  to  tltc  breeze*/ sigh, 
And  their  breath  went  fbrth  in  the  scented  skj; 
When  the  fields  look'd  fresh  in  their  sweet  repose, 
And  the  yoong  dews  slept  on  the  new -bom  rose. 

WUUa  Ocyhrd  Ckrfc. 

There 's  perftune  upon  every  wind  — 

Music  in  every  tree  — 
Dews  for  the  moisture-loving  flowers  — 

Sweets  for  the  sucking  bee ; 
llie  sick  come  forth  for  the  healing  South, 

The  young  are  gathering  flowers; 
And  life  is  a  tale  of  poetry, 

That  IS  told  by  golden  hours. 

If  *tis  not  a  true  philosophy, 

That  the  spirit  when  set  fiee    . 
Still  lingers  about  its  olden  home, 

In  the  flower  and  the  tree. 
It  is  very  strange  that  our  pulses  thrill 

At  the  sight  of  a  voiceless  thing, 
And  our  hearts  yearn  so  with  tenderaeis, 

In  the  beautiflil  time  of  Spring. 

Wtaii'9  Poem. 

When  the  warm  sun  that  bruigs 

Seed-time  and  harvest,  haa  return*d  again, 

*T  is  sweet  to  visit  the  still  wood,  where  springs 

The  first  flower  of  the  plain. 

LongfdUno, 


They  are  all  up  —  the  innumerable  stars 

That  hold  tiieir  place  in  heaven.    My  eyes  have 

been 
Searching  the  pearly  depths  through  wnich  tliej 

spring 

Like  beautifbl  creations. 

WittmU  Poemg 

Yc  stars,  that  are  the  poetry  of  heaven. 

Byron'$  Cfdlde  Ilanid 

The  sky 
Spreads  like  an  ocean  hung  on  high. 
Bespangled  with  tliose  isles  of  light 
So  wildly,  spiritually  bright 
Who  ever  gaz*d  upon  tlicm  shining. 
And  tum*d  to  earth  without  repining. 
Nor  wish*d  for  wings  to  flee  away, 
And  mix  with  their  eternal  ray  ? 

Bynm*8  Siege  xf  Corinth. 

But  the  stars,  the  sofl  stars !  —  when  they  glitter 
above  us, 
I  gaze  on  tlicir  beams  witli  a  feeling  divine ; 
For,  as  true  friends  in  sorrow  more  tenderly  love  us. 
The  darker  the  heaven,  the  brighter  they  shine 

Afrs.  Wdby'e  Poeme, 

And  infant  cherubs  pierced  the  blue. 

Till  rays  of  heaven  came  shining  through. 

W.  B.  O.  Peabad^ 


SPORTS. — (See  Hunting  and  Shooting.) 


STARS. 

Whom  their  great  stars 

Throne  and  set  high. 

Shako,  Lear* 

Here 

Will  I  set  up  my  everlasting  rest. 

And  shake  the  yokc^of  inauspicious  stars 

From  this  world-wearied  flesh. 

Shake,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 

See,  at  the  call  of  night. 
The  star  of  evening  sheds  her  silver  light 

Gay*e  Dione, 

There  they  stand, 

Snining  in  order  like  a  living  hymn 

Written  in  light 

WtUie'e  Poems. 


STATESMAN. 

There  is 
A  statesman,  that  can  side  with  cvVy  fhctlon. 
And  yet  most  subtly  can  untwist  himself 
"When  he  hath  wrought  the  business  up  to  danger. 

Shiriet/'o  Court  SeereL 

Forbear,  you  things, 
That  stand  upon  the  pinnacles  of  state. 
To  boast  your  slippery  height ;  when  you  do  &n, 
You  dash  yourselves  in  pieces,  ne*cr  to  rise : 
And  he  that  lends  you  pity,  is  not  wise. 

Joneon'o  S^anao, 

Why  thus  should  statesmen  do, 
That  cleave  through  knots  of  craggy  policies^ 
Use  men  like  wedges,  one  strike  out  another ; 
Till  by  degrees  the  tough  and  gnarly  trunk 
Be  riv*d  in  sunder. 

Jlfarston*s  Antonio  and  Melida,     Port  II. 

I  now  perceive  the  great  thieves  eat  the  less. 

And  the  huge  leviathans  of  villany 

Stto  up  the  merits,  nay  then  men  and  all 

That  do  them  service,  and  spout  them  out  ogoin 

Into  the  air,  as  thin  and  unregarded 

Aa  drops  of  water  that  are  lost  i*  th*  ocean. 

Beaumoni  and  Fleteker*e  Faioe  Omo, 


Yoa  have  not,  as  good  patriots  should  do,  study^d 

The  public  good,  but  your  particular  ends ; 

Factious  among  yourselves ;  preferring  such 

To  offices  and  honours,  as  ne*er  read 

The  elements  of  saving  policy ; 

But  deeply  skill'd  in  all  the  principles 

That  usher  to  destruction.  • 

Ma9nnger*8  Bondmatu 

To  hold  a  place 

In  council  which  was  once  esteemM  an  honour. 

And  a  reward  for  virtue,  hath  quite  lost 

Lustre,  and  reputation,  and  is  made 

A  mercenary  purchase.  . 

MasHnger'a  Bondman, 

Thus  the  court-wheel  goes  round  like  fortune's 

baU; 
One  statesman  rising  on  another's  fall. 

Richard  Brome'a  Queen'i  Exchange, 

He  was  not  of  that  strain  of  counsellors, 
Ths.t,  like  a  tuft  of  rushes  in  a  brook. 
Bends  every  way  the  current  turns  itself 
Yielding  to  every  puff  of  appetite 
That  comes  from  majesty,  but  with  true  zeal 
He  faithfully  declared  all. 

Bretoer's  Loce-nck  King, 

D*ye  think  that  statesmen's  kindnesses  proceed 
From  any  principles  but  their  own  need  7 
When  they  're  afraid,  they  're  wondrous  good  and 

free; 
But  when  they  're  safe,  they  have  no  memory. 

Sir  Robert  Howard^t  Vestal  Virgin. 

A  statesmen  all  but  interest  may  forget^ 
And  only  ought  in  his  own  strength  to  trust : 
'T  is  not  a  statesman's  virtue  to  be  just 

Earl  of  Orrery**  Henry  V, 

With  grave 

Aspect  he  sose,  and  in  his  rising  seem'd 

A  pillar  of  state ;  4eep  on  his  front  engraven 

Deliberation  sat  and  public  care ; 

And  princely  counsel  in  his  face  yet  shone. 

Majestic  though  in  ruin. 

MilUnCe  Paradke  LobL 

Taming  thought  to  human  pride ! — 

The  mighty  chiefs  sleep  side  by  side. 

Drop  upon  Fox's  grave  the  tear, 

*T  will  trickle  to  his  rival's  bier ; 

O'er  Pitt's  the  moumfbl  requiem  sound, 

And  Fox's  shall  the  notes  rebound. 

The  solemn  echo  seems  to  cry, — 

"  Here  let  their  discord  with  them  die, 

Speak  not  £or  those  a  separate  doom, 

Whom  £ite  made  brothers  in  the  lomb. 

But  search  the  land  of  living  men, 

Wher^  wilt  thou  find  their  like  again?" 

ScoiUi 


With  more  than  mortal  powers  endow'd 

How  high  they  soar'd  above  the  crowd  I 

Theirs  was  no  common  party  race. 

Jostling  by  dark  intrigue  for  place ; 

lake  fabled  gods,  their  mighty  war 

Shook  realms  and  nations  in  its  jar ; 

Beneath  each  banner  proud  to  stand. 

Looked  up  the  noblest  of  the  land. 

Till  through  the  British  world  were  known 

The  names  of  Pitt  and  Fox  alone. 

Scoti 

Ho  that  seeks  safety  in  a  statesman's  pity, 

May  as  well  run  a  ship  upon  sharp  rocks, 

And  hope  a  harbour. 

Howard'e  Dvke  of  Lerma, 

And  minds  have  there  been  nurtur'd  whose  control 

Is  felt  even  in  their  nation's  destiny ; 
Men  who  sway'd  senates  with  a  statesman's  soul. 

HaUeek. 

From  germs  like  these  have  mighty  statesmen 

sprung, 
Of  prudent  counsel  and  persuasive  tongue ; 
Unblenching  minds,  who  rul'd  the  willing  throng 
Their  well-brac'd  nerves  by  early  labour  strung. 

Mrs.  Sigoumey. 

STORM.  — (See  Tempest.) 


STUBBORNNESS.  — (See  Obstinacy.) 


STUDY. 

Study  is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  sun. 
That  will  not  be  decp-search'd  with  saucy  looks , 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won, 
Save  base  authority  from  others'  books. 

Shake,  Love's  Labour  Lost 

Why,  universal  plodding  prisons  up 
The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arteries ; 
As  motion,  and  long.during  action,  tires 
The  sinewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 

Shaks,  Love's  Labour  Lost 

If  not  to  some  peculiar  end  assign'd. 

Study's  the  specious  trifling  of  the  mind ; 

Or  is  at  best  a  secondary  aim, 

A  chase  for  sport  alone  and  not  for  game. 

YouHg. 

I  know  what  study  is ;  it  is  to  toil 

Hard  through  the  hours  of  the  sad  midnignt  walcii 

At  tasks  which  seem  a  systematic  cursc. 

And  coarse  of  bootless  penancft 

Bailey's  Festus 
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STYLE  -  SUBMISSION  -  SUCCESS  -  SUICIDE. 


—  An  mankind  are  itodentt.    How  to  liva 
And  liow  to  die  fimnt  the  great  leMoo  stiU. 

I  am  devote  to  study.    Worth  j  booiu 
Arc  not  companions  —  they  are  solitudes ; 
We  lose  ottrselves  in  them  and  all  onr  cares. 

JSotZey's  Fesf acs. 

■*  Much  study  is  a  weariness.*'    The  sage 

Who  gave  his  mind  to  seek  and  search  ontil 

He  knew  all  Wisdom — riband  that  on  the  page 

Knowledge  and  grief  were  vow*d  companions 

StiU! 

And  so  the  students  of  a  later  day 

Sit  down  among  the  records  of  old  time 

To  hold   high   commune   with  the    thoughts 

sublime  * 

Of  minds  long  gone : — so  (hey  too  pass  away, 

And  leave   us  what?  their  course,  to  toil*- 

reflect  — 

To  ieel  the  thorn  pierce  through  our  gatber'd 

flowers  — 

Still  *roid8t  the  leaves  the  earth-worm  to  detect, 

And  this  is  Knowledge, 

Jf rs.  E,  J,  EanuM, 


STYLE.  — (See  Criticism.) 


SUBMISSION. 

You  shall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth 

My  voice  shall  sound  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear ; 

And  I  will  stoop  and  humble  my  intents 

To  your  well  practised,  wise  directions. 

Shaks.  Henry  JV.    Part  JI. 

My  other  self,  my  counsel's  consistory, 
My  oracle,  my  prophet !  —  My  dear  cousin, 
I,  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. 

Shak$.  Richard  IJL 

Do  you  go  back  dismay'd  7  H  is  a  lost  fear ; 

Man  but  a  rush  against  Othello's  breast, 

And  he  retires. 

Shaha.  Othdio. 

It  grieves  me  to  the  soul 
To  see  how  man  submits  to  man's  control ; 
How  ovcrpower'd  and  shackled  minds  are  led 
In  vulgar  tracks,  and  to  submission  bred. 

CnMt'a  Tales. 
And  I  said  it  underbreath  — 
AH  our  life  is  mix'd  with  death, — 

.\nd  who  knoweth  which  is  best? 
And  1  smil'd  to  think  God's  greatness 
Fljw'd  around  our  inoompleteness,— 
Kound  our  restlessness.  His  rest 

Mii9  BarrdV*  Posmt. 


SUCCESS. 

The  ample  propositioo  that  hope  makes 

In  all  designs  begim  on  earth  below, 

Fails  in  the  promls'd  largeness :  checks  and  dis 

asters 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  highest  rear'd ; 
As  knots,  by  tlie  conflux  of  meeting  sap. 
Infect  the  sound  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant  flxxn  his  course  of  growth. 

Shakt.  TroiUu  and  Cretridn 

Proud  success  admits  no  probe 

Of  justice  to  correct  or  square  tlie  fate. 

That  bears  down  all  as  illegitimate ; 

For  whatsoe'er  it  lists  to  overthrow. 

It  either  finds  it,  or  else  makes  it  so. 

Cleveland, 

In  tracing  human  story,  we  shall  find 

The  cruel  more  successful,  than  the  kind. 

Sir  W,  DanenanTg  Siege  ef  RhadoB, 

'T  is  not  in  mortals  to  command  success ; 
But  we  *11  do  more,  Sempronius,  we  11  deserre  it 

AddJi»inC9  Cata, 

Had  I  miscarried,  I  had  been  a  villain ; 
For  men  judge  actions  always  by  events : 
But  when  we  manage  by  a  just  foresight. 
Success  is  prudence,  and  possession  right 

If  jjggont's  Generw  Canqaenr. 

It  is  soccess  that  colours  all  in  life : 

Success    makes    fixds    admir'd,  makes  villains 

honesti 
AH  the  proud  virtue  of  this  vaimCing  woild 
Fawns  on  success  and  power,  howe'er  acquir'd. 

TnsfHSOR  s  JigaauMttan, 

What  though  I  am  a  villain,  who  so  bold 
To  tell  me  so  7  let  your  poor  petty  traitors 
Feel  the  vindictive  lash  and  scourge  for  wrong ; 
But  who  shall  tax  successful  viflany, 
Or  eall  the  rising  traitor  to  account  7 

Hatard'e  Scanderitef, 

Applause 
Waits  on  success;  the  fickle  multitude, 
like  the  light  straw  that  floats  along  the  stream. 
Glide  with  the  current  still,  and  follow  fortune. 

FrankUn'8  Bart  ef  Warwick 


SUICIDE. 

To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that  u  the  question : 

Whether,  't  is  nobler  in  the  mind  to  snf&r 

Tlie  slings  aru  arrows  of  outrageous  fbrtone; 

Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles, 

And,  by  opposing,  end  them  ? 

Shako.  JXnsIrt, 


Agf&inrt  ■elf-sl&Qghter 

There  is  a  prohibition  m  divine, 

That  craveiui  my  weak  band* 

Shakt.  Cymbeline, 

I  know  not  how, 

But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile. 

For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  bo  to  prevent 

The  time  of  life ;  arming  myself  with  patience, 

To  stay  the  providence  of  lome  high  powers 

Hiat  govern  as  below. 

Shaka,  JiiZms  Casar, 

Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit : 

It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  in  ourselves, 

Than  tarry  till  they  push  us. 

Shakt.  JtdiuB  Cduar, 

IT  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides. 

That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 

I  can  shake  off  at  pleasure. 

Shak$.  JvUu»  Cottar, 

Mj  desolation  does  begin  to  make 

A  better  life :  *T  is  paltry  to  be  OeBsar ; 

Not  being  fortune,  he  *s  but  fortune's  knave, 

A  minister  of  her  wiU ;  and  it  is  great 

To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds ; 

Whidi  shackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change. 

Skak$,  Antony  and  CUapatra* 
He  is  dead ; 
Not  by  the  public  minister  of  justice. 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife ;  but  that  self  hand 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  acts  it  did, 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart 

Shaks,  Antony  and  Cloopatm. 

Death  is  not  free  for  any  man*s  election, 
'Till  nature,  or  the  law  impose  it  on  him. 

Chapman^t  Casar  and  Pmnpey* 
He 
Tliat  kills  himself,  t*  avoid  misVy,  fears  it ; 
And  at  tlie  best  shows  but  a  bastard  valour : 
Tliis  life  *s  a  fort  committed  to  my  trust, 
Which  I  roust  not  yield  up,  till  it  be  fbrc*d ; 
Nor  will  I :  he 's  not  valiant  that  dares  die ; 
Bat  he  that  boldly  bears  calamity, 

MoMtmger^B  Maid  of  Honour, 

T  is  not  courage,  when  the  darts  of  chance 
Are  thrown  against  our  state,  to  turn  our  backs. 
And  basely  run  to  death  ;  as  if  the  hand 
Of  heaven  and  nature  had  lent  nothing  else 
T*  oppoee  against  mishap,  but  kes  of  lift : 
Which  b  to  fly,  and  not  to  conquer  it 

Jon»on*9  AdruoUu 

When  affliction  thunders  o'er  our  rooft ; 
To  hide  our  heads,  and  ran  into  our  graves, 
Shown  vm  no  men,  bat  makes  as  fortune's  slaves. 

Jon&on*9  Adraola, 


Take  heed 
How  yon  do  threaten  heav'n,  by  menacing 
Yourself;  as  we  have  no  aathority 
To  take  tway  the  being  of  another,  whom 
Our  pride  contemns ;  so  we  have  less  t*  anniliilate 
Oar  own,  when  it  is  fall*n  in  our  dislike. 

Sir  W.  Dovenani's  DUtrmiO 

Sefi^murder,  that  inftmal  crime. 

Which  aU  the  gods  level  their  thunder  at ! 

Fant^t  Sacrifieo 

Let  us  seek  death,  or,  he  not  found,  supply 
With  our  own  hand  his  office  on  ourselves : 
Why  stand  we  shivering  longer  lUider  fears. 
That  show  no  end  but  death,  and  have  the  power 
Of  many  ways  to  die,  the  shortest  choosing. 
Destruction  with  destruction  to  destroy. 

MiUon'o  Paradise  Loot, 

He  who,  superior  to  the  checks  of  nature, 
Dares  make  his  life  the  victim  of  his  reason, 
Does  in  some  sort  that  reason  deify. 
And  take  a  flight  at  heav'n. 

yotfffg's  Revenge, 

Fear,  guilt,  despair,   and    moon-struck   frenzy, 

rush 
On  voluntary  death :  the  wise,  the  brave. 
When  the  fierce  storms  of  fortune  round  *em  roar 
Combat  the  billows  with  redoubled  force : 
Then,  if  they  perish  ere  the  port  is  gain'd. 
They  sink  with  decent  pride ;  and  from  the  deep 
Honour  retrieves  them  bright  as  rising  stars. 

Fenton'M  Mariamne, 

Our  time  is  set  and  fiz'd ;  our  days  are  told ; 
And  no  man  knows  the  limit  of  his  life; 
This  minute  may  be  mine,  the  next  another's ; 
But  still  all  mortals  ought  to  wait  the  summons, 
And  not  usurp  on  the  decrees  of  fate. 
By  hastening  their  own  ends. 

SmUh*9  Pnneeee  tf  Parma. 

Venture  not  rashly  on  an  unknown  being -^ 
E'en  the  most  perfect  shun  the  brink  of  death. 
And  shudder  at  the  prospect  of  futurity. 

Savage'e  Sir  Thamaa  Ovtrbury 

What  beck'ning  ghost  along  the  moonlight  shads 

Invites  my  steps,  and  points  to  yonder  glade  7 

'Tie  she ! — bat  why  that  bleeding  bosom  gor'd  7 

Why  dimly  gleams  the  visionary  sword  7 

Oh  \  ever  beauteoos,  ever  fKendly !  tell. 

Is  it  in  heav'n  a  crime  to  love  too  well  7 

To  bear  too  tender,  or  too  firm  a  heart, 

To  act  a  lover's,  or  a  Roman's  part? 

Is  there  no  bright  reversion  in  the  sky 

For  those  who  greatly  think,  or  bravely  o^  i 
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Our  time  is  fixM;  and  a11  oar  days  arc  number'd ; 
How  long,  how  short,  we  know  not :  this  we  know, 
Duty  requires  we  calmly  wait  the  sommoi^s, 
Nor  dare  to  stir  till  heaven  shall  give  perftiission« 
Like  sentries  that  most  keep  their  dcstin*d  stand, 
And  wait  th*  appointed  hour,  till  they  're  reliev*d. 
Those  only  are  the  brave  who  keep  their  ground, 
And  keep  it  to  the  last.    To  run  away 
Is  but  a  coward's  trick :  to  run  away 
/rom  this  world's  ills,  that  at  the  very  worst 
Will  soon  blow  o'er,  thinking  to  mend  oursclrcs 
By  boldly  venturing  on  a  world  unknown. 
And  plunging  headlong  in  the  dark !  *t  is  mad : 
No  frenzy  half  so  desperate  as  tliis. 

Bktr's  Grave. 
If  there  be  an  hereafter, 
And  that  there  is,  conscience,  uninHucnc'd 
And  suflfer'd  to  speak  out,  tells  every  man, 
Then  must  it  be  an  awful  thing  to  die ; 
More  horrid  yet  to  die  by  one's  own  hand. 

Blair's  Grave, 

Far  about  they  wander  from  the  grave 

Of  him,  whom  his  ungentle  fortune  urg'd 

Against  his  own  sad  breast  to  lift  the  hand 

Of  impious  violence. 

Tkotnwon. 

When  all  the  blandishments  of  life  are  gone. 
The  coward  sneaks  to  death  —  the  brave  live  on. 


Beware  of  desp'rate  steps.    The  darkest  day^ 
Live  till  to-morrow,  will  have  pass'd  away. 

Cawper. 

He,  with  delirious  laugh,  the  dagger  hurl'd. 
And  burst  the  ties  that  bound  him  to  the  world ! 

CampbeW$  Pleasures  of  Hope. 

Tlir.n  plung'd ;  the  rock  below  rcceiv'd  like  glass 
His  body  cruah'd  into  one  gory  mass. 
With  scarce  a  shred  to  tell  of  human  form, 
Or  fragment  for  the  sea-bird  or  the  worm. 

Byron's  Itiani, 

m 

My  spirit  shrunk  not  to  sustain 

Tlic  searching  throes  of  ceaseless  pain ; 

Nor  soueJit  the  sclflaccordcd  grave 

Of  ancient  fools  and  modem  knaves ; 

Yet  death  I  have  not  feor'd  to  meet ; 

And  in  the  field  it  had  been  sweet. 

ByrtMi's  Chaoar, 
Fool !  I  mean  not 

fnat  poor-soul'd  piece  of  heroism,  sclf>slaughter : 

Oh  no  y  the  miseraUest  day  we  live 

There  '■  many  a  better  thing  co  do  than  die ! 

George  Darley* 

Let  it  not  be  said 
He  acnigiit  bis  God  in  the  s^ilf^layer's  way. 


SUMMER. 

Hien  came  the  jolly  summer,  being  dight 
In  a  thin  silken  cassock  eolour'd  green, 
That  was  unlined  all,  to  be  more  light. 
And  on  his  head  a  garland  well  bcsecne 
He  wore,  from  which,  as  he  had  chaffed  been, 
The  sweat  did  drop,  and  in  his  hand  he  bore 
A  bow  and  shafts,  as  he  in  forest  green 
Had  hunted  late  the  libbard  or  the  boar. 
And   now  would   bathe  his  limbs,  with  laboor 
heated  sore  Spenser^s  Fairy  Queni. 

Now  comes  thy  glory  in  the  summer  months, 

With  light  and  heat  rofulgenL 

Thmsim. 

'T  is  raging  noon;  and  vertical  the  sun 
Darts  on  the  head  direct  his  forceful  rays. 
O'er  heaven  and  earth,  far  as  the  ranging  eye 
Can  sweep,  a  dazzling  deluge  reigns ;  and  all 
From  pole  to  pole  is  undistinguish'd  blaze. 

Thomson^s  Seasont 

From  brightening  fields  of  ether  fair  disdos'd, 
Child  of  the  sun,  refulgent  summer  comes, 
In  pride  of  youth,  and  felt  through  nature's  depth, 
He  comes  attended  by  the  sultry  hours, 
And  ever  fanning  breezes  on  his  way ; 
While,  from  his  ardent  look,  the  turning  spring 
Averts  her  bashful  faoe ;  and  eaxth,  and  skies. 
All  smiling,  to  his  hot  dominion  leaves. 

Thommm's  Ssassu, 

'T  was  noon ;  and  every  orange-bud 
Hung  languid  o'er  the  crystal  flood, 
Fdint  as  the  lids  of  maiden  eyes 
Beneath  a  lover's  burning  sighs  1 


Meert. 


Thou  art  bearing  hence  thy  roses. 
Glad  Summer,  fare  thee  well ! 

Thou  art  singing  thy  last  melodies 
In  every  wood  and  delL 


Mrs,  Henusi 


Brightly,  sweet  Summer,  brightly 

Thine  hours  have  fkntted  by, 

To  the  joyous  birds  of  the  woodland  boughs, 

To  the  rangers  of  the  sky. 

Mrs,HemaMk 

Unto  me,  glad  summer. 

How  hast  then  ^wn  to  me? 
My  chainless  footsteps  nought  hath  kept 

From  thy  haunts  of  song  and  glee 
Thou  hast  flown  in  wayward  visions, 

In  memories  of  the  dead  -— 

In  shadows  from  «  trouMed  heart, 

O'er  thy  sonny  pathway  ahed. 

Mrs.Himam. 


I  dread  to  see  the  summer  mm 

Come  glowing  up  the  sky, 
Afid  e&rly  pansies,  one  by  one, 

Opening  the  Tiolet  eye : 

Thcj  speak  of  one  who  sleeps  in  death, 

Her  race  untimely  o*er. 

Mn,  WhUmaiL 

Nor  longer  in  the  lingering  light 

Of  summer  eve,  shall  we, 
LockM  hand  in  hand,  together  sit 

Beneath  the  greenwood  tree. 

Mrs.  WkUautn, 

The  Spring*s  gay  promise  mehed  into  thee, 
Fair  Summer !  and  thy  gentle  reign  is  here; 

Thy  emerald  robes  are  on  each  leafy  tree ; 
In  the  blue  sky  thy  voice  is  rich  and  dear ; 

And  the  free  brooks  have  songs  to  bless  thy  reign-^ 

They  leap  in  music  *midst  thy  bright  domain. 

Wm»  G.  Ckrk. 

Hius  gazing  on  thy  void  and  sapphire  sky, 
O,  Sommer !  in  my  inmost  soul  arise 

Uplifted  thoughts,  to  which  the  woods  reply. 
And  the  bland  air  with  its  soil  melodies ;  — 

Tin  basking  in  some  vision's  glorious  ray, 

I  long  ior  eagles*  plumes  to  flee  away ! 

WiUU  (?.  CUtrk. 


SUN. 


Know*st  thou  not. 
That  when  the  searching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world, 
Hien  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unseen, 
In  murders,  and  in  outrage,  bloody  here ; 
But  when,  from  under  this  terrestrial  ball. 
He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eastern  junes. 
And  darts  his  light  through  every  guilty  hole. 
Then  murders,  treasons,  and  detested  sins, 
The  eioak  of  night  being  pluck*d  from  off  their 

backs. 
Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themselves ! 

Shah.  Richard  11. 

I  marvel  not,  O  sun !  that  unto  thee, 
In  adoration,  man  should  bow  the  knee, 
And  pour  the  prayer  of  mingled  awe  and  love ; 
For  like  a  God  thou  art,  and  on  thy  way 
Of  glory  sheddest,  with  benignant  ray. 
Beauty  and  life,  and  joyance  frwn  above* 

Smdhgy. 

There  was  not,  on  that  day,  a  speck  to  stain 

The  azure  heaven ;  the  blessed  sun  alone, 

In  unapproachable  divinity, 

Career*d,  rejoicing  in  his  fields  of  light 

SauAtff. 


Thou  tide  of  glory  which  no  rest  doth  know, 
But  ever  ebb  and  ever  flow ! 
Tliou  golden  shower  of  a  tme  Jove ! 
Who  doth  in  thee  descend,  and  heaven  to  earth 
make  lovet  CawUy, 

All  the  world's  bravery  that  delights  our  eyes. 
Is  but  thy  several  liveries ; 
Thou  the  rich  dye  on  them  bestow*st, 
Thy  nimble  pencil  paints  this  landscape  as  thou 
go'st  Cowley. 

Through  the  soft  ways  of  heaven,  and  air,  and  sea, 
Which  open  all  their  pores  to  thee. 
Like  a  clear  river  thou  dost  glide. 
And  with  thy  living  stream  through  the  close 
channel  slide.  Couiky, 

Blest  power  of  sunshine !  genial  day. 

What  balm,  what  life  are  in  thy  ray  \ 

To  feel  thee  is  such  real  bliss. 

That,  had  the  world  no  joy  but  this. 

To  sit  in  sunshine  calm  and  sweet, 

It  were  a  world  too  exquisite 

For  man  to  leave  it  for  the  gloom. 

The  deep  oold  shadow  of  the  tomb. 

3tooiif* 

And  see  «» the  sun  himself!  on  wings 

Of  glory  up  the  east  he  springs. 

Angel  of  light  \  who  from  the  time 

Those  heavens  began  their  march  sublime. 

Hath  first  of  all  the  starry  choir 

Trod  in  his  Maker's  steps  of  fire ! 

Jfeore't  LaOa  RoM. 

Most  glorious  orb !  that  wert  a  worship,  ere 
The  mystery  of  thy  making  was  revealM ! 
Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
Which  gladdenM,  on  their  mountain-tops,  the 

hearts 
Of  the  Chaldean  shepherds,  till  they  pour'd 
Themselves  in  orisons !    Thou  material  God ! 
And  representative  of  the  unknown — 
Who  ehoie  thee  for  his  shadow !  Thou  chief  star ! 
Centre  of  many  stars !  which  mak*st  our  earth 
Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  aU  who  walk  vrithin  thy  rays ! 
Sire  of  the  seasons  I    Monarch  of  the  climes. 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them !  for  near  or  fiur, 
Oar  inborn  sjnrits  have  a  tint  of  thee. 
Even  as  our  outward  aspects ; — thou  dost  rise, 
And  shine,  and  set  in  glory.    Fare  thee  well ' 
I  ne'er  shall  see  thee  more.    As  my  fint  ghnce 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  fbr  thee,  tnen  take 
My  latest  look :  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 
To  whom  the  gifts  of  lift  and  warmth  ha«e  beaa 
Of  a  more  &tal  nature.    He  is  gone : 

Byron's  Mavfrai 
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Would  that  joo  orb,  whose  matin  glow 
Phy  lutlesi  eyes  io  much  admire. 
Did  lend  thee  aomethiiig  of  hie  lira  I 

ilymr*a  Brtft  ef  ^h^o$. 
fiat  yonder  cornea  the  powerful  kin^  of  day, 
Rejoicing  in  the  eaat    Hie  leaacning  ekmd, 
Tlie  kindling  aznre,  and  the  numntain^s  brow« 
IllumM  with  fluid  gold,  his  near  approaeh 
Betoken  glad.    Lo !  now,  a|>pareat  all. 
Aslant  the  dew-bright  earth,  and  oolourM  air, 
lie  looks  in  boundbss  majesty  abroad ; 
And  sheds  the  shining  day,  that  bumishM  plays 
On  rocks,  and  hills,  and  towers,  and  wandering 
streams, 

High  gleaming  fix>m  afar. 

Tkommn, 

Centre  of  light  and  energy  I  thy  way 
Is  throogh  the  unknown  void ;  then  hast  thy  tiirone, 
Morning  and  evening,  and  the  close  of  day, 
Far  in  the  blue,  ontended,  and  alone : 
Ere  the  first  waken*d  airs  of  earth  had  blown. 
On  thou  didst  mareh,  triumphant  in  thy  light; 
Then  thou  didst  send  thy  glance,  which  still 
hath  flown 
Wide  throogh  the  never^nding  worlds  of  night. 
And  yet  thy  keen  orb  bums  with  flaah  as  keen 
and  bright  PirdvaV*  Poemg, 

The  summer  day  has  closed — the  pun  is  set; 

Well  have  they  done  their  oflice,  those  bright  howa^ 

The  latest  of  whose  train  goea  aofUy  oot 

In  the  red  West 

Bryant 9  Poemi, 

Open  the  casement,  and  up  with  the  ann  I 
His  gallant  journey  hoa  now  begun. 
Over  the  hills  his  chariot  is  rolPd, 
Banner'd  with  glory  and  bumish'd  with  gold; 
Over  the  hills  he  comes  sublime. 
Bridegroom  of  earth,  and  brother  of  time ! 

Martin  F.  Tupfer. 

It  ia  BO  task 
For  suns  to  ahine. 

BaiUfi  FatuB. 

The  sunshine  is  a  glorioof  birth^^ 

And  yet  I  know,  where'er  I  g«^ 
That  there  hath  pass*d  aw«y  a.  gbry  from  the  earth, 

W9rd»tcoM9  Poems. 
We  invoke  the  sun's  warm  ray, 
And  we  bleas  it  all  the  day; 
Looking  up  aa  to  a  friend, 
When  its  beama  on  us  desoead; 
And  we  watch  it  down  the  west, 
A»  it  early  sinks  to  rest; 
Then,  witli  sorrow  at  our  hearta, 
Migh — **  How  soon  the  sun  departs  !** 

CmfijM  ifay.  I 


Summer  has  gone, 

And  fruitful  autumn  has  advanc'd  so  fkr 

That  there  ia  warmth,  nor  beat,  in  the  broad 

And  you  may  k)ok  with  naked  eye,  upon 

Tlie  ardours  of  his  car  I 

Philip,  CoqU 

SUPERIORITT.— (See  Equality.) 


SUPERSTITION. 

England  a  happy  land  we  know. 

Where  ftllies  naturally  grow. 

Where  without  culture  they  ariae, 

And  tow'r  a.bove  the  common  siie ; 

England  a  fiirtune.tel]ing  host. 

As  nom'rous  as  the  stars  oould  boast, 

Matrona,  who  toss  the  cup,  and  see 

The  grounds  of  fiLte  in  grounds  of  tea. 

CknrddH 
Gypsies,  who  every  91  can  cure. 

Except  the  ill  of  being  poor. 

Who  charma  'gainst  love  and  agues  sell, 

Who  can  hi  hen-roost  set  a  spell, 

Prepar'd  by  arts,  to  them  best  known. 

To  catch  all  ieet  ezoept  their  own. 

Who  aa  to  fortune  can  unlock  it. 

As  easily  as  pick  a  pocket 

ChwrekOL 
*Tia  a  history 

Handed  from  ages  down ;  a  nurse's  tola— 

Which  children,  opeupey'd  and  mouth'd,  devour ; 

And  thus  aa  garrulous  ignorance  relates, 

We  learn  it  and  believe. 

Smithey'9  Thaidba 

We  may  smile,  or  coldly  sneer. 

Hie  while  such  ghostly  tales  we  hear, — 

And  wonder  why  they  were  believ'd. 

And  how  wise  men  could  be  deceiv'd  :-— 

Bathing  our  renovated  sight 

In  the  free  Gospel's  glorious  light. 

We  marvel  it  waa  ever  night ! 

Ifrs.  HaWt  VtgU  if  Lmt 

'T  ia  Christian  science  makes  our  day. 
And  freedom  lends  her  lovely  ray ; 
And  we  forget  'neath  our  fiiir  skies. 
The  world  that  sdU  in  ahadow  lies ; — 
That  India  bowa  to  Juggernaut; — 

And  China  worahips  gods  of  clay ; 
And  healing  amulets  are  bought. 

Even  where  our  Saviour'a  body  lay; 
And  holy  miradea  are  wroiyht 

Beneath  St  Peter's  croas-^rown'd  sway; 
And  over  Afric'a  wide  dcmaia 
The  powep  of  Death  and  Darkneas  reign! 

JIfrv.  Hole's  F^^Lseft 
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SURPRISE.  —  (See  Astokishmknt.) 


SUSPENSE. 

Rat  be  not  longr,  fyr  in  the  tedioat  minuteb, 
Exquisite  interval,  I  *in  on  the  rack ; 
For  sore  the  greatest  etril  man  can  know, 
Bears  no  proportion  to  the  dread  saapense. 

Prowde'9  FiM  cfSmgumhtm, 

Uncertainty ! 
Fen  demon  of  our  fean !  llie  hmnaA  son]. 
That  can  rapport  despair,  supports  no€  thee. 

SUSPICION. 

He  lonrM  on  her  with  dangerous  eye-glanoa. 
Showing  his  nature  in  his  conntenanco ; 
His  rolling  eyes  did  never  rest  in  place, 
But  walk'd  each  where  for  fear  of  hid  miscfauiee. 
Holding  a  lattis  still  befiire  his  fkce. 
Through  which  he  still  did  peep  as  Ibrward  ho 
did  pace.  Sffenter^9  pMhry  Queen. 

Suspicion  is  a  heavy  armour,  and 
With  its  own  weight  impedes  more  than  it  pro- 
tects. ByrmCB  Warntr, 

Suspect !  —  that  *8  a  spy's  office.  Oh !  we  kso 
Ten  thousand  precious  moments  in  vain  words, 
And  vainer  fears.  ^^^,^  Smiamptbu. 

Better  is  the  mass  of  men,  Sospidon,  than  thy 

fears: 
Tea,  let  the  moralist  condemn,  (here  be  large  ek- 

tenoations  of  his  verdict, 
liot  the  misanthrope  shnn  men  and  abjure,  the 

moat  are  rather  bveable  than  hateful. 

TVijper's  PrmmUdl  FW/mfhy, 

Better  confide  and  be  deoeiv'd, 

A  thousand  times,  by  treacherous  ftea, 

Than  once  accuse  the  innocent, 

Or  let  suspicion  mar  repoec 

Jirt.  OmootU 

SWAN. 

The  swan  with  arched  neck 

Between  her  white  wings  mantling  proudly,  rows 

Her  state  with  oary  feet 

Jfil^oii**  PtfrmSse  LmL 

llie  stately-sailing  swan 

Gives  oat  his  snowy  plumage  to  the  gale , 

And,  archhig  proud  his  neck,  with  oary  fbet 

Rears  forward  fierce,  and  guards  his  oner  Isle, 

Protective  of  iiis  yomig. 


Hark!  hark  I  what  music!  fh>m  the  rampart 

How  like  a  fkr^jff  bugle,  sweet  and  dear. 
It  searches  through  the  listoning  wilderness !  — 
A  swan !  I  know  it  by  the  trumpet-tene ; 
Winging  her  pathless  way  in  the  cool  heavens, 
Piping  her  midnight  melody,  she  conies ! 

L.  L.  NobU 

There  is  a  panting  in  the  senith— hush ! 

The  swan!  how  strong  her  great  wings  time  flui 

silence!  , 

She  passes  over  high  and  quietly. 

— -—  Ah !  thou  wilt  not  stoop : 
Old  Huron  haply  glistens  en  thy  sky. 

L.  L.  NoHi 


SWIMMING. 

I  saw  him  beat  the  rarges  under  him, 
And  ride  upon  their  backs ;  he  trod  the  water, 
Whoae  enmity  he  flung  aside,  and  breasted 
The  surge  most  swoln  that  met  him. 

Shttkt,  Temjpeti 

The  torrent  roared ;  and  we  did  buffet  it 
With  lusty  sinews ;  throwing  it  aside. 
And  stemming  it  with  hearts  of  controversy. 

8hak9,  Jtdku  C€eaar, 

There  was  one  did  battle  with  the  storm 

With  careless,  desperate  ferce ;  full  many  times 

His  life  was  won  and  lost,  as  though  he  reck'd 

not  — 

No  hand  did  aid  him,  and  he  aided  none  — 

Alone  he  breasted  the  broad  wave,  alone  ■ 

That  man  was  sav'd. 

motuTvn  9  Bcrtntn 

How  many  a  time  have  I 
doven  with  arm  stUl  lustier,  breast  more  daring- 
Hie  wave  all  roughen*d ;  with  a  swimmer's  strv  ko 
Flung  the  billows  back  fliom  my  drench*d  hair, 
And  laughing  flom  mj  lip  the  audacious  brine. 
Which  kissed  it  like  a  wine-cup  riaing  o*er 
The  waves  as  they  rose,  and  prouder  still 
The  loftier  they  uplifled  me. 

BywiC»  Two  FmewU 


STCX)PHANT.  — (See  Flattert.) 


SYMPATHY. 

Thou  hast  glfeh  me^  in  this  beauteous  face, 
A  world  of  earthly  blessings  to  my  soul, 
If  ^liipathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

6Adb.  lisury  VL    Pmi  i 
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O,  he  11  e^n  in  my  miftren*  cue, 
Juft  tn  her  cue  —  O  woefal  upnptilhj  I 

Shakt,  Romto  and  JuUtL 

What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  shall 
■ay,  Shak9»  Richtard  II, 

Kufidness  by  secret  sympathy  is  tied. 

For  noble  souk  in  nature  are  allied. 

Ihpdiiu 

Lore's  soft  sympathy  imparts 

That  tender  transport  of  delight 

That  beats  in  ondivided  hearts. 

CartwrighL 

A  knight  and  a  lady  once  met  in  a  grove. 
While  each  wu  in  quest  of  a  fugitive  love ; 
A  river  ran  mournfully  murmuring  by, 
And  they  wept  in  its  waters  for  sympathy. 
**  Oh,  never  wu  knight  such  a  sorrow  that  bore, 
**  Oh,  never  was  maid  so  deserted  before." 
**  From  life  and  its  woes  let  us  instantly  fly, 
And  jump  in  together  for  sympathy  !** 
At  length  spoke  the  lass,  *twixt  a  smile  and  a  tear ; 
**  The  weather  is  eold  lor  a  watery  bier. 
When  the  summer  returns,  we  may  easily  die ; 
Till  then  let  us  sorrow  in  sympathy.** 

ReginM  H§ber. 

Oh!  ask  not,  hope  thou  not  too  much 

Of  sympathy  below ; 
Few  are  the  hearts  whence  one  same  touch 

Bids  the  sweet  fountain  flow. 

Jirff.  jnAfMHis. 

If  there  be  one  that  o*er  thy  dead 

Hath  in  thy  grief  borne  part, 
And  v^tch*d  through  sickness  by  thy  bed,  — 

Call  this  a  kindred  heart  I 

We  pine  for  kindred  natures 

To  mingle  with  our  own ; 

For  communings  more  full  and  high 

Than  aught  by  mortals  known. 

Jfft.  ncnuifis. 

oil !  who  the  exquisite  delights  can  tell, 
The  joy  which  mutual  confidence  imparts  7 

Or  who  can  paint  the  charm  unspeakable. 
Which  links  in  tender  bands  two  faithful  hearts  ? 

Mn.  Tighe'B  Ptyeke. 

ft  is  the  secret  sympathy, 
The  silver  link,  the  silken  tie. 
Which  heart  to  heart,  and  mind  to  mind, 
■u  boay  and  in  soul  can  bind 

SeaiL 

I  know  thee  not — and  yet  our  Hpmts  seem 
Together  fxnk*d  by  sympathy  and  love, 

%n(l,  like  the  miDgling  waters  of  a  stream, 
I  hir  tlioughts  and  fancies  all  united  rove. 

itfirs.  We%*«  Pom; 


I  know  thee  not*—  I  never  heard  thy  voice ; 

Yet  could  I  choose  a  friend  from  all  mankind. 
Tliy  spirit  high  should  be  my  spirit*s  choice, 

l%y  heart  should  guide  my  heart,  thy  mind,  mj 
mind.  JlTrt .  Welby*9  Poms, 

like  warp  and  woof  all  destinies 

Are  woven  fiurt, 
Iiink*d  in  sympathy  like  the  keys 

Of  an  organ  vast ; 
Fhick  one  thread,  and  the  web  ye  mar  ; 

Break  but  one 

Of  a  thousand  keys,  and  the  paining  jar 

Through  all  will  run^ 

Whiitier'9  Poem 

In  the  same  beaten  channel  still  have  run 

The  blessed  streams  of  human  sympathy ; 
And  though  1  know  this  ever  hath  been  done. 
The  why  and  wherefore  I  could  never  see ! 

Phabe  Canjf. 
It  Is  not  well. 
Here  in  this  land  of  CSiristian  liberty. 
That  honest  worth  or  hopeless  want  should  dweL 
Unaided  by  our  care  and  sjrmpathy. 

Pkaebe  Carejf, 

Oh,  there  is  need  that  on  men*8  hearts  should  &J1 
A  spirit  that  can  sympathize  with  all ! 

Phabe  Cany 

Like  the  sweet  melody  which  faintly  lingers 

Upon  the  wind-harp*s  strings  at  close  of  day, 
When  gently  toach'd  by  evening's  dewy  fingers 

It  breathes  a  low  and  mehuicholy  lay. 
So  the  calm  voice  of  sympathy  me  seemeth ; 

And  while  its  magic  spell  is  round  me  cast. 
My  spirit  in  its  cloisterM  silence  dreameth. 

And  vaguely  blends  the  fiituie  with  the  past 

Jlfrs.  Embofy, 

He  spoke  of  Bums :  men  rode  and  rough 

Press*d  round  to  hear  the  praise  of  ono 
Whose  heart  was  made  of  manly,  simpler  tJbA 

As  homespun  u  their  own. 
And  when  he  read,  they  forward  lean*d. 

Drinking,  -with  thirsty  hearts  and  ears. 
His  brook-like  songs  whose  glory  never  wean*d 

From  humble  smiles  and  tears : 
Slowly  there  grew  a  tenderer  awe. 

Sun-like,  o*er  faces  brown  and  hard. 
As  if  in  him  who  read  they  felt  and  saw 

Some  presence  of  the  bard. 
It  was  a  sight  for  sin  and  wrong 

And  slavish  tyranny  to  see, 
A  sight  to  make  our  faith  more  pure  and  stroog 

In  high  humanity. 
Jame$  R,  LowdL —  An  Incident  In  a  RaiLRmii 
Car. 


TALKING. 


511 


TALKING. 

What  cracker  u  this  same,  that  de&fi  oar  ears 
With  thla  abundance  of  raperfltious  breath  7 

Shak$*  King  John. 

He  gives  the  boetiaado  with  his  tongue ; 
Our  ears  are  cudgePd ;  not  a  word  of  his, 
But  bufiets  better  than  a  fist  of  France : 
Zounds !  I  was  never  so  bethompM  with  words. 
Since  I  first  call*d  my  brother's  father,  dad. 

SXakB,  King  John, 

You  cram  these  words  into  mine  ears,  against 
The  stomach  of  mj  sense. 

Sbaks.  TanpaL 

Why  what  a  wasp^ung  and  impatient  fool 
Art  thou,  to  br^k  into  this  woman's  mood ; 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own ! 

Shak$,  Hemy  IV.    Part  L 

These  haughty  words  of  hers 
Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  cannon-shot, 
And  made  me  almost  yield  upon  my  knees. 

ShaJcB.  Henry  IV.    Parti. 
O,  he's  as  tedious 
As  is  a  tired  horse,  or  railing  wife ; 
Worse  than  a  smoky  house :  -~  I  had  rather  live 
With  cheese  and  garlic,  in  a  wind-mill,  far, 
Than  feed  on  cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me, 
In  any  summer  Jiouse  in  Christendom. 

Shako.  Henry  IV.  Part.  I. 

When  he  speaks, 
The  air,  a  oharter'd  libertine,  is  still. 
And  the  mute  wonder  lorketh  in  men's  ears, 
To  steal  his  sweet  and  honied  sentences. 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Parti. 
The  &ol  hath  planted  in  his  memory 
An  army  of  good  words :  and  I  do  know 
A  many  Ibols,  that  stand  in  bitter  place, 
GamishM  like  him,  that  for  a  tricky  word 
Defy  the  matter. 

Shake.  Merchant  qf  Venice. 

Tut,  tut,  my  lord,  we  will  not  stand  to  prate, 

Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  assur'd. 

We  go  to  use  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 

Shake.  Richard  III. 
I  hold  my  peace,  sir  7    No; 
No,  I  will  speak  as  liberal  as  the  air ; 
Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  all, 
AU,  all  cry  shame  against  me,  yet  I  '11  speak. 

Shake.  OtheBa. 
My  tongue  will  tell  the  anger  of  my  heart; 
Or  else  my  heart,  concealing  it,  will  break : 
And,  rather  than  it  shall,  I  will  be  free^ 
Even  to  the  uttermoet,  as  I  please,  in  words. 

Shakepeare, 


But  words  are  words ;  I  never  yet  did  near. 
That  the  bmis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the 
ear.  Shake.  Othelio. 

These  high  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  ways. 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearisome : 
And  yet  your  fiiir  discourse  hath  beenjis  sugar, 
Making  the  hard  way  sweet  and  delectable. 

Slwke,  Richard  II 
Why,  what  an  ass  am  I !  this  is  most  brave 
That  I,  the  son  of  a  dear  &ther  murdcr'd, 
Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell. 
Must,  like  a  *  *  »  *,  unpack  my  heart  with  words^ 
And  fall  a  cursing,  like  a  very  drab, 
A  scullion! 

Shake.  Hamlet 
Think  yon  a  little  din  can  daunt  mine  ears  7 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  lions  roar  7 
Have  I  not  heard  great  ordnance  in  the  field, 
And  heaven's  artillery  thunder  in  the  skies  7 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  woman's  tongue 
That  gives  not  half  so  great  a  blow  to  the  ear, 
As  will  a  chestnut  in  a  farmer's  fite  7 

Shake.  Tasmmg  the  Shrew 
A  flourbh,  tr^impets ! — strike  alarum,  drums ! 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  those  tell-tale  women 
Rail  on  the  lard's  anointed :  strike,  I  say. 

Shake.  Richard  III 
It  was  the  copy  of  our  oonferenc 
In  bed,  he  slept  not  fi>r  my  urging  it ; 
At  board,  he  fed  not  fer  my  urging  it : 
Alone,  it  was  the  subject  of  my  theme ; 
In  company,  I  often  glanc'd  it ; 
Still  did  1  tell  him  it  was  vile  and  bad. 

Shake.  Comedy  of  Errore 
But  still  his  tongue  ran  on,  the  less 
Of  weight  it  bore,  with  greater  ease ; 
And  with  its  everlasting  clack. 
Set  all  men's  ears  upon  the  rack. 

BuOerU  Hvdibrae 

And  made  the  stoutest  yield  to  mercy, 
When  he  engag'd  in  controversy. 
Not  by  the  force  of  carnal  reason. 
But  indefatigable  teasing ; 
With  volleys  of  eternal  babble, 
And  clamour  mere  unanswerable. 

Buikr*e  HudiWae. 

In  various  talk  the  instructive  hours  they  pass'd« 
Who  gave  the  ball,  or  paid  the  visit  last; 
One  speaks  the  glory  of  the  British  queen, 
And  one  describes  a  charming  Indian  screen 
A  third  interprets  motions,  k)oks,  and  eyes. 
At  every  word  a  reputation  dies. 
Snuff,  or  the  fan,  supply  each  pause  of  chat 
With  singing,  laughing,  ogling,  and  all  that 

Pope 
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A  deuth  of  irards  a  woman  DMd  Dot  fetr. 
But  His  a  task  indeed  to  learn— to  liear: 
In  that  the  skill  of  oonTersation  lies; 
That  shows  or  makes  yon  both  polite  and  wise. 

Wine  may  indeed  excite  the  meekest  dame; 
But  keen  Zantippe,  soornfai|f  boirowM  flame. 
Cant  vent  her  thunders,  and  her  lightnings  play, 
0*c:r  cooling  gruel,  and  oomposing  tea. 

yJMI^S  LOM  if  FSHM. 

Words  Icam'd  by  rote  a  parrot  may  rehearse, 
Bat  talking  is  not  always  to  converse ; 
Not  more  distinct  firom  harmony  divine, 
Hie  constant  creaking  of  a  country  sign. 

Cowfer**  CmntnaHmL 

But  light  and  airy,  stood  on  the  alert. 
And  dbone  in  the  best  part  of  dialogoe. 
By  humouring  always  what  they  might  asiort, 
And  listening  to  the  topics  most  in  vogue ; 
Now  grave,  now  gay,  but  never  dull  or  pert ; 
And  smiling  but  in  secret — canning  rogue! 
He  ne*er  presumed  to  make  an  error  clearer  — 
In  short,  there  never  vras  a  better  hearer. 

Nor  did  we  fail  to  see  within  oursehee 
What  need  there  is  to  be  reserved  in  speech. 
And  temper  all  our  thoughts  with  charity. 

And  we  talkM  — oh,  how  we  talkM !  her  vmoe  so 

cadenc*d  in  the  talking, 
Biade  another  singing— of  the  soul !  a  music  with- 

out  bars — 
While  the  leafy  sounds  of  woodlands,  humming 

round  where  we  were  walking. 
Brought  interposition  worthy  ^  sweet,  —  as  skies 

about  the  stars. 
And  she  spake  such  good  thoughts  natural,  as  if 

she  always  thought  them. 

JKtsf  Bisrrett. 

Every  one  within  the  boose 

Loves  to  talk  about  thee; 

What  an  alterM  place  it  were, 

Beatrice,  vnthout  thee. 

Mary  HMiL 

It  may  be  glorioiu  to  write 

lliooghts  that  shall  glad  the  two  or  three 
High  souls,  like  those  far  stars  that  come  in  sight 

OiK^e  in  a  century;  — 
But  t>etter  far  it  is  to  speak 

One  simple  wore,  which  now  and  then 
RhaU  waken  their  free  nature  in  the  weak 

And  friendless  sons  of  men. 

Jemti  IZttSseS  LowdL 


Thy  talk  is  the  sweet  extract  of  all  speecb, 
And  holds  mine  ear  in  Uiasfid  slavery. 

Shespftke, 
And  his  Isfve-wilder'd  and  idolatrous  sod 
Clang  to  the  airy  music  of  her  words, 
Like  a  bird  on  a  boi^Klugh  swaying  in  the  wind. 

Bmii^^Fetim, 

I  cannot  tall  tiiee,  hour  by  hoar. 

That  I  adore  thee  dearly; 
1  oanaot  lott  of  passion's  power — 

But  oh!  I  leel  sinoerely! 

Speak  gently!    Tie  a  Uttle  thing 

Dropp'd  in  the  heart's  deep  wdl; 

The  food,  the  joy  which  it  may  brug 

Eternity  shall  teU. 

DaadBain. 


TASTE.— (See  Criticism.) 


TAXATION. 

By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart, 

And  drop  my  blood  for  draehmaa,  than  to  wring 

From  the  hard  hands  of  peasants  their  vik  traih» 

By  any  indirection. 

iSAdb.  Mm  C0sr. 

Why  tribute  T  why  ahodd  we  pay  tribute  T  if 
Cosar  can  hide  the  son  from  us  vrith  a 
Blanket,  or  put  the  moon  in  hi>  pocket, 
We  will  pay  him  tribtrts  Ar  light;  eiM,  sir, 

No  more  tribute. 

Shai»,  CynMnu. 

A  modentioa  keep; 

Kings  cfQght  to  shear,  not  skin  their  sheepi 

iicrnob 

Hie  law  takes  measure  of  us  all  lor  ck>thes, 
Dieto  us  all,  and  in  the  right  of  all. 
To  keep  us  flrom  mil  private  leagues  with  weaUL 

Crmpm*M  Regtikt. 

What  is  t  to  as,  If  taxes  rise  or  ftH, 

Tlianks  to'oor  fortune,  we  pay  none  at  all 

Let  muekwohtts  who  in  dirty  acres  deal. 

Lament  those  hardships  which  we  cannot  M 

His  grace  who  smarts,  may  bellow  if  he  pleus, 

But  must  I  bellow  too,  vrho  sift  at  ease  7 

By  custom  saik,  the  poete'  anmbeis  flow, 

Free  as  the  light  and  air  some  years  mgo. 

No  statesman  e*er  will  find  it  worth  his  pains 

To  tax  our  labours,  and  esnise  our  brains. 

Burthens  like  tfiese  will  earthly  buildings  bear. 

No  tributes  laid  oa  ctstles  in  the  air. 

CimdttlL 
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TEARS. 


With  that  adown,  out  of  her  cryatal  ejne, 

Few  trieklingr  taan-ahe  aoftly  ibrth  let  fkll, 

That  like  two  orient  pearls  did  purely  shine 

Upon  her  snowy  cheek. 

Spetuer's  Fairy  Queen, 

Trust  not  those  canning^  waters  of  his  eyes, 
For  YiUany  is  not  without  such  rheum ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 
Like  rivers  of  remorse  and  innocency. 

Shake.  King  Jokn, 

l4ct  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew, 
That  silently  doth  progress  on  thy  cheeks. 

Shake,  King  John, 

I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  oar  aex 
Commonly  arc ;  the  want  of  which  vain  dew, 
Perchance  shall  dry  your  pities :  but  I  haye 
That  honourable  grief  lodg'd  here,  which  bums 
Worse  than  tears  drown. 

Shtite.  Winter'e  Tale, 

Friends,  I  owe  more  tears, 
To  this  dead  man,  than  yon  shall  see  me  pay. 

Shake,  Jtdiue  Caear. 

Thy  heart  is  big  I  get  thee  apart  and  weep. 

Passion,  I  see,  is  catching ;  for  mine  eyes, 

Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine, 

Began  to  water. 

Shake.  JuUue  Caear, 

Nofe  I  *11  not  woep.    Though  I  have  full  cause  of 

weeping. 

This  heart  shall  break  into  a  thoosand  flaws. 

Or  e*er  I  weep. 

Shake,  King  Lear, 

Patience  and  sorrow  strove 
Which  should  express  her  goodliest    Yon  have 


Son-shine  and  rain  at  once :  those  happy  smiles 
That  play'd  on  her  ripe  lip,  seem'd  not  to 'know 
What  guests  wore  in  her  eyes ;  which  parted  thence. 
As  pearls  from  diamonds  droppM. 

Shake.  King  Lear. 

Touch  me  with  noble  anger ! 

O,  let  not  woman*s  weapons,  water-drops. 

Stain  my  man's  cheeks ! 

Shake,  King  Lear. 

My  manly  eyes  did  scorn  an  hmnbler  tear : 
And  what  these  sorrows  could  not  thence  ezBa.e, 
Tliy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  Uind  with 
weeping.  Shake,  Richard  IIL 

2H 


Those  eyes  of  thine  flrorn  mino  have  drawn  salt 

tears. 
Stained  their  aspects  with  sor^  childish  drops. 

Shake.  Richard  III 

I  did  not  think  to  shed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miseries ;  but  thou  hast  fbrc'd  me 
Out  of  thy  honest  truth  to  play  the  woman. 

Shake.  Henry  VIIL 
What  I  should  say, 
My  tears  gainsay :  fin:  every  word  I  speak. 
Ye  see,  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  eyes. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Pari  III. 
To  weep,  is  to  make  less  the  depth  of  grief: 
Tears,  then,  tat  babes ;  blows,  and  revenge  for  me ! 

Shake.  Henry  VI,    Part  IIL 

Then  fresh  tears 
Stood  on  her  cheeks ;  as  doth  the  honey  .dew 
Upon  a  gather'd  lily  almost  withered. 

Shake.  Titue  Andronicne. 
The  pretty  and  sweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 
Hmso  waters  from  me  which  I  would  have  stoppM ; 
Bat  I  had  not  so  much  of  man  in  me. 
But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes, 

And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

Shake.  Henry  V. 

Command  tliese  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes, ' 

With  a  light  heart 

Shake.  Mea.for  Mca 

I  am  a  fool. 

To  weep  at  what  I  am  glad  o£. 

Shake,  Tempeet, 

Yet  on  she  moves,  now  stands  and  eyes  thee  fiz*d. 
About  t*  have  spoke,  but  now,  with  head  declined, 
Like  a  fidr  flow*r  snrchargM  with  dew,  she  weeps, 
And  words  snppressM  seem  into  tears  dissoly'd, 
Wetting  the  borders  of  her  silken  veil, 

MiUon^e  Sampeon  Agometee, 
Compassion  qucllM 
His  best  of  man,  and  gave  him  up  to  tears 
Apace,  till  firmer  thoaghts  restrainM  excess. 

iri^ton's  Pamdiee  Loei. 

These  thanks  I  pay  yon : 
And  know  that  when  Sebastian  weeps,  his  tears 
Come  harder  than  his  blood. 

DryderCe  Dan  SAaetian, 

Believe  these  IsarB,  which  fi^m  my  wounded 

heart. 

Bleed  at  my  ejee, 

Dryden^e  Spanieh  Fnur. 

Bat  these  are  teais  of  joy !  to  see  yon  thus,  h«« 

fiUM 
My  eyes  with  laore  delight  than  they  can  hold 

Cengrtpe'e  Mjearnvng  Bnne 


IWP«^ 


^m 


514 


TEARa 


Ily  hcaT*M,  tnj  lore,  thoa  dost  distract  mj  soal ! 
Tlicrc  *s  not  a  tear  that  fUIs  from  thoae  dear  eyeii, 
But  makes  my  heart  weep  blood. 

Le$'B  MUkridatet. 

I  found  her  on  the  floor 
In  all  the  storm  of  g'rief ;  yet  beautifh] ! 
Si<rhin^  such  a  breath  of  sorrow,  that  her  lips, 
Wliich  ]a1e  appcarM  like  buds,  were  now  o'er- 

blown ! 
Pouring  forth  tears,  at  such  a  lavish  rate, 
lliat  were  the  world  on  fire,  they  might  have 

drown'd 
The  wrath  of  heaven,  and  qnenoh*d  the  mig-hty 

ruin.  Lee'i  Mitiridate$, 

T  could  perceive  with  joy,  a  silent  show*r 

Run  down  his  silver  beard. 

Let^t  JunUt9  BrutM, 

I  weep,  't  is  true  ;  but  Machiavel,  I  swear 

They're  tears  of  vengeance;  drops  of  liquid  fire  ! 

80  marble  weeps,  when  flames  surround  the  quarry. 

And  the  pi]*d  oaks  spout  ibrth  such  scalding  bub- 

bles, 

Before  the  general  blaze. 

Lee's  Ca»ar  Borgia. 

Stop,  stop  those  tears,  Monima  !  for  they  fall 
Like  baneful  dew  from  a  distempered  sky ! 
I  feci  tiicm  chill  me  to  the  very  heart. 

Otway't  Orphan, 

Tliou  wccp'st:  O  stop  that  shower  of  falling 
sorrows. 

Which  melts  me  to  the  soilness  of  a  woman. 
And  shakes  my  best  resolves. 

7V«p*s  Albmnade, 

Down  her  cheeks  flr^'d  the  round  drops : 
And  as  wc  see  the  sun  shine  thro*  a  showV, 
So  look*d  her  beauteous  eyes, 
Casting  forth  light  and  tears  together. 

Lansdoum'a  Heroic  Love. 

Dovction's  self  shall  steal  a  thought  from  heaven, 
One  human  tear  shall  drop,  and  be  forgiven. 

Pope's  Eloioa, 

From  his  big  heart  o*ercharg*d  with  generous 

sorrow ; 
St-c  the  tide  working  upward  to  his  eye. 
And  stealing  from  him  in  large  silent  drops. 
Without  his  leave.  ' 

Young*M  Butiris, 

Our  funeral  tears  from  difFcrent  causcH  rise : 
Of  various  kinds  they  flow.     From  tendci  hearts, 
by  Kofl  contagion  call'd,  some  burst  at  once. 
And  stream  obsequious  to  the  leading  eye. 
Some  nsk  more  time,  by  curious  art  distilPd. 
^•me  hearts,  in  secret  hard,  unapt  to  melt, 
!*rnick  by  the  public  eye,  gush  oat  amain. 

Young. 


Her  tears,  like  drops  of  molten  lead. 
With  torment  burn  the  passage  to  my  heart 

yoKng*s 

Hcav*n,  that  knows 
The  weakness  of  our  natures,  will  forgive. 
Nay,  most  applaud  love's  debt,  when  decent  paid: 
Nor  can  the  bravest  mortal  blsroe  the  tear 
Which  glitters  on  the  bier  of  fallen  worth. 

Shirky*s  Parrieida, 

Her  eye  did  seem  to  labour  with  a  tear. 
Which  suddenly  took  birth,  but  overweigb'd 
With  its  own  weight,  swelling,  dropp'd  upon  her 

bosom. 
Which,  by  reflection  of  her  light,  appeared 
As  nature  meant  her  sorrow  for  an  ornament 

iSAtrley's  BrolMen. 

Hide  not  thy  tears ;  weep  boldly — and  be  proud 
To  give  the  flowing  virtue  manly  way : 
*T  is  nature's  mark,  to  know  an  honest  heart  by. 
Shamo  on  those  breasts  of  stone  that  cannot  melt, 
In  soft  adoption  of  another's  sorrow. 

H'lWs  Alzirt. 

The  eye  that  will  not  weep  another's  sorrow. 
Should  boast  no  gentler  brightness  than  the  glare, 
Tliat  reddens  in  the  eye-ball  of  the  wolf. 

Mamn'9  Elfrida. 

How,  thro'  her  tears,  with  pale  and  tremblinjr 

radiance, 
The  eye  of  beauty  shines,  and  lights  her  sorrows ! 
As  rises  o'er  the  storm  some  silver  star, 
Tho  seaman's  hope,  and  promise  of  his  safety. 

Fnificts's  Ettgerit. 

No  radiant  pearl,  which  crested  fortune  wears, 
No  gem,  that  twinkling  hangs  from  beauty's  ear«; 
Not  the  bright  stars,  which  night**  Uae  arch 

adorn; 
Nor  rising  sun  that  gilds  the  vernal  mom ; 
Shine  with  such  lustre  as  the  tear,  that  flows 
Down  virtue's  manly  cheek  for  others'  woes. 

Darwm* 

The  rose  is  fairest  when  't  is  budding  new. 
And  hope  is  brightest  when  it  dawns  from  fears; 
The  rose  is  sweetest  wasli'd  with  morning  dew. 
And  love  is  loveliest  when  embalm'd  in  tears. 

ScoU't  Lady  of  the  Lake. 

With  haughty  laugh  his  head  he  tum'd. 
And  dash'd  away  the  tear  he  scom'd. 

ScaU'o  Lord  t^fhe  Idee 

A  child  will  weop  a  bramble's  smart, 
A  maid  to  see  her  sparrow  part, 
A  stripling  &x  a  woman's  heart. 
But  woo  awaits  a  country,  when 
She  soet  the  tears  of  bearded  men. 

SeaiVo  Mmndm 
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He  tum'd  away — ^bts  heart  throbb'd  high. 
The  tear  was  bursting  from  bis  eye. 

SeotCi  RAAy. 

What  g-em  liath  droppM,  and  sparkles  o'er  his 

chain  7 
The  tear  most  sacred  shed  &(r  others*  pain, 
That  starts  at  once  —  bright,  pure  —  from  pity's 

mine, 
Already  polish'd  by  the  hand  divine. 

Byron's  Coraair. 

Oh !  too  convincing  —  dangerously  dear  — 
In  woman's  eye  th*  unanswerable  tear ! 
That  weapon  of  her  weakness  she  can  wield. 
To  savc^  subdue  —  at  once  her  spear  and  shield ; 
Avoid  it  —  virtue  ebbs  and  wisdom  errs, 
Too  fondly  gazing  on  that  grief  of  hers ! 
What  lost  a  world,  and  made  a  hero  fly  7 
The  timid  tear  in  Cleopatra's  eye. 
Yet  be  the  soil  triumvir's  fault  forgiven. 
By  this*— how  many  lose  not  earth — but  heaven ! 
Consign  their  souls  to  man's  eternal  foe. 
And  seal  their  own  to  spai^e  a  wanton's  woe ! 

Byron*8  Coraair^ 

In  a  gushing  stream 
The  tears  rush'd  forth  from  her  unclouded  brain, 
Like  mountain  mists,  at  length  dissolv'd  in  rain. 

Byron, 

I  wish'd  but  for  a  single  tear. 

As  something  welcome,  new,  and  dear, 

I  wish'd  it  then,  I  wish  it  still, 

Despair  is  stronger  than  my  will. 

Byron^s  Giaour, 

Hide  thy  tears  — 
I  do  not  bid  thee  not  to  shed  them  —  't  were 
Easier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  its  source 
Than  one  tear  of  a  true  and  tender  heart  — 
But  let  me  not  behold  them ;  they  unman  me. 

Byron'o  Sardanapaku, 

The  tear  that  is  shed,  though  in  secret  it  roll. 
Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  my  soul. 

Moore, 

Thank  God,  bless  Gibd,  all  ye  who  suffer  not 

More  grief  than  yo  can  weep  ibr. 

MioB  Barrett. 

Tears  I  what  arc  tears  7     The  babe  weeps  in  his 

oot, 

The  mother  singing ;  at  her  marriage  beU, 

The  bride  weeps ;  and  before  the  oracle 

Of  high-fam'd  hills,  the  poet  hath  forgot 

The  moisture  on  his  cheeks. 

MiMB  Barrett 

Commend  the  grace, 

Mourners  who  weep. 

Miu  Barrett, 


Oh !  those  are  tears  of  bitterness. 

Wrong  from  the  breaking  heart, 
When  two,  blest  in  their  tenderness, 

Must  learn  to  live  apart ! 

Min  LandofL 

Raise  it  to  heaven,  when  thine  eye  fills  with  tears, 
For  only  in  a  watery  sky  appears 
The  bow  of  light ;  and  fi-om  the  invisible  skies 
Hope's  glory  shines  not,  save  through  weeping 
eyes.  Mrs,  F,  A.  Butler, 

Give  our  tears  to  the  dead !   For  humanity's  claim 
From  its  silence  and  darkness  is  ever  the  same ; 
The  hope  of  the  world  whose  existence  is  bliss. 
May  not  stifle  tlic  tears  of  the  mourners  of  this 

WhUtkr, 
Yet  thou,  didst  thou  but  know  mj  fate, 

Wouldst  melt,  my  tears  to  see ; 
And  I,  mcthinks,  would  weep  the  less, 

Wouldst  thou  but  weep  with  me. 

Pereival 
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Sudden  they  see  from  midst  of  all  the  main 
The  surging  waters  like  a  mountain  rise. 
And  the  great  sea,  pulT'd  up  with  proud  disdain, 
To  swell  above  the  measuie  of  his  guise, 
As  threat'ning  to  devour  all  that  his  power  despise. 

Spenser^s  Fairy  Queen 

The  tyranny  of  th'  open  night 's  too  rough 

For  nature  to  endure. 

Shakspeare, 

I  have  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks ;  and  I  have  seen 
The  ambitious  ocean  swell,  rage,  and  fi>am. 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threat'ning  clouds ; 
But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now. 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire. 

Shake,  JuHuB  Casat 

The  southern  wind 
Doth  plsy  the  trumpet  to  his  purposes ; 
And,  by  his  hoUow  whistling  in  the  leaves, 
Foretels  a  tempest,  and  a  blustering  day 

Shake.  Henry  IV.    Part  i. 

This  night,  wherein  the  cub-drawn  bear  woa.ii 

couch. 

The  lion,  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf 

Keep  their  fbr  dry,  un  bonneted  he  rub«, 

And  bids  what  will,  take  all. 

SAolts.  King  Leo* 
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Let  the  great  gods. 
That  keep  thb  drea^iul  pother  o*er  oar  headi, 
Find  out  their  enemiee  now.     Tremble,  thoa 

wretch, 
That  halt  widiin  thee  imdivul^d  erimet, 
Unwhipt  of  jiwtice  I    Hide  thee,  thoa  Uoodj  hand. 
Thou  perjur*d,  and  tliou  simular  man  of  virtue. 
That  art  incestuooi !    Caitiff,  to  pieces  shake. 
That  ander  covert  and  convenient  teeming, 


Hast  practis'd  on  man*s  life !  Close  pent-up  ^ruilts.   Are  its  last  blaie  I  the  tapers  of  the  gods. 


Or  to  the  earth's  dark  hasis  underneath. 
Are  to  the  main  as  inconsiderable. 
And  harmless,  if  not  wholesome,  as  a  sneett 
To  man*s  less  universe,  and  soon  are  gone. 

MiUon'B  Paradise  Regamed 

Call  jou  these  peals  of  thunder  but  the  yawn 
Of  beUowing  doads  7  by  Jove,  Ihey  seem  to  me 
The  world's  last  groans !   and  these  vast  sheets 
of  flame 


Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  cry 
These  dreadAil  summoners  grace. 

8kdk$.  King  Ittar. 

Blow,  wind,  and  crack  your  cheeks !  rage !  blow ! 

You  cataracts  and  burricanoes,  spout 

Till  you  have  drench*d  our  steeples,  drown*d  the 

cocks! 
You  sulphurous  and  thought-executing  fires, 
Vaunt-oouriers  to  oak-cleaving  thunder-bolts. 
Singe  my  white  bead!    And  thou,  all-shaking 

thunder. 

Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'  the  worki! 

Crack  natare*s  moulds,  all  germens  spill  at  once. 

That  make  ungratefld  man. 

Shfikt,  King  Lear. 

I  tax  not  you,  ye  elements,  with  unkindness, 
I  never  gave  yoo  kingdoms,  call'd  you  children. 
You  owe  me  no  subscription ;  why  then  let  &Q 
Ytut  horrible  displeasure;  here  I  stand,  yoor 

slave, 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak  and  despts'd  old  man. 

Shfoka,  King  Lmr, 

Alas,  sir !  are  yoa  here  7  things  that  love  night, 
Love  not  such  nights  as  these ;  the  wrathful  skies 
Callow  the  very  vrand*rers  of  the  dark. 
And  make  them  keep  their  oaves :  since  I  was 

man. 
Such  sheets  of  fire,  such  bursts  of  horrid  thunder. 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard. 

Shaka,  King  Lear. 

Far  do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore, 
The  chiding  billows  seem  to  belt  the  clouds ; 
The  wind-shak*d  surge,  with  high  and  monstrous 

main. 
Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear, 
And  quench  the  guards  of  the  ever-fized  pole : 
I  never  did  like  molestation  view 
On  tHe  enchafed  flood. 


The  sun  and  moon,  run  down  like  waxen  globes, 

And  chaos  is  at  hand. 

Lee^8  (Edipn. 

The  gathering  clouds  like  meeting  armies 

Come  on  apace. 

Le^a  MUhridaita. 

*Tis  wen,  said  Jove,  and  for  consent. 

Thundering  he  shook  the  firmament 

PmwdL 


I  neard  the  wrack 
As  earth  ana  a&r  would  mingle ;  but  myself 
Was  distant,  ana  these  flows,  though  mortals  fear 

Uiem, 
As  dangerous  to  the  nillar'd  firame  of  heaven. 


Look,  from  the  torbid  south 
What  floods  of  flame  in  red  difiusion  burst. 
Frequent  and  flirioas,  darted  thro*  the  dark 
And  broken  ridges  of  a  thousand  clouds, 
Fil*d  hill  on  hill ;  and  hark,  the  thunder  rous'd. 
Groans  in  Jong  roarings  through  the  distant  gloom. 

MalieCa  Muafapka, 

*Tis  listening  fear  and  dumb  amaxement  all : 
When  to  the  startled  eye  the  sudden  glance 
Appears  far  south,  eruptive  thro*  the  cloud ; 
And  following  slower,  in  explosion  vast, 
Tho  thunder  raises  his  tremendous  voice. 

Thommm'a  Smaoma, 

From  cloud  to  cloud  the  rending  lightnings  rage; 
Till,  in  the  furious  elemental  war 
Dissolv*d,  the  whole  precipitated  mass 
Unbroken  floods  and  solid  torrents  pour. 

ThonwnCa  Seaaona, 

A  boding  silence  reigns, 
Dread  through  the  dun  expanse;  save  the  dnO 

sound 
That  fixvn  the  mountain,  previous  to  the  storm. 
Rolls  o'er  the  muttering  earth,  disturbs  the  flood, 
And  shakes  the  forest  leaf  without  a  breath. 
Prone,  to  tho  Lrwest  vale,  aerial  tribes 
Descend :  the  tempesi>loving  raven  scarce 
Dares  wing  tiie  dubious  dudL    In  avrful  gaae 
The  cattle  stand,  and  on  the  scowling  heavens 
Cast  a  deploring  eye ;  by  man  ibrsook. 
Who  to  the  crowded  cottage  hies  him  fast, 
Skaka^  Otheuo.   Qj  g^gj^g  |]|e  shelter  of  the  downward  cave. 

Tkomaon''a  Saaamaa. 

GaUt  hears  appall'd,  with  deepIy-trouUed  tbooght, 

And  yet  not  always  on  the  guilty  head 

Descends  the  fated  flash. 

Themaon'a  Sesssat. 
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Then  iesues  forth  the  stonn  with  sudden  buret, 
And  hurls  the  whole  precipitated  air, 
Down,  in  a  torrent    On  the  passive  main 
Descends  the  ethereal  force,  and  with  strongs  gust 
Turns  from  its  bottom  the  disco1our*d  deep. 
Thro*  the  black  ni^rht  that  sits  immense  around, 
LashM  into  foam,  the  fierce  contendingr  brine 
Seems  o'er  a  thousand  raging  waves  to  bum. 

ThcmMon's  Staaom. 

Along  the  woods,  along  the  moorish  fens. 
Sighs  the  sad  genius  of  the  coming  storm ; 
And  up  among  the  loose  disjointed  clifis. 
And  /racturM  mountains  wild,  the  brawling  brook 
And  eave,  presageful,  send  a  hollow  moan, 
Resounding  long  in  listening  fancy's  ear. 

7Aomjon*«  8eaB&u» 

Thro'  an  the  burden'd  air, 
Long  groans  are  heard,  shrill  sounds  and  distant 

sighs. 
That,  utter'd  by  the  demon  of  the  night. 
Warn  the  devoted  wretch  of  woo  and  death. 

ThomtorCa  Seattnu, 

In  vain  for  him  the  officious  wife  prepares 
The  fire  fair  blazing,  and  the  vestment  warm ; 
In  vain  his  little  children,  peeping  out 
Into  the  mingling  storm,  demand  their  sire, 
With  tears  of  artless  innocencfe.    Alas  I 
Nor  wife,  nor  children,  more  shall  he  behold. 
Nor  friends,  nor  sacred  home.    On  eyery  nerve 
The  deadly  winter  seizes ;  shuts  up  sense ; 
And,  o'er  his  inmost  vitals  creeping  cold. 
Lays  him  along  the  snows,  a  stificn'd  corse, 
Stretch'd  out,  and  bleaching  in  the  northern  blast 

TTiommnCt  Seasont, 

Oh !  when  the  growling  windit  contend,  and  all 
The  sdunding  forest  fluctuates  in  the  storm ; 
To  sink  in  warm  repose,  and  hear  the  din 
Howl  o'er  the  steady  battlements,  delights 
Above  the  luxury  of  vulgar  sleep. 

Amutrong^M  Art  of  Preserving  HeaUh. 

Peace,  peace— thou  rash  and  unadvised  man 
Oh !  add  not  to  this  night  of  nature's  horrors 
The  darker  shadowing  of  thy  wicked  fears. 
The  hand  of  heaven,  not  man,  is  dealing  with  us, 
And  thoughts  like  thine  do  make  it  deal  thus 
sternly.  JIfaturifi's  Btrtrwiu 

The  strife  of  fiends  is  on  the  battling  clouds. 
The  glare  of  hell  is  in  these  sulphurous  lightnings; 
This  is  no  earthly  storm. 

Jtftfturtfi's  Bertram, 

Of  winds  and  waves,  the  strangely  mingled  sounds 
Ride  heavily ;  the  nightwinds  hollow  sweep, 
Mocking  the  sounds  of  human  lamentation. 

Maturin*$  Bertram, 


Monk,  —  ?^w  hast  thou  &red  in  this  most  awful 

time? 
Prior* — As  one  whom  fear  did  not  make  pitiless : 
I  bow'd  me  at  the  cross  for  those  whose  heads 
Are  naked  to  the  visiting  blasts  of  heav'n 
In  this  its  hour  of  wrath.  — 
For  the  lone  traveller  on  the  hill  of  storms, 
For  the  toss'd  shipman  on  the  perilous  deep ; 
TiU  the  last  peal  that  thunder'd  o'er  mine  head 
Did  £)rce  a  cry  of —  mercy  for  myselC 

Matvrin*8  Bertram. 

Storms,  whect  I  was  young. 
Would  still  pass  o'er  like  nature's  fitful  fevers, 
And  render'd  all  mo:e  wholesome.    Now  their 

rage. 
Sent  thus  unseasonably  and  profitless. 
Speaks  like  the  threats  of  heaven. 

Maturities  Bertram, 

The  night  grows  wond'rous  dork :  deep  swelling 

gusts 
And  sultry  stillness  take  the  rule  by  turn, 
Whilst  o'er  our  heads  the  black  and  heavy  clouds 
Roll  slowly  on.    This  surely  bodes  a  storm. 

Joanna  BaiiUe^s  Rayner, 

Ev'n  o'er  ray  head 
The  sofl  and  roisty-textur'd  clouds  seem  chang'd 
To  piles  of  hardcn'd  rocks,  which  from  their  base, 
Like  the  upbrcaking  of  a  ruin'd  world. 
Are  hurl'd  with  force  tremendous. 

Joan:na  BaiUie*s  Rayner, 

He  comes  \  dread  Brama  shakes  the  sunless  sky 
With  murmuring  wrath,  and  thunders  from  on 

high ! 
Heaven's  fiery  horse,  beneath  his  warrior  form. 
Paws  the  light  clouds,  and  gallops  on  the  storm  I 
Wide  waves  his  flickering  sword,  his  bright  arms 

glow 
Like  summer  suns,  and  light  the  world  below  I 
Earth,  and  her  trembling  isles  in  ocean's  bed, 
Are  shook ;  and  nature  rocks  beneath  his  tread ! 

CampbeWs  Pleasures  rfHope 

*T  is  pleasant  by  the  cheerful  hearth  to  hear 
Of  tempests,  and  the  dangers  of  the  deep, 
And  pause  at  times  and  feel  that  we  are  safb ; 
Then  listen  to  the  perilous  tale  again. 
And  with  an  eager  and  suspended  soul 
Woo  terror  to  delight  us ;  but  to  hear 
The  roaring  of  the  raging  elements. 
To  know  all  human  skill,  all  human  strength. 
Avail  not;  to  look  round,  and^only  see 
The  mountain  wave  incumbent  with  its  weigm 
Of  bursting  waters  o'er  the  reeling  bark^— 
O  God  I  this  is  indeed  a  dreadful  thing  t 
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The  sky  is  changed  I  and  such  a  change  \  oh  night, 
And  storm,  and  darkness,  ye  are  wondrous  strong, 
Yet  lovely  in  your  strength,  as  is  the  light 
Of  a  dark  eye  in  woman !  far  akmg, 
From  peak  to  peak,  the  rattling  crags  among 
Leaps  the  live  tliundcr !  not  fit>m  <me  kne  cloud, 
J]ut  every  mountain  now  hath  found  a  tongue. 
And  Jura  answers  through  her  misty  shroud. 
Back  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her  aloud ! 
And  this  is  in  tlic  ni^ht :  —  Most  glorious  night ! 
I'hou  wert  not  sent  for  slumber !  let  mc  be 
A  sharer  in  thy  fierce  and  far  delight, — 
A  portion  of  the  tempest  and  of  thee  ! 
How  the  lit  lake  shines,  a  phosphoric  sea. 
And  tlic  big  rain  comes  dancing  on  the  earth ! 
And  now  again  'tis  black, — and  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  shakes  with  its  mountain-mirth, 
As  if  they  did  rejoice  o*er  a  young  earthquake's 
birth.  Byron's  CkUde  Harold, 

Tlie  sky 
Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  tliundcr. 
In  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fast,  and  show 
In  forked  flashes  a  commanding  tempest 

ByrotCo  Sardanapah/s. 

Hark,  hark !  deep  sounds,  and  deeper  still, 
Are  howling  from  the  mountain's  bosom : 
There's  not  a  breath  of  wind  upon  the  hill. 
Yet  quivers  every  lea^  and  drops  each  blossom : 
Earth  groans  as  if  beneath  a  heavy  load. 

Byron's  Heaven  and  Earth. 
The  billows  are  leaping  around  it. 

The  bark  is  weak  and  frail. 
The  sea  looks  black,  and  the  clouds  that  bound  it 

Darkly  strew  the  gale.  SheUey. 

I  stood  where  tlie  deepening  tempest  pass'd, 
The  strong  trees  groan'd  in  the  sounding  blast, 
The  murmuring  deep— with  its  wrecks  roU'd  on ; 
The  clouds  o'ersliadow'd  the  mighty  sun  ; 
The  low  reeds  bent  by  the  streamlet's  side. 
And  hills  to  the  thunder-peal  re)Jied ; 
The  lightning  burst  on  its  fearful  way, 
>Vhilo  the  heavens  were  lit  in  its  red  array. 

WiUis  Ga^d  Clark. 

The  night  came  down  in  terror.    Through  the  air 

Mountains  of  clouds,  with  lurid  summits  roll'd ; 

"^rho  lightning  kindling  with  its  vivid  glarb 

l^heir  outlines,  as  they  rose,  heap'd  ibid  on  fold. 

The  wind,  in  fitful  sighs,  swept  o'er  the  sea ; 

And  tlicn  a  sudden  lull,  gentle  as  sleep, 

Soil  as  an  infiint'a  breathing,  seem'd  to  be 

l<ain  like  enchantment,  on  the  throbbing  deep, 

Uut  false  Uie  calm !  for  soon  the  strengthened  gale 

liurffi  in  one  ioud  explosion,  far  and  wide^ 

biuivning  the  thunaer  s  voice ! 

£oes  SargenVs  Poems, 
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Tho'  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  strong  and  lustj 

For  in  my  youth  I  never  did  apply 

Hot  and  rebellious  liquors  in  my  blood ; 

Nor  did  I  with  un bashful  fbrcliead  woo 

The  means  of  weakness  and  debility: 

Therefore  my  age  is  as  a  lusty  winter. 

Frosty,  but  kindly. 

Shales.  As  yoo  like  ix 

Philosophy,  religious  solitude 
And  labour  wait  on  temperance ;  in  tiicse 
Desire  is  bounded :  they  instruct  the  mind*s 

And  body's  action. 

NaWs  Mieroeosmus 

Health  and  liberty 

Attend  on  these  bare  meals ;  if  all  were  blest 

With  such  a  temperance,  what  man  would  fawn, 

Or  to  his  belly  sell  his  liberty  ? 

There  would  bo  then  no  sIaves,'no  sycophants 

At  great  men's  tables. 

May's  Old  Couple 

With  riotous  banquets,  sicknesses  came  in. 
When  death  'gan  muster  all  his  dismal  band 
Of  pale  diseases. 

May's  Old  CoupU 

From  our  tables  here,  no  painful  surfeits. 
No  fed  diseases  grow,  to  strangle  nature. 
And  suffocate  the  active  brain ;  no  fevers. 
No  apoplexies,  palsies  or  catarrhs 
Are  here ;  where  nature,  not  entic'd  at  all 
With  such  a  dang'rous  bait  as  pleasant  catcs. 
Takes  in  no  more  than  she  can  govern  well. 

May's  Old  Couple. 

He,  who  the  rules  of  temperance  neglects. 
From  a  good  cause  may  produce  vile  eflects. 

J^tke's  Adventures  of  Five  Hours 

If  thou  well  obser\'e  • 
The  rule  of — not  too  much,  — by  temperance 

taught 
In  what  thou  eat'st  and  drink's!,  seeking  from 

theoee 
Due  nourishment,  not  gluttonous  delight, 
'Till  many  years  over  thy  head  return : 
So  may's  thou  live,  till  like  ripe  fruit  tlioa  drop^ 
Into  thy  mother's  lap,  or  be  with  ease 
Grather'd,  not  harshly  pluck'd ;  in  death  ma  tare 

MUtaa. 

O  madness,  to  think  use  of  strongest  wines 
And  strongest  drinks  our  chief  support  of  hcaldi ; 
When  God,  with  these  forbidden,  made  choice  to 

rear 
His  mighty  champion,  strong  above  compare. 
Whose  drink  was  only  from  the  liquid  brook. 

Milton's  Samson  AgonisUa. 
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If  men  will  shun  swoln  fbrtime*s  ruinous  blastsv 
Let  tbem  use  temperanco :  noUiing  violent  lasts. 

W,  Sirachty, 

Fatal  effects  of  luxury  and  ease ! 

Wc  drink  our  poison,  and  we  cat  disease, 

Indulge  our  senses  at  our  reason*s  cost, 

Till  sense  is  pain,  and  reason  hurt  or  lost 

Not  so,  O  temperance   bland !   when   ruPd   bj 

tlieo. 
The  brute  *8  obedient,  and  tlie  man  is  free. 
Sol  are  his  slumbers,  balmy  is  his  rest. 
His  veins  not  boiling  from  tlie  midnight  feast 
TouchM  by  Aurora*s  rosy  hand,  he  wakes 
Peaceful  and  calm,  and  with  the  world  partakes 
The  joyful  dawnings  of  returning  day. 
For  which  their  grateful  thanks  the  whole  creation 

pay. 

All  bui  the  human  bruto:  'tis  he  alone. 
Whose  works  of  darkness  fly  the  rising  sun. 
*T  is  to  thy  rules,  O  temperance !  that  we  owe 
All  pleasures,  which  from  health  and  strength  can 

flow; 
Vigour  of  body,  purity  of  mind, 
Unclouded  reason,  sentiments  reflnM, 
Unmixt,  untainted  joys,  without  remorse, 
Tb^  intemperate  sinner*s  never-failing  curse. 

Mary  Chandler. 

Tp  mix  the  food  by  vicious  rules  of  art. 
To  kill  the  stomach  and  to  sink  the  heart. 
To  make  mankind  to  social  virtue  sour. 
Cram  o'er  each  dish,  and  be  what  they  devour; 
For  this  the  kitchen  muse  first  f>am*d  her  book, 
Commanding  sweat  to  steam  from  ev*ry  cook ; 
Children  no  more  their  antic  gambols  tried. 
And  friends  to  physic  wonder*d  why  they  died. 
Not  so  the  Yanke ;  his  abundant  feast. 
With  simplesfurnishM,  and  with  plainness  dress'd, 
A  numerous  offspring  gathers  round  his  board. 
And  cheers  alike  the  servant  and  the  lord ; 
Whose  well-bought  Jiimger  prompts  the  joyous 

taste. 
And  health  attendft  tham  from  the  ahort  leposl 

Jod  Barlow, 

Temperate  in  every  place, — abroad,  at  home, 
Thence  will  applause,  and  hence  wiU  profit  come ; 
And  health  flrom  either  he  in  time  prepares 
For  sickness,  age,  and  their  attendant  cares. 

Crabbe.  ^  The  Borough. 

Beware  the  bowl !  though  rich  and  bright 
Its  rubies  flash  upon  the  sight. 
An  adder  coils  ita  depths  beneath, 
Whose  lure  is  woe,  whose  sting  is  death. 

StreeCi  Poemo, 
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But  all  in  vain :  no  fort  can  be  eo  strong, 
No  fleshly  oreast  can  armed  be  so  sound. 
But  will  at  last  be  won  with  battery  long, 
Or  unawares  at  disadvantage  found : 
Nothing  is  sure  tiiat  grows  on  earthly  ground : 
And  who  most  trusts  in  arm  of  fleshly  might. 
And  boasts  in  beauty's  x^liain  not  to  be  b<iund. 
Doth  soonest  fall  in  disadvcnturous  fight, 
And  yields  his  caitiff  neck  to  victor's  most  (lespigltt 

Spenser^s  Fairy  Queen, 

What !  do  1  love  her. 
That  I  desire  to  speak  to  her  again  ? 
And  feast  upon  her  eyes  7  wimt  is 't  I  dream  on  ' 
O  cunning  enemy,  tliat  to  catch  a  saint. 
With  saints  dost  be  it  thy  hook !  most  dangerous 
Is  that  temptation  tlmt  doth  goad  us.  on 
To  sin,  in  loving  virtue. 

\  Skaka.  Mea,  for  Mta» 

Look  upon  the  stry  mother  of  mischief. 
Who  as  her  daughters  ripen,  and  do  bud 
Their  youthful  spring,  straight  she  instructs  them 

how 
To  set  a  gloss  on  beauty,  add  a  lustre 
To  the  defect  of  nature  ;  how  to  use 
The  mystery  of  painting,  curling,  powd'ring. 
And  with  strange  periwigs,  pin-knots,  bordering;* 
To  deck  them  up  like  a  winter's  bush, 
For  men  to  gaze  at  on  a  midsummer  night 

Swetnam  the  Woman-Hotti 

And  these  once  learn'd,  what  wants  the  temptc; 

now, 
To  snare  the  stoutest  champion  of  men  7 

Swehfom  the  Woman-Hater, 

What  a  frail  thing  is  man !  it  is  not  worth 
Our  gloVy  to  be  chaste,  while  we  deny 
Mirth  and  converse  with  women :  He  is  good. 
That  dares  the  tempter,  yet  corrects  his  blood. 

Shirley'9  Lady  of  PUa$ure, 

The  devil  vrtkM  piqued  such  sointship  to  behold^ 
And  long'd  to  tempt  him,  like  good  Job  of  Qld » 
But  Satan  now  is  wiser  than  of  yore. 
And  tempts  by  making  rich,  not  making  poor 

Papers  Moral  Easay% 

But  who  can  view  the  ripen'd  rose,  nor  seek 
To  wear  it  7  who  can  curiously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  beauty's  choen.. 
Nor  feel  the  heart  can  never  all  grow  old  7 

Byron's  ChUde  Harola 

Could'st  thou  boast,  oh  child  of  weakness? 

O'er  the  sons  of  wrong  and  strife. 

Were  their  strong  temptations  planted 

In  thy  pats  of  life  7 

WhiUier'i  PotmB 
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And  while  in  peaoo  abiding 

Withia  a  ihelter'd  home, 
Wc  lee.  as  sin  and  evii 

C^uld  never,  never  come; 
But  let  the  strong  temptatiaii  riscii 

As  whirlwinds  sweep  the  sea^ 
We  find  no  strength  to  'scape  the  wreck. 

Save,  pitying  God,  la  Thee! 

Mr$.  HMb  AUe$  J7«y. 


THIEVES. 

lliicves  for  tlieir  robbery  have  authority. 
When  judges  steal  themselves. 

Skak9.  Mm.  far  Mm. 

Nay,  take  my  life  and  all,  pardon  not  that ; 
You  take  my  house,  when  you  do  take  the  prop 
That  doth  sustain  my  house :  you  take  my  life. 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 

Shaka.  Merchant  if  Vtmcf. 

I  '11  example  you  with  thievery, 

The  sun 's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attractioa 

Kobs  the  vast  sea :  the  moon  *8  an  arrant  thie( 

And  her  pale  face  she  snatches  from  the  sun ; 

'[lie  sea  'a  a  thief^  whose  liquid  surge  resolves 

The  moon  into  salt  tears ;  the  earth 's  a  tliie( 

That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  composture  stolen 

F>om  general  excrement:  each  tiling's  a  thief; 

riie  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough 

power 

Have  uncheck'd  thefl. 

SkaJn.  Tlmon. 

Bankrupts,  hold  fast; 
Rather  than  render  back,  out  with  your  knives. 
And  cut  your  trusters'  throats;  bound  servants, 

steal! 
Largc-handed  robbers  yoor  gravo  masters  are, 
And  pill  by  law. 

Shaht,  Timan. 

Shun  such  as  lounge  tlirough  afUsmoons  and  eves. 
And  on  thy  dial  write  —  ■*  Beware  of  thieves !" 
Felon  of  minutes,  never  taught  to  feel 
7'he  worth  of  treasures  which  thy  fingers  steal; 
Pick  my  left  pocket  of  its  silver  dime, 
Hut  spare  the  right,  ^  it  holds  my  golden  time ! 
O.  W,  Hobiua. —  A  Rhymed  LemoiL 


THOUGHT. 

ri«ce  out  our  imperfections  with  yoor  thoughts. 

oAfluci.  Henry  v. 

Love's  heralds  should  be  thoughts, 
Vihich  ten  times  faster  glide  than  the  sunbeams, 
Urivuig  back  shadows  over  lowering  hills. 

Shaka,  Romeo  and  JuUeL 


Cvold  we  but  koep  our  spirit  to  that  heiglit, 

We  might  be  happy ;  but  the  day  wiU  sink 

Its  tliooghts  immortal. 

Bynu 

Return,  my  thoughts,  come  home  ! 
Ye  wild  and  wing'd !  what  do  ye  o'er  the  deep  7 
And  wherefore  thus  th'  abyss  of  time  o'ersweep 

As  birds  the  ocean  foam  ? 

Oh,  no !  return  ye  not ! 
Still  fiirther,  loftier  let  your  soarings  be ! 
Go,  bring  me  strength  from  joumeyings  bright 
and  free 

O'er  many  a  haunted  spot 

Go,  visit  cell  and  shrine 

Where  woman   has  endur'd!  —  through  wroQg, 

through  scorn, 

Unshar'd  by  fame  —  yet  silently  upborua 

By  promptings  more  divine ! 

Mr$,  Hemmua 

To  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can  givo 
Thoughts  that  do  oflcn  lio  too  deep  lor  tears. 

Wordneorik. 

Who  can  mistake  great  thoughts  ? 
They  seize  upon  the  mind ;  arrest,  and  search. 
And  shake  it ;  bow  the  tall  soul  as  by  the  wind ; 
Rush  over  it  like  rivers  over  reeds, 
Which  quiver  in  the  current;  turn  us  cold. 
And  pak,  and  voiceless ;  leaving  in  the  brain 
A  rocking  and  a  ringing,  —  glorious, 
But  momentary ;  madness  might  it  last, 
And  close  the  soul  with  Heaven  as  with  a  seaL 

Bailey's  FeUas 

Not  a  single  path 
Of  thought  I  tread,  but  that  it  leads  to  God. 

Baticy's  FetUu. 

Fine  thoughts  are  wealth,  Ibr  the  right  use  of 

which 
Men  are,  and  ought  to  be,  acoomitable. 

Bailey'9  FeaioM. 

All  the  past  of  Time  reveals 

A  bridal  dawn  of  thunder-peals. 
Whenever  Thouglit  hath  wedded  Fact 


We  met,  and  we  drank  from  the  crystalline  well, 
Tliat  flows  from  the  fountains  of  science  above; 
On  the  beauties  of  thought  we  would  silently 
dwell. 
Till  we  k»k'd  —  though  we  never  were  tolking 
of  k)ve.  PerctoJ. 

An  thoughts  that  mould  the  age,  begin 
Deep  down  within  the  primitive  soul ; 
And  from  the  many,  slowly  upward  win  ' 
To  one  who  grasps  the  whole. 

James  RuaodL  LawoU 
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All  thought  begins  m  feeling, — wide 

In  the  great  maei  its  base  is  hid. 

And,  narrowing  up  to  thought,  stands  glorified, 

A  moveless  pyraniid. 

Jamet  Ruuell  LmodL 

Many  are  the  thoughts  that  come  to  me 

In  my  Icmoly  musing; 
And  they  drift  so  strange  and  swift, 

There  *8  no  time  for  choosing 
Which  to  ibUow,  for  to  leave 

Any,  .ecm.  .  lowng.  4,  p  p^^ 

Thoughts  of  my  soul,  how  swift  ye  go ! 

Swill  as  the  eagle's  glanco  of  fire. 
Or  arrows  from  the  archer's  bow, 

To  the  far  aim  of  your  desire ! 
Thought  after  thought,  ye  thronging  rise. 

Like  spring-doves  from  the  startled  wood. 
Bearing  like  them  your  sacrifice 

Of  ma«o  unto  God !  yfhiuit,^  Poem^ 

The  car  without  horses,  the  car  without  wings, 

Rnars  onward  and  fiies 

On  its  pale  iron  edge, 
*Ncath  the  heat  of  a  thought  sitting  still  in  our 
eyes.  Mi$$  BarretCi  Poenu, 

As  streams  the  lightning  o'er  a  stormy  sky. 
Thus  Thought  amid  the  tumult  flashes  forth! 

For  mighty  minds  at  rest  too  oflen  lie. 

Like  clouds  in  upper  air,  cold,  calm  and  high. 
Till,  terapest-toes'd  and  driven  toward  the  earth. 

They  meet  the  uprising  mass,—- and  then  is 
wrought 

Hie  burning  thunderbolt  of  human  Thought, 
That  sends  the  living  light  of  Truth  abroad. 
And  dashes  down  the  towers  of  Force  and  Fraud, 
And  awes  the  trembling  world  like  oracle  of 
God  *  Mr$.  Hale. 

Thoughts  flit  and  flutter  through  the  mind. 
As  o'er  the  waves  the  shifting  wind ; 
Trackless  and  traceless  is  their  flight, 
As  falling  stars  of  yesternight, 
Or  the  old  tide-marks  on  the  shore. 
Which  other  tides  have  rippled  o'er. 

Z/r.  Bcwnng* 

Stay,  winged  Thought !  I  fain  would  question  thee  I 

Though  thy  bright  pinion  is  less  palpable 

Tlian  filmy  gossamer,  more  swift  in  flight 

Thaji  light's  transmitted  ray. 

Mtt.  Sigmnuy. 

Human  thotght, 
^Oh  poet,  Hghtiy  may  take  wondrous  wings. 
Thy  careless  link  binds  words  to  travel  far ; 
And  as  thy  sway  of  the  world's  heart,  will  be 
Thy  reckoning  with  thy  Maker. 


So  truly,  faithfully,  my  heart  is  thine. 

Dear  Thought,  that  when  I  am  debarred  fit)ni 

thee. 
By  the  vain  tumult  of  vain  company ; 
And  when  it  seems  to  be  the  fix'd  design 
Of  heedless  hearts,  who  never  can  incline 
Themselves  to  seek  thy  rich,  though  hiddet. 

charms. 
To -keep  me  daily  from  thy  outstfctch'd  arms  — 
My  soul  sinks  faint  within  me,  and  I  pine 
As  lover  pines  when  fix>m  his  love  apart ; 
For  thou  'rt  the  honour'd  mi^tresis  of  my  hearty 
Pure,  quiet,  beautiful,  beloved  Thought ! 

Canline  May, 
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Hence, 
Horrible  villain !  or  I  'II  spurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me ;  I  'U  unchain  thy  head ; 
Thou  shalt  be  whipt  with  wire,  and  stew'd  in  brine, 
Smarting  in  ling'ring  pickle. 

Shak§,  Antony  and  CUopatitk 

Hence,  begone :. — 
But  if  thou,  jealous,  dost  return  to  pry 
In  what  I  further  shall  intend  to  do. 
By  heaven,  I  will  tear  thee  joint  by  joint. 
And  strew  this  hungry  churchyard  with  thy  limbs. 

ShakM.  Romeo  and  JuUet, 

If  thou  neglect'st,  or  dost  unwillingly 
What  I  command,  I'll  rack  thee  with  old  cramps, 
Fill  all  thy  bones  with  aches ;  make  thee  roar, 
That  beasts  shall  tremble  at  thy  din. 

Shaks,  TempeiL 

If  thou  more  murm'rest,  I  will  rend  an  oak. 
And  peg  tbee  in  his  knotty  entrails,  till 
Thou  hast  howl'd  away  twelve  winters. 

Shake,  Temped, 
Unhand  mo,  gentlemen ;  — 
By  heaven,  I  'U  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets  me. 

Shake,  HamUt. 

Leave  wringing  of  your  hands :  peace ;  sit  yon 

down. 
And  let  me  wring  your  heart :  for  so  I  shall, 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuff; 
If  damned  custom  hath  not  braz'd  it  so, 
Hiat  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 

Shake,  Hamtei 

He  that  sthv  next  to  carve  fiirth  his  own  rage. 
Holds  his  soul  light ;  he  dies  upon  his  motion. 

Shake,  OlMU 

Villains,  set  down  the  eorse ;  or,  by  Samt  Pa«i^ 
I  '11  make  a  corse  of  him  that  disobeys. 

Shake.  Richard  lU 

44* 
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I  Ml  note  you  in  my  book  of  mcmoiy, 
To  scourge  you  for  this  reprehension ; 
Lxxik  to  it  well,  and  say  you  arc  well  wornM. 

SlutU  Hmry  VL    Part  /. 

Tninanncr^d  dog!  stand  thou  when  I  oommand: ' 
Advance  lliy  li.ilbcrt  higher  than  my  brcasit,  | 

Or,  by  Sdint  Paul,  I  '11  strike  Ihcc  to  my  fool,         | 
And  spurn  upon  thcc,  beggar,  for  thy  boldness.      ' 

Shake,  Richard  1 1  J. 

Percy  is  but  my  factor,  good  my  lord, 

T  enorross  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf;  < 

And  I  will  call  him  to  so  strict  account, 

That  be  shall  render  every  glory  up. 

Yea,  even  the  HJightost  worship  of  his  time, 

Or  I  will  tear  the  reckoning  from  his  heart. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.     Part  I. 

Back  to  thy  punishment, 
False  fugitive,  and  to  thy  speed  add  wings, 
Ixst  with  a  whip  of  scorpions  I  pursue 

Thy  ling' ring. 

Miiton'g  ParadUe  LoH, 

Do  me  justice, 
Or,  by  the  gods,  I  *\\  lay  a  scene  of  blood. 
Shall  make  tliis  dwelling  horrible  to  nature. 

Otway'B  Orphan. 

Oh !  wert  thou  young  again,  I  would  put  off 
My  majesty  to  be  more  terrible ; 
That  hkc  an  angel  I  might  strike  this  hare. 
Trembling  on  earth!   shake  tlico  to  dust,  and 

tear 
Thy  heurt  for  this  bold  lie,  thou  feeble  dotard. 

Lee*8  Alexander. 

Speak  then,  or  I  will  tear  thee  limb  from  limb : 
Thou  shalt  be  safe,  if  thou  confess  the  truth ; 
But  if  thou  liidc  aught  from  me,  I  will  rack  thee, 
Till  witli  thy  horrid  groans  thou  wake  tlic  dead : 
Or  I  will  cut  thee  to  anatomy. 
And  search  through  all  thy  veins  to  find  it  out 

Lee^s  Cduar  Borgia, 

Old  as  I  am,  and  qucnchM  with  scars  and  sor. 

rows, 
Vet  could, I  make  this  witherM  ann  do  wonders. 
And  open  in  an  enemy  such  wounds, 
Mercy  would  weep  to  look  on. 

Roche$ter*8  VaUntinian. 

Btand  there,  damnM  meddling  villain,  and  be 
silent ;  , 

For  if  tliou  uttVest  but  a  single  word, 
A  coogh  or  hem,  to  cross  me  in  my  speech 
•  *1!  send  thy  cursed  spirit  fVom  the  earth, 
'I'u  bellow  with  tbo  oannM  I 

Joantifa  BaiUie*9  Ba»iL 


THIRST. 

Till  taught  by  pain, 
Men  really  know  not  what  good  water  *s  worth 
If  you  had  been  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 
Or  with  a  fiunishM  boafs^rcw  had  your  berth. 
Or  in  the  desert  heard  the  earners  bell. 
You  M  wish  yourself  where  truth  is — in  a  well 

Bym 

The  panting  thirst,  which  scorches  in  the  breath 
Of  those  that  die  the  soldier's  fiery  death, 
In  vain  impels  the  burning  moutli  to  crave 
One  drop  —  one  last  —  to  cool  it  for  the  grave. 

ByrofCa  Lart. 

Tlie  incessant  fever  of  that  arid  thirst 
Which  welcomes  as  a  well  the  clouds  that  bust 
Above  their  naked  heads,  and  feels  delight 
In  tlie  cdd  drcnchings  of  the  stormy  night 

ByrvCe  Idand. 


TIME. 


Time  hath,  my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his  back, 

Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion, 

A  great-sizM  monster  of  ingratitudes : 

Those  scraps  are  good  deeds  past :   which  ars 

devoured 

As  fast  as  tliey  are  made,  forgotten  as  soon 

As  done. 

Shaks.  TnUuM  and  Crtmda. 

I  bring  the  truth  to  light,  detect  the  ill; 
My  native  greatness  scorneth  bounded  ways ; 
Untimely  power,  a  few  days  ruin  will ; 
Yea,  worth  itself  falls,  till  I  list  to  raise. 
The  earth  is  mine ;  of  eartlily  things  tlie  care 
I  leave  to  men  that,  like  tliem,  eartlily  are. 

Lord  Brooke^o  MuaiajAt, 

Even  such  is  time,  that  takes  on  trust 
Our  youth,  our  joys,  our  all  we  have, 
And  pays  us  but  with  age  and  dust ; 
Who  in  the  dark  and  silent  grave. 
When  we  liave  wander*d  all  our  wayi^ 
Shuts  op  the  stoiy  of  our  daya  I 

Sir  W.  kaUigtu 

Time  is  the  feathcrM  thing. 

And,  whilst  I  praise 

The  sparkling  of  thy  loclu,  and  oail  them  raysi 

Takes  wing  — 

Leaving  behind  him,  as  he  flics, 

An  onperceived  dimness  in  thine  eyes. 

Maypt, 

Old  time  will  end  our  story ; 
But  no  time,  if  we  end  well,  will  end  our  glory« 
Beaumont  and  FUichtr'o  Sea  Voytg^ 


TIME. 


523 


ninc*B  minutes,  whilst  they  *re  told, 

Do  make  us  old ; 

And  every  sand  of  bis  fleet  glass^ 

Increasing  age  as  it  doth  pass, 

Insensibly  sowis  wrinkles  thpre. 

Where  flowers  and  roses  do  appear.  «^ 

Time  flows  from  instants,  and  of  these,  each  one 
Sliould  be  cstoem'd,  as  if  it  were  alone : 
The  shortest  space,  which  we  so  highly  prize 
When  it  is  coming,  and  before  our  eyes, 
Ixt  it  but  slide  into  th*  eternal  main. 
No  reulms,  no  worlds  can  purchase  it  again : 
Ucraembrance  only  makes  the  footsteps  last. 
When  winged  time,  whi<;h  flx*d  the  prints,  is  past 

Sir  John  Beaumont, 

Time  lays  his  hand 
On  pyramids  of  brass,  and  ruins  quite 
What  all  the  fond  lirtificers  did  tbink 
Immortal  workmanship;  he  sends  his  worms 
To  books,  to  old  records,  and  they  devour 
Th*  inscriptions.     He  loves  ingratitude. 
For  he  destroys  the  memory  of  man. 

Sir  W.  DavmanCB  Crud  Brother. 

Our  time  consumes  like  smoke,  and  posts  away ; 
Nor  can  we  treasure  up  a  month  or  day. 
The  sand  within  the  transitory  glass 
Doth  haste,  and  so  our  silent  minutes  pass. 

Wathyna, 

Desire  not  to  live  long,  but  to  live  well ; 
How  long  we  live,  not  years,  but  actions  tell. 

Waikyn$, 

rime,  the  prime  minister  of  death, 

There 's  nought  can  bribe  his  honest  will ; 

He  stops  the  richest  tyrant^s  breath, 

And  lays  his  mischief  still. 

Marvd, 

Time  wears  all  his  locks  behind ; 

Take  thou  hold  upon  bis  forehead ; 

When  he  flies,  he  turns  no  more, 

And  behind  his  scalp  is  naked. 

Works  adjourn'd  have  many  stays; 

liong  demurs  breed  new  delays. 

Robert  Souikwdi, 

Fly,  envious  Time,  till  thou  run  out  thy  race, 
Call  on  the  lazy  leaden  stepping  hours, 
Where  speed  is  bul  the  heavy  plummet's  pace ; 
And  glut  thyself  with  what  thy  womb  devours^ 
W^hich  is  no  more  than  what  }s  false  and  vain, 
And  merely  mortal  dross. 

MOttm. 

The  greatest  schemes  that  human  wit  can  ibrge, 

Or  bold  ambition  dares  to  put  in  practice, 

Depend  upon  our  husbanding  a  moment. 

Aoips. 


The  bell  strikes  one.     We  take  no  note  of  time, 
But  from  its  loss.     To  give  it  tlien  a  tongue. 
Is  wise  in  man.     As  if  an  angel  spoke, 
I  feel  the  solemn  sound.     If  heard  aright. 
It  is  the  knell  of  my  departed  hours ; 
Where  are  they  7   With  the  years  beyond  tlie  flood. 
It  is  the  signal  that  demands  despatch : 
How  much  is  to  be  done  I 

Young's  Night  Tlioughte. 

Youth  is  not  rich  in  time,  it  may  be  poor 
Part  with  it  as  with  money,  sparing ;  pay 
No  moment  but  in  purchase  of  its  worth ; 
And  what  it*s  worth  ask  death-beds;  they  can 
tolL  Yowng'e  Night  ThoughU, 

Time,  in  advance,  behind  him  hides  his  wings, 
And  seems  to  creep  decrepit  with  his  age ; 
Behold  him  when  past  by :  what  tlien  is  seen. 
But  his  broad  pinions  swifter  than  the  winds  7 
And  all  mankind'  in  contradiction  strong. 
Rueful,  aghast !  cry  out  on  his  career. 

Young's  Nighl  Thoughts. 

The  day  in  hand, 
Like  a  bird  struggling  to  get  loose,  is  going, 
Scarce  now  possessM — so  suddenly  *t  is  gone. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts, 

T^me,  which  all  things  else  removes, 

Still  heightens  virtue  and  improves. 

Gap 

Time  hurries  on. 

With  a  resistless,  unremitting  stream. 

Yet  treads  more  soft  tlian  e*er  did  midnight  thief, 

That  slides  his  hand  under  the  miser^s  pillow, 

And  carries  ofl*  his  prize. 

Blair's  Gravt, 

What  does  not  fade  7  the  tower,  that  long  had  stood 
The  crush  of  tliundor  and  the  waiving  winds. 
Shook  by  the  slow,  but  sure  destroyer,  time. 
Now  hangs  in  doubtful  ruins  o*er  its  base. 
And  flinty  pyramids,  and  walls  of  brass. 
Descend  ;  the  Babylonian  spires  are  sunk ; 
Achaia,  Rome,  and  Egypt  moulder  down. 
Time  shakes  the  stable  tyranny  of  thrones, 
Ajid  tottering  empires  crush  by  their  own  weight 
Armstrong's  Art  of  Preserving  Health. 
Time,  as  he  passes  us,  has  a  dove*s  wing, 
UnaoilM  and  swifl,  and  of  a  silken  sound. 

Cowper's  Task. 

SttU  on  it  creeps. 
Each  tittle  moment  at  another's  heels, 
Till  hoars,  days,  years,  and  ages  are  made  up 
Of  such  small  parts  as  these,  and  men  look  back 
Worn  and  bewilder'd,  wondering  how  it  is. 
Ilioa  trav*llest  like  a  ship  in  the  wide  ocean. 
Which  hath  no  boonding  abore  to  mark  its  progrees 

JerasM  BmUi^s  Ravmst 


Ves,  gentle  time,  thy  gradaal,  hoalingp  hand 

Hath  stolen  from  florrow*a  graip  the  envenomM 

dart; 

Sabmittiniir  to  thy  skill,  mj  paasiYe  heart 

Feois  that  no  grief  can  thy  soft  power  withstand ; 

And  though  my  aching  breast  still  heaves  the  sigh, 

Though  ofl  the  tear  swells  silent  in  mine  eye ; 

Yet  the  keen  pang,  the  agony  is  gone ; 

Sorrow  and  I  shall  part ;  and  these  faint  throes 

Are  but  the  remnant  of  severer  woes. 

Mrs.  Tigke, 

The  beantifier  of  the  dead, 

Adomcr  of  the  rain,  comforter 

And  only  healer  when  the  heart  hath  bled  — 

Time !  the  corrector  when  our  judgments  err. 

The  test  of  truth,  bve,  —  sole  philosopher* 

For  all  beside  are  sophists. 

■*  Where  is  the  world,**  cries  Yowig,  **  at  eighty  ? 

Where 
The  world  in  which  a  man  was  born  7**    Al&s ! 
Where  is  the  world  of  eight  years  past?    *Twas 

there  — 
I  look  for  it  —  *t  is  gone,  a  globe  of  glass ! 
Cracked,  ihiverM,  vanishM,  scarcely  gazed  on  ert 
A  silent  change  dissolves  the  glittering  mass. 
Statesmen,  chiefs,  orators,  queens,  patriots,  kings, 
And  dandies,  all  are  gone  on  the  wind's  wings. 

Chi!  on!  our  moments  hurry  by, 

Like  shadows  of  a  pasf  ing  cloud. 

Till  pcneral  darkness  wraps  the  sky, 

And  man  sleeps  senseless  in  his  shroud. 

He  sports,  he  trifles  time  away. 

Till  time  is  his  to  wa^to  no  more: 

Heedless  he  hears  the  surges  play; 

And  tlicn  is  dashM  upon  the  shore 

He  has  no  thought  of  coming  days. 

Though  they  alone  deserve  bis  thought, 

And  so  the  heedless  wanderer  strays. 

And  treasoies  nought  and  gathers  nought 

Though  unsdom  speak  —  his  ear  is  dull ; 

Though  virtue  smile  —  he  sees  her  not; 

His  cup  of  vanity  is  full ; 

And  all  besides  foregone*— > forgot. 

Bowring, 

Time  rolls  his  ceaseless  coune.    The  race  of  yore. 

Who  danc*d  our  infancy  upon  their  knee. 

And  told  our  marvelling  boyhood  legend's  store, 

Of  their  gtrange  ventures  happM  by  land  or  sea. 

How  are  they  blotted  from  the  things  that  be ! 

How  few,  all  weak  and  wither*d  of  their  force, 

Wait  on  the  verge  of  dark  eternity. 

Like  stranded  wrecks,  the  tide  returning  hoarse, 

T'l  sweep  tliem  from  oar  sight 

ScotL 


O  time,  that  ever  with  resistless  wing 
Cuts  off  our  joys  and  shortens  all  our  pain, 
lliott  great  destroyer  that  doth  always  bring 
Relief  to  man  •—  all  bow  beneath  thy  reign ; 
Nations  befere  thee  hH,  and  the  grim  king 
Of  death  and  tenor  follows  in  thy  train ! 


*i« 


"Hme  past,  and  time  to  come,  are  not — 

Time  present  is  our  only  lot ; 

O  God,  henceforth  our  hearts  incline 

To  seek  no  other  love  than  thine ! 

Koiugotunfm 

Touch  us  gently,  Hme! 

Let  us  glide  adown  ^y  stream 

Gently  —  as  we  sometimes  glide 

Through  a  quiet  dream! 

Bryan  W.  Pnettr. 

Then  haste  thee.  Time  —  *t  is  kindness  all 
That  speeds  thy  winged  feet  so  ftst; 

Thy  pleasures  stay  not  till  they  pall, 
And  ail  thy  pains  are  quickly  past 

Bryant$  Poau. 

Art  is  Jong  and  Time  is  fleeting, 
And  our  hearts,  though  stout  and  brave, 

Still  like  muflled  drums  are  beating 
Funeral  marches  to  the  grave. 

LongfeUow'a  Ptalm  tf  L^e, 

Tliere  is  no  charm  in  time  as  time,  nor  good : 
The  long  days  are  no  happier  than  the  short  ono. 

BaiUy'a  FeitMi. 

Time !  Time !  in  thy  triumphal  flight 

How  all  life's  phantom's  fleet  away ! 
The  smile  of  hope  and  young  delight. 

Fame's  meteor  beam,  and  &ncy's  ray ; 
They  fade ;  and  on  the  heaving  tide, 

RoIUng  its  stormy  waves  a&r. 
Are  home  the  wreck  of  human  pride. 

The  broken  wreck  of  Fortune's  war. 

James  G.  Bmkt. 

Remorseless  Time ! 

Fierce  spirit  of  the  glass  and  scythe— what  power 

Can  stay  him  in  his  silent  coarse,  or  melt 

His  iron  heart  with  pity ! 

Oeorg€  D.  Prenlki, 

Time 

Knows  not  the  weight  of  sleep  or  weariness, 

And  night's  deep  darkness  has  no  chain  to  bind 

His  rushing  pinion. 

Otgrge  D.  Prttt^ct, 

The  hours  are  viewless  angels, 

That  stiU  go  gliding  by. 

And  bear  each  minute's  record  up 

To  Him  who  sits  on  high. 

C.  P  Cratek. 


TIMIDITY  -TITLES  -TOKEN. 
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0  Time !  whose  rerdicts  mock  oar  oWii« 
The  only  righteous  judg^e  art  thou ! 

Thomas  W,  Panont, 

Oh !  never  chide  the  wing  of  time. 

Or  saj  H  is  tardy  in  its  flight  j 

You  *11  And  the  days  speed  quick  enough, 

If  you  but  husband  them  aright 

MifCook. 

Time  is  indeed  a  precious  boon. 
But  witli  the  boon  a  task  is  given ; 

The  heart  must  learn  its  duty  well 
To  man  on  earth  and  God  in  heaven. 

Jtffst  CooJb. 

Not  wholly  can  Uie  heart  unlearn 

The  lesson  of  its  better  hours, 

Nor  yet  has  Timers  dull  footstep  worn 

To  common  dust  the  path  of  flowers. 

WMtHer. 

Who,  looking  backward   from    his    manhood's 

prime. 
Sees  not  the  spectre  of  his  misspent  time? 

WhUHer*8  Poena. 

Ah,  sigh  not,  love,  to  mark  the  trace 

Of  Time*s  unsparing  wand  ! 
It  was  not  manhood's  outward  grace. 
No  charm  of  faultless  form  or  &.oe, 

Hiat  won  my  heart  and  hand. 

WtOUm  put  Palmer. 


TIMIDITY.  —  (See  Modesty.) 


TITLES- 

Titles  of  honour  add  not  to  his  worth, 
Who  is  an  honour  to  bis  title. 

F€ir^9  Ladft  Trial 

Man  —  is  name  of  honour  fi»r  a  king ; 
Additions  take  away  from  each  chief  thing. 

Chapman*8  Busty  D^Ambois. 

All  transitory  titles  I  detest, 

A  virtuous  life  I  mean  to  boast  alone :  • 

Our  birth 's  our  sires*,  our  virtues  be  our  own. 

DrayttnCs  Legend  cf  Matilda. 

1  look  down  upon  him 
With  such  contempt  and  sconi,  as  on  my  slave ; 
He 's  a  name  only,  and  all  good  in  him 
He  must  derive  &om  his  great-grandsiro's  ashes: 
For  bad  not  their  victorious  acts  bequeathed 
His  titles  to  him,  and  wrote  on  his  forehead  — > 
This  is  a  lord  -^  he  had  liv*d  unobseiyd 
By  any  man  of  mark,  and  died  as  one 
Amongst  the  common  rout. 

Beaumont  mud  Fletehor. 


Brush  off 
This  honoured  dust  that  soils  your  company ; 
This  thing  whom  nature  carelessly  obtruded 
Upon  the  world  to  teach  that  pride  and  fbOy 
Make  titular  greatness  the  envy  but 
Of  fools — the  wise  man's  pity. 

Habbingion's  Queen  of  Arragcm, 

I  learn'd  to  admire  goodness ;  that 
Gives  the  distinction  to  men ;  without 
This,  I  behold  them  but  as  pictures,  which 
Are  flourish'd  with  a  pencil,  to  supply 
The  absence  of  inward  worth,  their  titles 
Like  landskips  gracing  tht»m  only  far  off. 

Sir  W.  DatenarWe  Siege, 

A  fisol,  indeed,  has  great  need  of  a  title. 
It  teaches  men  to  call  him  count  and  duke. 
And  to  forget  his  proper  name  of  fool 

Crowne'e  AmbUious  Statesman, 

Titles,  the  servile  courtier's  lean  reward, 
Sometimes  (he  pay  of  virtue,  but  more  oft 
The  hire  which  greatness  gives  to  slaves  and 
sycophants.  Rowe's  Jane  Shora^ 

With  their  authors  in  oblivion  sunk 

Vain  titles  lie,  the  servile  badges  oft 

Of  mean  submission,  not  the  meed  of  worth. 

Thomson 

The  rank  is  but  the  guinea  stamp. 

The  man's  the  gowd,  fi>r  a*  that 

Bums. 

Our  Giod  has  said 
That  He  will  reign  on  earth !  and  it  is  here 
His  empire  will  begin ;  and  send  its  light 
Through  the  datk  labyrinths  of  human  pride. 
Showing  <^presuon's  hideousness;^the  chains 
That  band  old  Europe  to  the  bigots'  car, 
Keeping  her  nobles  slaves  to  sense  and  sin; 
Till  lords  shoil  feel  their  titles  are  a  scoj^ 
Blotting  man's  dignity,  and -throw  them  by. 
Like  gaudes  whose  tinsel  fashion  has  decay'd, 
— And  put  on  the  true  gold  of  wortiiiness. 
And  learn  their  duty  firom  the  people's  voice. 
And  yield  their  homage  to  the  God  of  heaven ! 
Tliis  time  will  come ;  —  but  first  the  trial  comes. 

Mrs.  Holers  Ormond  Orosvensr 


TOKEN. 

She  so  loves  the  token, 

(For  he  oonjur'd  her  she  should  ever  keep  it,) 

That  she  reserves  it  evermore  about  her. 

To  kiss  and  talk  to. 

Shake.  Otheao 

This  is  some  token  firom  a  newer  fVlend. 

Shaks.OtksUs 
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TO-MORROW. 


Accept  of  this ;  and  could  I  add  beaide 
What  wealth  the  rich  Peruvian  mountalna  hide ; 
If  all  the  irema  in  Eastern  rocks  were  mine. 
On  thee  alone  their  glittering  pride  should  shine. 

lAfttldam, 

All  the  token  flowers  that  tell 

What  words  can  never  speak  so  weU. 

Byron, 

All  mj  offering  must  be 

Truth,  and  spotless  constancy. 

MUi  LandaiL 

I  send  this  flower  to  one  made  up 

Of  loveliness  alone ; 
A  woman  of  her  gentle  sex 

The  seeming  paragon;  • 

0  would  that  on  tho  earth  (here  mov*d 
Others  of  such  a  frame. 

That  life  might  be  all  poetry, 

And  weariness  a  name. 

Edward  C.  Pinekney, 

0 1  what  tender  thoughts  beneath 
Those  silent  flowers  are  lying. 

Hid  within  the  mystic  wrcatli. 

My  love  hath  kissM  in  tying  I 

nooTt* 

I  formM  for  thee  a  small  bouquet, 

A  keepsake  near  thy  heart  to  lay, 

Because  *t  is  there,  I  know  full  well, 

That  charity  and  kindness  dwclL 

Afiss  Owld, 

I  look  upon  the  fkding  flowers 

Thou  gav'st  me,  lady,  in  thy  mirth, 
And  mourn  tliat  with  the  perbhing  hours 

Such  fair  things  perish  from  the  earth ; 
For  thus  I  know  the  moment's  feeling 

Its  own  light  web  of  life  unweayes, 
The  dearest  trace  fiom  memory  stealing, 

Like  perfume  from  the  dying  leaves;^ 
llie  thought  that  gave  it,  and  the  flower, 
Alike  the  creatures  of  an  hour. 

Thou  may'st  live  to  bless  the  giver. 

Who,  himself  but  frail  and  weak. 
Would  at  least  the  highest  welfare 

Of  anotlier  seek. 
And  his  gifl,  though  poor  and  lowly 

It  may  seem  to  other  eyeB^ 

Yet  may  prove  an  angel  holy 

in  a  pilgrim's  gui^e. 

WhUlur. 


TO-MoRROW. 

1  o-morrow  yfni  will  live,  you  always  cry : 
*n  what  far  country  does  this  morrow  lie, 
That  *t  is  so  mighty  long  ere  it  arrive  ? 
(WiTond  the  Indies  does  this  morrow  live  7 


*T  is  so  far-fetch'd  tliis  morrow,  that  I  fear 

'T  will  be  both  very  old  and  very  dear. 

To-morrow  I  will  live,  tlie  fool  docs  say ; 

To-day  itself 's  too  late ;  the  wise  liv'd  yesterday. 

MariiaL 

To-morrow,  and  to-morrow,  and  to-morrow. 

Creeps  in  this  petty  space  from  day  to  day. 

To  the  last  syllable  of  recorded  time ; 

And  all  our  yesterdays  have  lighted  fools 

The  way  to  dusty  death. 

^  Shaks.  Macbetk 

Seek  not  to  know  to-morrow*s  doom  ; 
'Diat  is  not  ours,  which  is  to  come. 
The  present  moment 's  all  our  store : 
Tlie  next,  should  heaven  allow. 
Then  this  will  be  no  more : 
So  all  our  life  is  but  one  instant  now. 

Arrest  the  present  moments ; 
For  be  assur'd  they  are  all  arrant  tell-tales ; 
And  though  their  flight  be  silent,  and  their  path 

trackless 
As  tlie  wing'd  couriers  of  the  air. 
They  post  to  heaven,  and  there  record  tluir  folly — 
Because,  tho*  stationM  on  tho  important  watch. 
Thou,  like  a  sleeping,  faithless  sentinel, 
Didst  let  them  pass  unnotie'd,  unimprov'd. 
And  know,  for  that  tiiou  slumbcr'st  on  the  guard, 
Thou  shalt  be  made  to  answer  at  the  bar 
For  every  fugitive  :  and  when  thou  tlius 
Slialt  stand  impleaded  at  the  high  tribunal 
Of  hood-wink'd  justice,  who  shall  tell  Uiy  audit  I 
Then  stay  the  present  instant,  dear  Horatio, 
Imprint  the  marks  of  wisdom  on  its  wings ; 
'T  is  of  more  worth  tlian  kingdoms !  far  more 

precious 

Than  all  the  crimson  treasures  of  lifers  fountain 

Oh !  let  it  not  eiudo  tliy  grasp,  but,  like 

The  good  old  patriarch  upon  record. 

Hold  the  fleet  angel  fast  until  he  bless  thee. 

CoOon. 

To-morrow's  action  ?  con  that  hoary  wisdom, 
Borne  down  with  years,  still  doat  upon  to-morrow  1 
That  fatal  mistress  of  the  young,  tlie  lazy. 
The  coward,  and  ^he  fool,  condcmnM  to  lose 
An  useless  life  in  wishing  for  to>roorrow. 
Till  interposing  death  destroys  the  prospect ! 
Strange  tliat  tliis  genera]  fraud  from  day  to  day 
Should  fill  the  world  with  wretches  undetected. 
The  soldier  lab'ring  through  a  winter's  march, 
Still  sees  to-morrow  dress'd  in  robos  of  triumph ; 
Still  to  the  lover's  long-expecting  arms. 
To-morrow  brings  the  visionary  bride ; 
But  thou,  too  old  to  bear  another  cheat. 
Learn,  that  the  present  hour  alone  is  man's. 

Dr.  Johnson*i  Ircnt 
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To-morrow,  didst  tHou  say  ? 

Metliou^ht  I  heard  Horatio  say,  to-morrow. 

Gro  to  —  I  will  not  hear  of  it  —  to-morrow ! 

*T  IS  a  sharper  that  stakes  his  penury 

Against  thy  plenty  —  who  takes  thy  ready  cash, 

And  pays  thee  nauglit  bat  wishei,  hopes,  and 

promises. 

The  currency  of  idiots.     Injurious  bankrupt, 

That  gulls  the  easy  creditor !  to-morrow  I 

It  is  a  period  nowhere  to  be  found 

In  all  the  hoary  registers  of  time, 

Unless  perchance  in  the  fooPs  calei^dar. 

Wisdom  disclaims  tho  word,  nor  holds  dooioty 

With  those  that  own  it.    No,  my  Horatio, 

*T  is  fancy's  child,  and  folly  is  its  father : 

Wrought  on  such  stuff  as  dreams  are ;  and  baseless 

As  the  fantastic  visions  of  the  eyeniiig'. 

CoUcn, 

In  human  hearts  what  bolder  thoug^hts  can  rise, 

Than  man*s  presumption  on  to-morrow's  dawn  7 

Where  is  to-morrow  7    Itt  another  world. 

For  numbers  this  is  certain ;  the  reverse 

Is  sure  to  none ;  and  yet  on  this  **  perbape,** 

Tiiis  "  peradvcnture,"  iA^moos  for  lies, 

As  on  a  rock  of  adamant  we  build 

Our  mountain  hopes ;  spin  out  eternal  schemes 

As  we  the  fatal  sisters  could  out-spin. 

And,  big  with  life's  futurities,  expire. 

YowR^M  Night  ThoughU. 

Abroad  in  the  world,  like  a  shadow 
I  pass,  and  am  pass'd  in  my  turn; 

We  're  civil  to-day  —  does  it  matter, 
To-morrow,  who 's  civil  or  stern  7 

Mis8  Jewsbury, 

I  have  friends — and  they  vow  that  tl^ey  love  me, 

Far  better  than  praise,  or  than  pelf — 

I  trust  them  to^iay ;  and  to-morrow 

I  leave  to  take  care  of  itselE 

Mi89  Jewtihury, 

To-morrow  yet  would  reap  to-day, 

As  we  bear  blossoms  of  the  dead : 

Earn  well  tho  thrifty  months,  nor  wed 

Raw  liasto,  half-sister  to  Delay. 

Ttnnywun 

Thouglits  that  frown  upon  our  mirth 

Will  smile  upon  our  sorrow. 

And  many  dark  fears  of  to-day 

May  be  bright  hopes  to-morrow. 

JPtfiffffiejf. 


TORTURE. 

Wire-draw  his  skin,  spin  all  his  nerves  like  hair. 
And  work  his  tortur'd  flesh  as  thin  as  flame. 

Zree's  ConBtanlin^,  \ 


Bring  forth  the  rack  : 
Fetch  hither  cords,  and  knives,  and  sulphurous 

flames ! 
He  shall  be  bound  and  gash'd,  his  skin  flecc'd  ofij 

and  burnt  alive : 
He  shall  be  hoars,  days,  years,  a-dying. 

Lee^a  (Edipua, 

Thou  shalt  bcliuld  him  strctch'd  in  all  the  agonies 
Of  a  tormenting  and  sliameful  death  ! 
His  bleeding  bowels,  and  his  broken  limbs. 
Insulted  o'er  by  a  vile  butchering  villain. 

O/isoy's  Venice  Preserved 

To-morrow  —  yea,  to-morrow's  evening  sun 
Will  sinking  see  impalement's  pangs  begun. 
And  rising  with  tlic  wonted  blush  of  morn, 
Behold  how  well  or  ill  those  pangs  are  borne. 
Of  torments  this  the  longest  and  the  worst. 
Which  adds  all  other  agony  to  thirst. 
That  day  by  day  death  still  forbears  to  slake, 
While  famish'd  vultures  flit  around  the  sUikc. 

Byron's  Corsair 

TRANSPORT.  —  (See  Ecstasy.) 


TRAVELLER.    TRAVELLING. 

He  did  request  me  to  importune  you, 
To  let  him  spend  his  time  no  more  at  home, 
Which  would  be  great  impeachment  to  his  age. 
In  having  known  no  travel  in  his  youth. 

SJudts,  Two  Gentlemen  of  VerontL 

I  have  consider^  wcU  his  loss  of  time ; 
And  how  he  cannot  be  a  perfect  man. 
Not  being  try'd,  and  tutor'd  in  the  world ; 
Experience  is  by  industry  achiev'd. 
And  perfected  by  the  swifi  course  of  time. 

Shaka,  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

As  ikr  as  I  see,  all  the  good  our  English 

Have  got  by  their  late  voyage,  is  but  merely 

A  fit  or  two  o'  th*  flice. 

ShQlcB.  Henry  VIII 

This  is  a  traveller,  sir ;  knows  men  and 
Manners,  and  has  plough'd  up  the  sea  so  far 
Till  both  the  poles  have  knock'd ;  has  seen  the  sm 
Take  coach,  and  can  distinguish  the  colour 
Of  his  horses,  and  their  kinds. 

Beaumont  and  FUtcher's  Scornful  Lady 
He  returns,  his  travel  spent. 
Less  knowing  of  himself  than  when  ho  went 
Who  knowledge  hunt,  kept  under  foreign  looks. 
May  bring  homo  wit  to  hc^d  a  paradox; 

Yet  be  fools  still. 

Uisliop  &;Ky 
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His  traTel  hu  not  itopp'd  him 
Am  you  siippote,  nor  altorM  any  freedom. 
But  made  him  far  more  clear  and  excellent : 
It  drains  the  groesncw  of  the  ondenrtandiB|r, 
And  renders  active  and  industrious  spirits : 
Ho  that  knows  men*s  manners,  must  of  neoessity 
Best  know  his  own,  and  mend  those  by  examples: 
'T  is  a  doll  thin^  to  travel  like  a  mill-horse, 
Still  in  the  place  he  was  born  in,  round  and  blinded. 
Beaumont  and  FUtcher^t  Quten  nf  Corinth. 
Ho  foreigrn  countries  knew,  but  they  were  known 
Not  for  themselves,  but  to  advance  his  own. 

LbuOin. 

lliooe   traveird  youths,  whom  tender  mothers 

wean. 
And  send  abroad  to  see,  and  to  be  seen ; 
With  whom,  lest  they  should  lose  their  way,  or 

worse, 
A  tutor  *8  sent,  by  way  of  a  dry^urse ; 
E^ch  of  whom  just  enough  of  spirit  bean 
To  show  our  follies,  and  to  bring  home  theirs, 
Have  made  all  E!arope*0  rices  so  well  known, 
They  seem  almost  as  natural  as  our  own. 

Chwrehm, 

Me  other  cares  in  other  climes  engage. 
Cares  that  become  my  birth,  and  suit  my  age : 
In  various  knowledge  to  instruct  my  youth. 
And  conquer  prejudice,  worst  foe  to  truth ; 
By  foreign  arts,  domestic  faults  to  mend, 
Enlarge  my  notions,  and  my  views  extend ; 
The  useAiI  science  of  the  world  to  know, 
Which  books  cnn  never  teach,  nor  pedants  show. 

LordLyttUtmu 

rhough  sluggards  deem  it  but  a  foolish  chase. 
And  marvel  men  should  quit  their  aasy  chair. 
The  toilsome  way,  and  kmg,  long  league  to  trace ; 
Oh !  there  is-  sweetness  in  the  mountain  air. 
And  lifo,  that  bloated  ease  can  never  hope  to 
share.  Bfron^$  ChUde  HanUL 

She  had  resolv'd  that  he  should  travel  through 

All  European  dimes,  by  land  or  sea, 

To  mend  his  former  morals,  and  get  new, 

Especially  in  France  and  Italy, 

(At  least  this  is  the  thing  most  people  do.) 

Byron, 

I  can*t  but  say  it  is  an  awkward  sight 

To  see  one*s  native  land  receding  through 

The  growing  waters ;  it  unmans  one  quite 

Especially  when  lifo  is  rather  new. 

Byron. 

Returning  he  proclaims  by  many  a  grace. 
By  shrugs  and  strange  contortions  of  his  face, 
How  much  a  dunce  that  has  been  sent  to  roam, 
Rxceis  a  dunce  that  has  been  kept  at  home. 

CotBpero  Progrem  tf  Ettor, 


With  reT*rend  tutor  dad  in  habit  lay. 
To  tease  for  cash,  and  quarrel  with  all  day ; 
With  memorandum-book  for  ev'ry  town. 
And  evVy  post,  and  where  the  chaise  broke  down ; 
Hie  stock,  a  fow  French  phrases  got  by  heart. 
With  much  to  leain,  but  nothing  to  impart. 
The  youth,  obedient  to  his  sire*s  commands, 
Sets  off  a  wand*rer  into  foreign  lands. 
Surprised  at  all  they  meet,  the  gosling  pair. 
With  awkward  gait,  stretchM  neck,  and  silly  stale. 
Discover  huge  cathedrals  built  with  stone. 
And  steeples  towVing  high  much  liice  our  own; 
But  show  peculiar  light,  by  many  a  grin 
At  popish  practioes  observ*d  within. 

Cooopti'^9  rtogrtoo  of  JBrrtr. 

I  travd  aH  the  irksome  night. 

By  ways  to  me  unknown ; 
I  travel,  Uke  a  bird  of  flight. 

Onward,  and  all  alone. 


Joy !  the  lost  one  is  restorM ! 

Sunshine  comes  to  hearth  and  board. 

From  the  for-off  countries  old. 

Of  the  diamond  and  red  gold, 

From  the  dusky  archer  bands. 

Reamers  of  the  desert  sands, 

He  hath  reach'd  his  home  again. 

Mir9.m 

Wherever  thou  joumeyest,  or  whate  er  thy  care. 

My  heart  shall  foUow  and  mj  spirit  share. 

Mrs.  Sigommof. 


TREASON. 

Treason  is  but  trusted  like  the  fox* 

Who,  ne'er  so  tame,  so  cherish'd,  and  loek*d  up, 

Will  hive  a  wild  trick  of  his  aneestora. 

Shako.  Hemy  IV.    Pmt  L 

That  man,  that  sits  within  a  monarches  heart, 
And  ripens  in  the  sunshine  of  his  favour. 
Would  he  abuse  the  countenance  of  the  king. 
Alack,  what  mischiefs  might  be  set  abroach. 
In  shadow  of  such  greatness ! 

Shaki.  Henry  IV.    Port  IL 

Hast  thou  not  spoke  like  thunder  on  my  side  Y 
Been  sworn  my  sddier  7  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  stars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  strength  7 
And  dost  thou  now  foil  over  to  my  foes  7 
Thou  wear*8t  a  Iion*8  hide !  doff  it  for  shame. 
And  hang  a  calTs-skin  on  those  recreant  limbs. 

Shako.  King  John. 

Thus  do  all  traitors ; 
If  their  puigatioo  did  consist  in  words, 
They  are  as  innocent  as  grace  itselfl 

Shako.  At  yon  Uke  k 
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He  hu  betray'd  your  bosiness,  and  given  up,       i 

For  certain  drops  of  salt,  your  city  Rome, 

(I  say,  your  city,)  to  his  wife  and  mother : 

Dreakingr  his  oatli  and  resolution,  like    ' 

A  twist  of  rotten  silk« 

8hak$.  Coridanu». 

I  protest, 

Maufrre  thy  stren^h,  youth,  place,  and  eminence, 

Despite  thy  victor-sword,  and  fire-new  fbrtune. 

Thy  valour,  and  thy  heart,  —  thou  art  a  traitor : 

False  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father ; 

Conspirant  Against  this  high  illustrious  prince ; 

And  from  th'  extremest  upward  of  thy  head. 

To  the  dcsoent  and  dust  beneath  thy  feet, 

A  most  toad-spotted  traitor. 

Shaks,  King  Lear, 

IteUyeall, 
I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are ;  -^ 
And  thoa  warp*st  my  &ther*8  rights  and  mine. 

Shah.  Henry  VL    Part  III. 

Talk^st  thou  to  me  of  ift  7  thoa  art  a  traitor : « 
Off  with  his  head: — ^now,  by  Saint  Faul,I  awear, 
I  will  not  dine  until  I  see  the  same. 

8hak$.  Riehard  III. 

Thau  art  a  trutor  and  a  miscreant ; 
Too  good  to  be  so,  and  too  bad  to  live. 

8hak».  Richard  II. 

IVeasoQ  and  murder  evet  kept  together, 
As  two  yoke-devils  sworn  to  cither's  purpose : 
Working  so  grossly  in  a  natural  cause. 
That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them. 
But  thou  'gainst  all  proportion,  didst  bring  in 
Wonder  to  wait  on  treason,  and  on  murthor ; 
And  whatsoever  cunning  6end  it  was, 
Tliat  wrought  upon  thee  so  prepost'rously, 
liath  got  the  voice  in  boll  for  excellence. 

ShakB.  Henry  V. 

Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep^ 
And  in  his  simple  show  be  harbours  treason. 
The  fin  barks  not,  when  he  would  steal  the  lamb. 

ShaH.  Henry  VI.    Part  II. 

Were  my  breast 
TranspareDt,  and  my  thoughts  to  be  discem'd. 
Not  one  spot  should  be  found  to  taint  the  eandoor 
Of  my  allegiance.    And  I  most  be  bold 
To  toQ  you,  sir,  for.  be  that  knows  no  guilt 
Can  know  no  fear,  'tie  tyranny  t'  o'ercharge 
An  honest  man,  and  such  till  now  I  *ve  liv'd. 
And  Mch,  my  lord,  will  die. 

Maatu^l^r'a  Ormt  Duke  tf  Florenea. 

The  man,  who  pauses  on  the  paths  of  treason. 
Halts  on  a  quicksand^— the  first  step  engulphs  him. 

HOtt  Henry  V. 
21 


Ho  therefore  wisely  cast  about, 

AH  ways  he  could,  t'  ensure  his  throat. 

And  hither  came,  t'  observe  and  smoke 

What  courses  other  riskers  took ; 

And  to  the  utmost  do  his  best 

To  save  himselfj  and  hang  the  rest. 

Butler^a  Hudihrae, 

How  safe  is  treason,  and  how  sacred  ill. 
When  none  can  sin  against  the  people's  will 
Where  crowds  can  wink  and  no  offence  be  known. 
Since  in  another*s  guilt  they  find  their  own. 

Dryden. 
Is  there  not  some  chosen  curse. 
Some  hidden  thunder  in  the  stores  of  hoav'n 
Red  with  uncommon  wrath,  to  blast  the  man. 
Who  owes  his  greatness  to  his  country's  ruin  7 

Addiaon^s  Cain. 

He  who  contends  for  freedom. 
Can  ne'er  be  justly  deem'd  his  sovereign's  foe : 
No,  't  is  the  wretch  who  templa  bim  to  subvert  it, 
llie  soothing  slave,  the  traitor  in  the  bosom, 
Who  best  deserves  that  name. 

ThomMiCe  Bdtoard  andJ^leanora, 

It  is  the  curse  of  treachery  like  mine. 

To  be  most  hated,,  where  it  most  has  serv'd. 

Homrd'e  Regulue 

The  man  who  rises  on  his  country's  ruin. 
Lives  in  a  eronfd  of  foes,  himself  the  chief: 
In  vain  his  power,  in  vain  hia.  pomp  and  pleasure ! 
His  guilty  thoughts,  those  tyrants  of  the  soul, 
Steal  in  upseen,  and  stsjb  him  in  his  triumph 

Martyn^a  THmoUoH* 

By  hoav'n,  there 's  treason  in  his  aspect  S 

Tliat  cheerless  gkom,  those  eyos  that  pore  ao 

earth, 
That  bended  body,  and  those  folded  anns, 
Are  indications  of  a  tortur'd  mind. 
And  blaKU  equal  villony  and  shame. 

Shirley*e  BduMrd  the  Black  Prints, 

For  know  that  treason. 
And  proatitated  &ith,  like  strumpets  vile. 
The  slavea  of  appetite,  when  lost  is  sated — 
Are  tum'd  adrift  to  dwell  with  infamy, 

By  those  that  us'd  them. 

BroiMi's  Athelatau 

Think  on  th'  insulting  scorn,  the  conscious  pangs. 
The  future  miseries  that  await  th*  apostate. 

Dr.  JoknamCe  Irene. 

Oh  ^r  a  tongue  to  curse  the  slave. 
Whose  treason,  like  a  deadly  blight, 
Coihes  o'er  the  councils  of  the  brave. 
And  blasts  them  in  their  boor  of  might ! 

45 
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His  coantxy^B  curse,  his  children's  shame, 

Outcast  of  virtue,  peace,  and  fame. 

laoorc, 

IVcason  does  never  prosper ;  what  *8  the  reason  7 
VVhj,  when  it  prospers,  none  dare  call  it  treason* 

Anon, 

'T  is  he  —  *t  18  he  —  1  know  him  now, 
I  know  him  by  his  pallid  brow ; 
I  know  him  by  tho  evil  eye 
That  aids  his  envious  treachery. 

Byron^B  Giaour, 

Lies  it  within 

The  bounds  of  possible  things,  that  I  should  link 

My  name  to  that  word  —  traitor  ? 

Mrs,  Mctnatw, 

At  last  I  know  thee  —  and  my  soul 

Fium  all  thy  arts  set  free. 
Abjures  the  cold  consummate  art 

SbrinM  as  a  soul  in  thee, 

Priestess  of  ^Isehood  —  deeply  learnM 

In  all  heart-treachery ! 

Sara  J.  Clarke, 


TRIUMPH.  — (See  Victory.) 


TRUTH. 

The  seat  of  truth,  is  in  our  secret  hearts, 
Not  in  tho  tongue,  which  falsehood  oft  imparts. 

Brandon^s  Octana. 

This  is  all  true  as  it  is  strange : 
Nay  it  is  ten  times  true ;  for  truth  is  truth 
To  tlie  end  of  reckoning. 

Shaki,  Mta.for  Mea, 

If  circumstances  lead  me,  I  will  find 

Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 

Within  tho  centre. 

Shaks.  HamUt 

This  above  all,  to  thine  own  self  be  true ; 
And  it  must  follow,  as  the  night  the  day, 
Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man. 

Shakf.  Hamlet, 

Tho  truth  you  speak,  doth  lack  some  gentleness, 
And  time  to  speak  it  in :  you  rub  the  sore, 
When  you  should  bring  the  plaster. 

Shak$,  Tempest 

lie  18  an  adorer  of  chaste  truth. 

And  speaks  religiously  of  evVy  man  : 

Ho  wiU  not  trust  obscuro  traditions, 

Or  faith  implicit,  but  concludes  of  things 

iVithin  hip  own  ciear  knowledge :  what  he  says 

V«io  may  believe,  and  pawn  your  soul  upon 't. 

i5AirIey*f  Example, 


The  dignity  of  truth  is  lost 

With  much  protesting. 

Jimson't  Catikm, 

Upon  'her  head  she  wears  a  crown  of  stars. 

Through  which  her  orient  hair  waves  to  her  waiatt 

By  which  believing  mortals  hold  her  fast, 

And  in  tliose  golden  cords  are  carried  even 

Till  with  her  breath  she  blows  them  up  to  heaven. 

She  wears  a  robe  enchas*d  with  eagles'  eyea, 

To  signify  her  sight  in  mysteries ; 

Upon  each  shoulder  sits  a  milk-white  dove. 

And  at  her  feet  do  wily  serpents  move : 

Her  spacious  arms  do  reach  from  east  to  west. 

And  you  may  see  her  heart  shine  through  her ' 

breast : 
Her  right  hand  holds  a  sun  with  burning  rays, 
Her  Icfl  a  curious  bunch  of  golden  keys ; 
With  which  heav*n*s  gates  she  locketh,  and  dis- 
plays, 
A  crystal  mirror  hanging  at  her  breast. 
By  which  men*s  consciences  are  search'd  and 

drest: 
On  her  ooach-wheels  hypocrisy  lies  racked. 
And  squint-ey*d  slander,  with  vain  glory  back*d ; 
Her  bright  eyes  bum  to  dust ;  in  which  shines  fate : 
An  angel  ushers  her  triumphant  gait ; 
Whilst  with  her  fingers  fans  of  stars  she  twists, 
And  with  them  beats  back  error,  clad  in  mists: 
Eternal  unity  behind  her  shines; 
That  fire,  and  water,  earth  and  air  combines. 
Her  voice  is  like  &  trumpet,  loud  and  shrill ; 
Which  bids  all  sounds  in  earth,  and  heav'n  be  stilL 

JoruorCt  Masipiu, 

'Twixt  truth  and  error,  there  is  this  difiTremie 

known. 

Error  is  fruitful,  truth  is  only  one. 

Herriek 

Vice  for  a  time  may  shine,  and  virtue  sigh ; 
But  truth,  like  heavVs  siin,  plainly  doth  reveal. 
And  scourge  or  crown,  what  darkness  did  conceal. 

DantnporVs  City  Ifight'Cap, 
Oh  truth, 
Hiou  art,  whilst  tenant  in  a  noble  breast, 
A  crown  of  crystal  in  an  ivVy  chest ! 

DavenporCt  King  John  and  MaUldA 

Yet  all  of  us  bold  this  for  true. 

No  faith  is  to  the  wicked  due; 

For  truth  is  precious  and  divine. 

Too  rich  a  pearl  fir  samal  swine.     . 

Buller'9  HudSfniM, 

Truth,  like  d  single  point,  escapee  the  eight, 
And  claims  attention  to  perceive  it  right; 
But  what  resembles  truth  is  soon  descry ^d. 
Spreads  like  a  surface,  and  expanded  wide. 

Pmnfrei 


TWILIGHT. 
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What  mark  does  truth,  what  bright  distinction 

bear? 
How  do  wo  know  that  what  wc  know  is  true  7 
How  shall  we  falsehood  fly,  and  truth  pursue  7 

PomfrfL 

*T  is  not  enough  yovir  counsel  shall  be  true ; 
Blunt  truths  more  mischief  than  nice  falsehoods  do. 
Men  must  be  taught  as  if  jrou  taught  them  not. 
And  things  unknown  propos*d  as  things  forgot. 
Without  good  breeding,  truth  is  disapprovM ; 
That  only  makes  superior  sense  beloved. 

Truth  needs  no  flowers  of  speech. 

Pope. 
When  fiction  rises  pleasing  to  the  eye. 
Men  will  believe,  because  they  love  the  lie ; 
But  truth  herself^  if  clouded  with  a  frown, 
Must  have  some  solemn  proofs  to  pass  her  down. 

Truth !  why  shall  ev*ry  wretch  of  letters 

Dare  to  spoak  truth  against  bis  bettors  ] 

Lc't  r&gged  virtue  stand  aloofj 

Nor  mutter  accents  of  reproof; 

Ijct  ragged  wit  a  mute  become. 

When  wealth  and  power  would  have  her  dumb. 

Churchm. 
All  truth  is  precious,  if  not  all  divine. 
And  what  dilates  the  pow*r8  must  needs  refine. 

Cvwptr* 
The  sages  say,  dame  truth  delights  to  dwell. 
Strange  mansion !  in  the  bottom  of  a  welL 
Questions  are,  then,  the  windlass  and  the  rope 
That  pull  the  grave  old  gentlewoman  up. 

Dr.  Wolcot*$  Peler  Pindar, 

What  is  trutli  7  —  a  staff  rejected. 

Wordtworth, 

It  is  a  weary  and  a  bitter  task 
Beck  from  the  lip  the  burning  word  to  keep. 
And  to  shut  out  heavcn*s  air  with  falsehood's  mask, 
And  ui  the  dark  urn  of  the  soul  to  heap 
Indignant  feelings-— making  e*cn  of  thought 
A  buried  treasure. 

Afrs.  Hemant. 

Verily  tljcre  is.  nothing  so  false,  that  a  sparkle  of 
truth  is  not  in  it. 

Tvpper'9  Proverbial  PhUMOpky, 
When  we  have  hop*d,  sought,  striven,  lost  our  aim, 
Then  the  troth  fronts  us,  beaming  out  of  darkness, 
Jake  a  white  brow  through  its  overshadowing  hair. 

Bailey*9  FesUu, 
Ti  uth  crushM  to  eartli  shall  rise  again 
Tho  eternal  years  of  God  are  hers ; 
But  Error,  wounded,  writhes  in  pain. 
And  dies  among  bis  worshippers. 

BryanCt  Poema 


No  soul  can  soar  too  loftily  whose  aim 

Is  God.given  Truth  and  brother  love  of  man. 

J.  Bayard  Taylor. 

—  The  grave*s  dark  portal 
Soon  shuts  this  world  of  shadows  from  the  view ; 
Thea  shall  we  grasp  realities  jmmortal, 
,If  to  the  truth  within  us  we  aix;  true. 

Mr9.  Embury. 

Ask  mo  not  why  I  should  love  her ;  — 

Look  upon  those  soul-full  eyes ! 
Look  whHe  mirtii  or  feeling  move  her, 

And  see  there  how  sweetly  rise 
Thoughts  gay  and  gentle  firom  a  breast 
Which  is  of  innocence  the  nest  — 
Which,  though  each  joy  were  from  it  shred. 
By  truth  would  still  bo  tenanted ! 

Hoffman^t  Poena. 


TWILIGHT. 

I  love  tliee,  twilight !  for  thy  gleams  impart 
Their  dear,  their  dying  influence  to  my  heart. 
When  o'er  tho  harp  of  thought  thy  passing  wind 
Awakens  all  the  music  of  the  mind, 
And  joy  and  sorrow,  as  the  spirit  bums. 
And  hope  and  memory  sweep  the  chords  by  turnsi 
Montgomenfe  World  before  the  Flood, 

It  is  the  hour  when  fW>m  the  boughs 

The  nightingale's  high  note  is  heard ; 

It  is  the  hour,  when  lovers'  vows 

Seem  sweet  in  every  whisper'd  word ; 

And  gentle  winds,  and  waters  near. 

Make  music  to  the  lonely  ear. 

Byro^ 

The  lady  and  her  lover,  left  alone, 

The  rosy  flood  of  twilight's  sky  admired : — 

Ave  Maria !  o'er  the  earth  and  sea, 

That  heavenliest  hour  of  heaven  is  worthiest  thee . 

Byron, 

*T  was  twilight,  for  the  sunless  day  went  down 
Over  tho  waste  of  waters  like  a  veil 
Which,  if  withdrawn,  would  but  disclose  the  frown 
Of  one  who  hates  us. 

Byrom 

How  fine  to  view  the  sun's  departing  ray 
Fling  back  a  lingering  lovely  afler-day ; 
The  moon  of  summer  glides  serenely  by. 
And  sheds  a  light  enchantment  o'er  the  sky. 
These,  sweetly  mingling,  pour  upon  tho  sight 
A  penciil'd  shadowing,  and  a  dewy  light-* 
A  soflened  day,  a  half^unconscious  night 
Alas !  too  finely  pure  on  earth  to  stay. 
It  fiuntly  spots  the  hill,  and  dies  away. 


592 


TYRANNY.    TYRANTS. 


The  tender  Twili^rbt  with  a  erimaon  ch«ek 

Leans  on  the  brea<t  of  Evening. 

Iloir  tenderly  tlie  trembling  light  yet  playi 

On  the  ikr-waving  Ibliage !  day's  kst  blush 
Still  lingers  on  the  billowy  waste  of  leaves 

With  a  strange  beauty — Like  the  yellow  flush 
That  haunts  the  oeetn  when  the  day  goes  by. 

J9aae  McLdbn. 

And  while  the  rich  tranqniOity  we  view, 
Hope's  sweetest  promises  again  renew. 
As  if  the  Twilight  Angel  hover*d  there. 
To  waft  from  nature's  rest  a  balm  ibr  care. 

H,  T.  TuekerwaiL 


TYRANNY.    TYRANT& 

I  know  him  tyrannoos ;  and  tyrants*  fears 
Decrease  not,  but  grow  fkster  than  their  years. 

Shak$.  Perielm. 

For  what  is  he  they  follow  7  truly,  gentlemen, 
A  bloody  tyrant,  and  a  homicide ; 
One  rais'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  establish'd ; 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath. 
And  slaughtcrM  those  that  were  the  means  to  help 

him; 
A  base  Ibul  stone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 
Of  England's  chair,  where  he  b  falsely  set; 
One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy. 

fiildb.  Richard  IIL 

Our  brother  is  imprison'd  by  your  means, 
Mynelf  disgrac'd,  and  the  nobility 
Held  in  contempt;  while  great  promotions 
Are  daily  given  to  ennoble  those 
That  scarce,  some  two  days  since,  were  worth  a 
noble.  Shdk9,  Richard  IIL 

And  many  an  old  man's  sigh,  and    many  a 

widow's, 
And  many  an  orphan's  water-standing  eye  — 
Men  for  their  sons',  wives  for  their  husbands'  flite. 
And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timeless  death,-— 
Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  wast  bom. 

Shake  Htmy  VI.    Pari  III. 

Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  fiU'd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  measure,  making  your  wills 
The  scope  of  justice ;  till  now  myself  and  such 
As  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power. 
Have   ^rander'd  with  our  travers'd  arms,  and 

breath'd 
our  snfl&rance  vainly. 

My^un^v9e    ^t  W^V^^^Ve 

Aotn  more  and  less  have  given  him  the  revolt; 

And  none  serve  with  him  but  constrained  things, 

^huee  hearts  are  afaeent  tooii 

Shaha.  Machak 


Hen  live  to  be  the  show  and  gaxe  o*  the  time; 

We  *11  have  thee,  as  our  rarer  monsten  are. 

Painted  upon  a  pole ;  and  onder-writ 

Here  may  you  eee  the  iyranL 

Shake.  Machetk 

I  grant  him  bloody. 

Luxurious,  avaricious,  false,  deceitiU, 

Sodden,  malicious,  smacking  of  every  sin 

That  has  a  name. 

Shake.  MacheUL 

He  vrould 

Have  made  them  mules, silenc'd  their  pleaders,  and 

Dispropertied  their  fhxsdoms ;  holding  them. 

In  human  action  and  capacity. 

Of  no  more  soul,  nor  fitness  for  the  world. 

Than  cameb  in  their  war ;  who  have  their  provant 

Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  sore  blows 

For  sinking  under  them. 

■ 

Qe  hath  no  fnends,  but  who  are  fHends  for  fear ; 
Which  in  his  dearest  need,  will  fly  from  him. 

Shakepetfo, 

Why  should  Cesar  be  a  tyrant  then? 
Poor  man !  I  know,  he  would  not  be  a  wol^ 
But  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  but  sheep : 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 

Shake.  Jatiue  C4 


Tyrants'  arts. 
Are  to  give  flatterers  grace ;  accusers,  pow'r ; 
That  those  may  seem  to  kill,  whom  they  devour. 

JenaenCe  Sefaama. 

Th'  aspirer  onoe  attain'd  unto  the  top^ 
Cuts  off  those  means  by  which  himself  got  up : 
And  with  a  harder  hand,  and  straiter  rein. 
Doth  curb  that  looseness  he  did  find  before ; 
Doubting  th'  occasion  like  might  serve  again : 
His  own  example  makes  him  fear  the  more. 

CJwl  War. 


Tyrants!    why  swell    you    thus    against   jour 

makers  7 
Is  rais'd  equality  so  soon  grown  vrild  ? 
Dare  yon  deprive  your  people  of  succession. 
Which  thronos,  and  sosptres,  on  their  froedons 

bnUd? 
Have  fear,  or  love,  in  greatness  no  impression  7 
Since  people  who  did  raise  yon  to  the  crown. 
Are  ladders  standing  ptill  to  let  yon  down. 

Lard  Breeke^e  Muelofha. 

l^rants  seldom  die 
Of  a  dry  death ;  it  waiteth  at  their  gate, 
Drest  in  the  ookrar  of  thtar  robes  of  state. 

AOaym'e  Hemry  VIL 

Fear  no  stain; 
A^rrant's  Uood  doth  wash  the  hand  that  spills  it 

Cariwrigiea  Si^ 
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Twizt  king!  and  tyrants  there  *8  this  diff  *renee 

known. 
Kings  seek  their  subjects'  good,  tyrants  their  own. 

Herrick. 
All  the  axnUtibos  for  the  throne  would  fight, 
For  where  none  has  the  title,  all  have  right : 
Thus  whilst  we  cast  a  bloody  tyrant  down 
9y  blood,  we  raise  another  to  the  crown. 

Eaii  of  Orrerj^i  Tryphon. 

While  glorious  murderers 

Destroy  mankind,  to  form  a  tyranny. 

We  '11  destroy  tyranny,  to  form  mankind. 

CfwnCB  DariuB, 

Tyranny,  that  saxage,  brutal  power, 

Which  not  protects,  but  still  devours  mankind. 

Denham*9  Soph/, 

So  spake  the  fiend,  and  with  necessity. 
The  tyrant's  plea,  ezcus'd  his  devilish  deeds. 

MVimU  Paradiu  LomL 

When  force  invades  the  gift  of  nature,  Ufb, 
The  eldest  law  of  nature  bids  defend : 
And  i^  in  that  defence,  a  tyrant  fail. 
His  death's  his  crime,  not  ours. 

Dryden*s  Don  Sebq^iaiu 

If  I  'm  a  traitor,  think,  and  blush,  thou  tyrant. 
Whose  injuries  betray'd  me  into  treason, 
Effkc'd  my  loyalty,  unhing'd  my  faith. 
And  hurry'd  me  from  hopes  of  heav'n  to  hell ! 
All  these,  and  all  my  yet  unfinish'd  crimes. 
When  I  shall  rise  to  plead  before  the  skies, 
I  charge  on  thee,  to  make  thy  damning  sure. 

Dryden*9  Don  S^MUtian, 

Tyrant !  it  irks  me  so  to  call  my  prince ; 
But  just  resentment,  and  hard  usage  join'd 
Th'  unwilling  word ;  and  grating  as  it  is. 
Take  it,  for 'tis  thy  due. 

Dryden'g  Don  SebatUan, 

Yes,  a  most  notorious  villain ; 
To  see  the  sufferings  of  my  fellow-ereatores,    • 
And  own  myself  a  man :  to  see  our  senators 
Cheat  the  deluded  people  with  a  show 
Of  liberty,  which  yet  they  ne'er  must  taste  oC 
They  say,  by  them  our  hands  are  free  from  fetters ; 
Yet  whom  they  please  &ey  lay  in  basest  bonds ; 
Bring  whom  they  please  to  infomy  and  sorrow; 
Drive  us  like  wreoks  down  the  rough  tide  of 

power. 
Whilst  no  hold 's  lefl  to  save  us  from  destruction : 
All  that  bear  this  ,are  villains,  and  I  one. 
Not  to  rouse  up  at  the  great  call  of  nature. 
And  check  the  growth  of  these  domestic  spoilers. 
That  make  us  s^ves,  and  tell  us  't  is  our  charter. 

dtway*9  Venice  Preaerved. 


Justice  is  kune,  as  well  as  blind,  amongst  ns  i 
The  laws,  corrupted  to  their  ends  that  make  them. 
Serve  but  for  instniments  of  some  new  tyranny. 
That  every  day  starts  up  t*  enslave  us  deeper. 

Olway^»  Veniee  PreoerveiL 
Unheard,  the  injur'd  orphans  now  complain ; 
The  widow's  cries  address  the  tbrono  in  vain. 
Causes  unjudg'd  disgrace  the  loaded  file, 
And  sleeping  laws  the  king's  neglect  revile. 

Prior*B  SoUmuoL 

That  foe  to  justice,  comer  of  all  hiw ; 

Hiat  beast,  which  thinks  mankind  are  bom  for 

'  one, 
And  made  by  heaven  to  be  a  monster's  prey ; 
That  heaviest  curse  of  groaning  nations,  tyranny. 

Rowi^B  Lady  Jane  Grey, 

What,  alas !  is  arbitrary  rule  7 
He 's  far  the  greater  and  the  happier  monarch 
Whose  power  is  bounded  by  coercive  laws, 
Since,  while  they  limit,  they  preserve  his  empire. 

Trap'e  Abramvie, 

I  am  told,  tliou  call'st  thyself  a  king. 
Know,  if  thou  art  one,  that  the  poor  have  rights : 
And  power,  in  all  its  pride,  is  less  than  justice. 

HUTsMerope, 

Yet  I  must  tell  thee,  it  would  better  suit 
A  fierce  despotic  chief  of  barbarous  slaves, 
Than  the  calm  dignity  of  one  who  biU 
In  the  grave  senate  of  a  free  republic, 
To  talk  so  high,  and  as  it  were  to  thrust 
Plebeians  from  the  native  rights  of  man. 

TAomson's  CorioianuB, 

It  is  a  vain  attempt 
To  t>ind  th*  ambitious  and  unjust  by  treaties : 
These  they  elude  a  thousand  specious  ways ; 
Or,  if  they  cannot  find  a  fair  pretext. 
They  blush  not  in  the  face  of  heaven  to  break  them 

ThemBon'B  Ccrialanus 

Oh !  is  there  not 
A  time,  a  righteous  time,  reserv'd  in  fate. 
When  these  oppressors  of  mankind  shall  fed 
The  miseries  the;  give ;  and  blindly  fight 
For  their  own  fetters  too? 

ThomBon^B  Sophonuba, 

Come !  by  whatever  sacred  name  disguis'd. 

Oppression,  come !  and  in  thy  works  rejoice ! 

See  nature's  richest  plains  to  putrid  fens 

Tnrn'd  by  thy  fury.     From  their  cheerful  bounos 

See  raz'd  th'  enlivening  village,  form,  and  •vat. 

First  rural  toil,  by  thy  rapacious  hand 

Robb'd  of  his  poor  reward,  resign'd  the  plougii « 

And  now  he  dares  not  turn  the  noxious  glebe. 

'Tis  thine  entire. 

ThomBon^B  Libertt, 

45* 
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When  those  whom  heeT*n  ditting^ihee  o'er  mil- 

liont, 
Proibeely  girm  them  bononn,  riehea,  power, 
WhAte*er  th*  eipuided  heart  can  with ;  whan  they, 
Accepting  the  reward,  negrleel  the  dntj, 
Or,  wone,  penrcrt  thoie  gifla  to  deede  of  min ; 
Is  there  a  wretch  they  rule  eo  mean  at  they ! 
Guilty  at  once,  of  eacrilepe  to  heaveni 
And  of  peiBdiooe  robbery  to  man* 

MalUi  and  Tkom$€»''9  Atfnd, 

In^floriooe  bondage !  human  nature  gToani» 

Beneath  a  vassaUf  e  eo  vile  and  cruel. 

And  its  Tatt  body  blecde  through  ercry  vein. 

jBietrV  Qrmve, 

Faww  it  a  enrte  when  in  a  tyranfs  handa, 
But  in  a  bigot  tyrant*t'«- treble  curse. 

MiUm'9  Mahomd. 

Hio*  the  ttructuie  of  a  tyrant's  throne 
Rite  oo  the  necks  of  half  the  suffering  world ; 
Fear  tremblet  in  the  cement:  Prayert  and  tears, 
And  tecret  curtcs  tap  its  mouldering  bate. 
And  tteal  the  pillan  of  allegiance  from  it; 
llien  let  a  tingle  arm  but  dare  the  sway. 
Headlong  it  tornt,  and  drivet  upon  dettroction. 

Brook€*i  Otistatoui  Vam. 

Not  claim  hereditary,  not  the  trutt 

Of  frank  election ; 

Not  even  the  high  anointing  hand  of  heav'n 

Can  authorise  oppression ;  give  a  law 

For  lawless  power ;  wed  faith  to  violation ; 

On  reason  build  misrule,  or  justly  bind 

Allegiance  to  injustice.  —  Tyranny 

Absolves  all  fiuth ;  and  who  invades  our  rights, 

Howe*er  his  own  commence,  can  never  be 

But  an  usurper. 

Brooke*M  Ouitavui  VaHU 

To  send  the  injured  unredressM  away, 
flow  great  soever  the  offender,  and  the  wrong'd 
lIowe*er  obscure,  is  wicked,  weak  and  vile,— 
Degrades,  defiles,  and  should  dethrone  a  king. 

SmdieiVs  Regicide. 

0  thoQ  Almighty !  awfiil  and  tupreme ! 
Redrpia,  revenge  an  injur'd  nation's  wrongs: 
Hhow'r  down  your  curses  on  the  tyrant's  head ! 
Arise  the  judge,  display  your  vengeance  on  him. 
Blast  all  his  black  designs,  and  let  him  feel 

1  he  anxious  pains  with  which  his  country  groans, 

JIfarfyn's  Timtiem, 

8till  monarohs  dream 
fyf  universal  empire  growing  up 
From  universal  ruin.    Blast  the  design. 
Great  God  of  Hottt !  nor  let  thy  creatures  fidl 
Cnpitied  victimt  at  ambition's  shrine ! 

FsrlMs's  DmA. 


Shall  we  resign 

Oar  hopes,  renounce  our  rights,  forget  our  wroDgi^ 

Bec^ose  an  impotent  lip  beneath  a  crown. 

Cries, «  Be  it  sa" 

Sir  A.  Hmmt9  JvUn 

AH  laws  of  God,  of  nature,  and  of  nations. 
Devote  such,  like  the  savage  beasts  of  prey, 
At  any  time,  by  every  hand,  to  perish 

Sir  A.  HunCa  Julian. 

T  was  not  enough 
By  subtle  fraud  to  snatch  a  single  lile ! 
Puny  impiety !  whole  kingdoms  fell 
To  sate  the  lust  of  power ;  more  horrid  still. 
The  feulest  stain  and  scandal  of  our  nature 
Became  its  boast    One  murder  made  a  villain ; 
Millions  a  hero.    Princes  were  privileg'd 
To  kill,  and  numbers  sanctified  the  crime. 

PerfcHS's  DeaA. 

lyrants,  the  comets  of  their  kind. 

Whose  withering  influence  ran 

Through  all  the  promise  of  the  mind. 

And  smote  and  mildew'd  man. 

J.  Minftgamtrff. 

*         The  tyrant  now 

IVnsti  not  to  men :  nightly  within  his  chamber 

The  watchdog  guards  his  couch,  the  only  friend 

He  now  dare  trust 

Joanna  BayOU'9  Ethoald 

Now  hath  his  loaded  soul  .gone  to  its  place. 
And  ne'er  a  pitying  voice  frxmi  all  his  kind. 
Cries,  **God  have  mercy  on  him." 

Joanna  BaiUW^M  Eikwali. 

Goaded  by  ambition's  sting 
The  hero  sunk  into  the  king! 
Then  he  (bll— so  perish  all 
Who  would  men  by  man  enthral! 

Byron's  WateHm. 

His  country's  wrongs  and  his  despair  to  save  her 
Had  stung  him  from  a  slave  to  an  enslaver. 

^yrsii. 

Oh  power  that  rulest  and  inspirest !  how 
Is  it  that  they  on  earth,  whose  earthly  power 
Is  likest  thine  in  heaven  in  outward  show. 
Least  like  to  thee  in  attributes  divine. 
Tread  on  the  universal  necks  that  bow. 
And  then  assure  us  that  their  rights  are  thine  T 

Bvrvn's  Da$iU 

m 

Oh !  my  own  beauteous  land,  so  long  laid  low. 

So  long  the  grave  of  thine  own  children's  hopes. 

When  there  b  but  required  a  single  blow 

To  break  the  chain ! 

Byrtn's  Dmdf 
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What 
Are  a  few  drops  of  human  blood?  His  fabe. 
The  blood  of  tyrants  is  not  human ;  they^ 
I^ike  to  incarnate  Molochs,  feed  on  ours, 
Until  His  time  to  give  them  to  the  tombs 
Which  they  have  made  so  populous.    Oh  world ! 
Oh  men  I  what  are  ye,  and  our  best  dcsi^s, 
That  we  most  work  by  crime  to  punish  crime  7 

ByroiC9  Doge  of  Venice, 

Thy  suing  to  these  men  were  but  the  bleating 

Of  the  Iamb  to  the  butcher,  or  tlie  cry 

Of  seamen  to  the  surge :  I  would  not  take         ^ 

A  life  eternal,  granted  at  the  hands 

Of  wretches,  from  whose  monstrous  villanies 

I  sought  to  free  the  groaning  nations. 

ByrorCs  Doge  of  Venice, 

The  old  human  fiends, 
With  one  foot  in  the  grave,  with  dim  eyes,  strange 
To  tears,  save  drops  of  dotage,  with  long  wliite 
And    scanty  hairs,    and    shaking    bands,   md 

heads 
As  palsied  u  their  hearts  are  hard,  they  counsel. 
Cabal,  and  put  men^s  lives  out,  as  if  life 
Were  no  more  than  the  feelings  long  eztinguishM 
In  their  accursed  bosoms. 

Byron*9  Two  Foocari. 

Tyranny 
Is  far  the  worst  of  treasons.    Dost  thou  deem 
None  rebels  except  subjects  7    The  prince  who 
Neglects  or  violates  his  trust  is  more 
A  brigand  than  the  robber  chief. 

ByrmC9  Two  Fosoari 

They  have  gone  beyond 
Even  their  exorbitance  of  power ;  and  when 
This  happens  in  the  most  ccntemnM  and  abject 
States,  stung  humanity  will  rise  to  check  it. 

Byron*9  Two  Fooeari. 

The  people! — There's  no  people,  you  well  know 

it, 
Else  you  dare  not  deal  thus  by  them  or  me. 

There  is  a  popuhee^  perhaps,  whose  looks 

May  shame  you;  but  they  dare  not  groan  nor 

corse  you, 
bave  with  their  hearts  and  eyes. 

Byron^o  Two  Fooeari. 

Think'st  thoa  there  is  no  tyranny  but  that 

Of  blood  and  chains  7    The  despotism  of  vice  ■— 

The  weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  luxury  — 

The  negligence  —  the  apathy  —  the  evils 

Of  sensual  sloth— produce  ten  thousand  tyrants, 

Whose  delegated  crueJ^  surpasses 

Hie  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master, 

However  harsh  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 

iByrofi*0  Sardtmapaiui, 


Then  was  the  evil  day  of  tyranny, 
Of  kingly  and  of  priestly  tyranny. 
That  bruisM  the  nations  long. 

PoUock'o  Coune  of  Tmne 

Rulers  still 
Have  been  of  equal  mind,  except  a  few. 
Cruel,  rapacious,  tyrannous  and  vile.         * 

PoUock'B  Couree  of  Time 

Tyranny  himself 

The  enemy,  although,  of  reverend  look. 

Hoary  with  many  years,  and  far  obeyed. 

Is  later  born  than. Freedom. 

Bryint 

And  what  is  this  splendour  that  dazzles  the  sigli:. 

Of  what  are  the  minions  of  tyranny  proud  ? 
^Tis  a  gleam  that  but  deepens  the  horror  of  night — 

*Tis  a  lightning  that  flashes  from  slavery's  cloud. 

Anor,, 


UNANIMITY— (See  Constawcy.) 


UNBELIEF.— (See  Scepticism.) 


USURPER. 

A  sceptre,  snatched  with  an  unruly  hand. 
Must  be  as  boisterously  maintain*d  as  gain*d. 

Shako.  King  Johr, 

Thou  hast  under-wrought  his  lawful  king. 
Cut  off  the  sequence  of  posterity, 
Out-faced  infant  state,  and  done  a  rape 
Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown. 

Shako,  King  John, 

For  though  usurpers  sway  the  rule  awhile. 
Yet  heavens  are  just,  and  time  suppresseth  wrongs. 

Shako,  Henry  VI.    Part  III 

A  murderer,  and  a  villain; 

A  slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tythe 

Of  your  precedent  lord :  —  a  vice  of  kings : 

A  cutpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule ; 

That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem' stole. 

And  put  it  in  his  pocket! 

Shako,  Hamlet. 


VANITY. 

Now  *gan  his  heart  all  swell  in  jollity. 
And  of  himself  great  hope  and  help  oooceiv'a 
That,  puffed  up  with  smoke  of  vai^ty. 
And  with  sel^loved  personage  deceiv*d, 
He  'gan  to  hope,  of  men  to  be  receiv'd 
For  racfa  as  him  thought  or  fidn  would  ba  * 
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But  tot  in  court  gay  portanoe  he  peroeivM 
A  grallant  show  to  be  in  greatest  gree, 
EtUoons  to  court  he  cast  t*  adYanoe  hu  first  de- 
gree. 

Spem»er*$  Fetry  Qmtem, 

JAghi  Tanity,  insatiate  cormoranti 
Consuming  means,  soon  preys  upon  itself 

Shaka.  Richard  IL 

7*hese  our  actors. 

As  I  foretold  you,  were  aH  spirits,  and 

Are  melted  into  air,  into  thin  air: 

And  like  tho  baseless  ftbric  of  this  vision, 

llio  clond.capp*d  towers,  the  gorgeous  palaces, 

I'hc  solemn  temples,  the  great  globe  itself 

Vea,  all  which  it  inherit  shall  dissoWe; 

And,  like  this  insubstantial  pageant  ftdcd. 

Leave  not  a  rack  behind :  we  are  such  stuff 

As  dreams  are  made  o(^  and  our  little  lift 

\:i  rounded  with  a  sleep. 

Shak9,  Temf^tL 

Nor  knew,  iond  youth !  It  was  himself  he  k>v*d« 

^ddtson's  OM, 

Thus  felt  sir  Owen,  as  a  man  whose  cause 

Is  very  good  —  it  has  his  own  applause. 

CrMe. 

And  he,  the  light  and  vain  one,  ibr  him  there 

never  wakes 

That  love,  for  which  a  woman's  heart  will  beat 

until  it  breaks. 

JCiss  Landon, 

It  is  the  intensest  vanity  alone. 

That  makes  us  boar  with  life. 

BaiUy*9  FetUu, 

Fame  *s  but  a  hollow  echo;  gold,  pure  clay ; 

Honour,  the  darling  of  but  one  short  day ; 

Beauty,  the  cye*s  idol,  but  a  damask'd  skin ; 

State,  bat  a  golden  prison  to  live  in, 

.\nd  torture  free-born  minds ;  embroidered  trains 

Merely  but  pageantB  for  proud  swelling  veins ; 

And  blood  allied  to  greatness  is  alone 

Inherited,  not  purchased,  not  our  own. 

Fame,  honour,  beauty,  state,  train,  blood  and 

birth. 
Are  but  the  fading  blossoms  of  the  earth* 

Sir  Henry  PPatton. 

0 

The  hue  of  death  is  cast  o*er  every  thing; 

And  eanUy  is  marked  on  all  I  see ! 

Jfiss  Oould. 

Oh,  say  not,  wisest  of  all  the  kings, 
l*hat  have  risen  on  Israers  throne  to  reign  — 

Say  not,  as  one  of  your  wisest  tilings, 
That  grace  is  &lse,  and  beauty  vam  I 

John  Piarp99t} 


VARIETY. 

Wherefore  did  nature  pour  her  bounties  forth 
With  such  a  fhll  and  unwithdrawing  hand. 
Covering  the  earth  with  odours,  fruits,  and  flocks 
Thronging  the  seas  with  spawn  innumerable, 
But  all  to  please  and  sate  a  curious  taste  7 

MHimCM  Cmnv9 

If  all  the  world 
Should  in  a  pet  of  temperance  feed  on  pulse. 
Drink  the  clear  stream,  and  nothing  wear  but 

ftieie, 
Th*  All-Giver  would  be  untbankM,  would  be  oa. 

praisM.  MiUmCB  Cmmu, 

Variety  *s  the  source  of  joy  below. 
From  which  still  fresh  revolving  pleasures  flow ; 
In  books  and  love  the  mind  one  end  pursues. 
And  only  change  the  expiring  flame  renews. 

Countless  the  various  species  of  mankind. 
Countless  the  shades  which  separate  mind  fituns 

mind; 
No  general  object  of  desire  is  known. 
Each  has  his  will,  and  each  pursoes  his  own. 

GiffhnFa  PerwtuB- 

The  rapid  and  the  deep — the  foil,  the  gul^ 

Have  Hkenessea  in  feeling  and  in  lifo. 

And  lifo,  so  varied,  hath  more  loveliness 

In  one  day  than  a  creeping  century 

Of  sameness. 

BoOcy's  Fettat. 

Youth  loves  and  lives  on  change. 
Till  the  soul  sighs  for  sameness;  which  at  last 
Becomes  variety ;  and  takes  its  place. 

BaiUy'B  Fettes. 

Play  every  string  in  love*s  sweet  lyre  -— > 

Set  all  its  music  flowing ; 

Be  air,  and  dew,  and  light,  and  Bn^ 

To  keep  the  soul-flower  growings 

JIfff.  Oi^good!. 


VICE. 


I  hate  when  vice  can  bolt  her  arguments. 
And  virtue  has  no  tongue  to  oheck  the  pride. 

Jf tltoii*s  Csmtif. 

No  penanoe  can  absolve  our  guihy  fome ; 
Nor  tears,  that  wash  out  sin,  can  wash  out  shame. 

Prior*9  Htmy  and  £msM. 

Vice  is  a  monster  of  so  frightfol  mien. 
As  to  be  hated  needs  but  to  be  seen ; 
Yet  seen  too  oft,  fomiliar  with  her  fkoe, 
We  first  endure,  then  pity,  then  embrace. 

P^*«  JEfsay  en  Jba 
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The  heart  resolres  this  matter  in  a  trice, 
Men  only  feel  the  smart,  but  not  the  vice ! 


Pope, 


But  wJien  to  mischief  mortals  bend  their  will. 
How  soon  they  find  fit  instnunents  of  ilL 

Pop$'B  Rapi  €f  the  Lock. 

Falseliood  and  fraud  grow  up  in  every  soil. 
The  product  of  all  climes. 

AdduoH'9  Colo, 

When  men  of  infamy  to  grandeur  soar, 
They  light  a  torch  to  show  their  shame  the  more. 
Those  governments  which  curb  not  evils  tatue  ! 
And  a  rich  knave 's  a  libel  on  our  laws. 

Yaunde  Looe  of  Fame, 

Ah  me !  from  real  happiness  we  stray, 

By  vice  bcwilder*d ;  vice,  which  always  leads, 

However  fair  at  first,  to  wilds  of  wo. 

Thomeon^t  Agamemnon, 
Ah,  vice !  how  sod  are  thy  voluptuous  ways ! 
While  boyish  blood  is  mantling,  who  can  *scape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  gaze  ? 
A  cherub-hydra  round  us  dost  thou  gape, 
And  mould  to  every  taste  thy  dear  delusive  shape. 

Byron's  ChUde  Hantd, 
Not  all  that  heralds  rak*d  from  coffinM  clay. 
Nor  florid  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhyme. 
Can  blazon  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime. 

Byron^e  CkOde  Hardd, 

There  dwelleth  in  the  sinlessness  of  youth 
A  sweet  rebuke  that  vice  may  not  endure. 

JIfr*.  Embury, 

VICISSITUDE. 

Thvut  doth  the  ever«cbang!tig  course  of  things 
Run  a  perpetual  circle,  ever  turning ; 
And  that  same  day,  that  highest  glory  brings, 
Brings  us  unto  the  point  of  back-retuming. 

Danid*B  Cleapttra, 
Is  there  no  constancy  in  earthly  things  7 
No  happiness  in  us,  but  what  must  alter  7 
No  life,  without  the  heavy  load  of  fiaiune  7 
What  miseries  we  are,  and  to  ourselves  7 
£v*n  then  when  full  content  seems  to  ait  by  us, 
What  doily  sores  and  sorrows. 

Beaumoni  and  Fletcher^e  Moneieur  Tkomaa, 
Thus  run  the  wheels  of  state,  now  np^  now  down. 
And  none  that  lives  finds  safety  in  a  crown. 

Markham  and  Sampeon*9  Herod  and  Ani^ater. 
O I  life  is  a  waste  of  wearisome  hours. 

Which  seldom  the  rose  of  enjoyment  adorns ; 
And  the  heart  that  is  soonest  awake  to  the  flowers, 

Is  alwavs  the  first  to  be  touch'd  by  the  thorn. 

JTosrs. 


Oh  sad  vicissitude 
Of  earthly  things !  to  what  untimely  end 
Are  all  the  fading  glories  that  attend 
Upon  the  state  of  greatest  monarchs,  brought  1 
What  safety  can  -by  policy  be  wrought; 
Or  rest  be  found  on  fortane*s  restless  whecill 

May's  Henry  II, 
A  blossom  full  of  promise  is  life*s  joy, 
That  never  comes  to  fruit    Hope,  for  a  time, 
Suns  the  young  floweret  in  its  gladsome  light. 
And  it  looks  flourishing — a  little  while  — 
Tis  passM,  we  know  not  whither,  but  *tis  gone. 

Miss  London 
Roses  bloom,  and  then  they  wither; 

Cheeks  are  bright,  then  fiide  and  die ; 
Shapes  of  %ht  are  waflcd  hither. 

Then,  like  visions,  hurry  by. 

PerdoaL 
Then  grieve  not  that  nought  mortal 

Endures  through  passing  years—- 
Did  life  one  changeless  tenor  keep, 

*T  were  cause  indeed  for  tears. 
And  fill  we,  ere  our  parting, 

A  mantling  pledge  to  sorrow ; 
The  pang  that  wrings  the  heart  to-day. 

Time's  touch  will  heal  to-morrow. 

Mr$.mUi^ 

VICTORY. 

O,  such  a  day. 
So  fought,  so  fi>llow*d,  and  so  fkirly  won. 
Came  not  till  now,  to  dignify  the  times, 
Since  Cessar's  fortunes. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.    PaH  17. 
Thus  fkr  our  fortune  keeps  an  onward  course, 
And  we  Are  grao*d  with  wreaths  of  victory. 

Shaks,  Henry  IV,    PaH  III. 
Now  the  time  is  come. 
That  France  must  veil  her  lofty-plumed  crest, 
And  let  her  head  M  into  England's  lap^ 

Skakspons 
•«  It  was  the  English,'*  Kaspar  cried, 

**  Who  put  the  French  to  rout : 
But  what  they  killM  each  other  for, 

I  could  not  well  make  out 
But  every  body  said,**  quoth  he, 
**That  'twas  a  famous  victory. 
They  say  it  was  a  shocking  sight 

Afler  the  field  was  won; 
For  many  thousand  bodies  here 

Lay  retting  in  the  sun ;     . 
But  things  like  that,  you  know,  :nu«t  M 
After  a  fiuuous  victoi^*" 
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*T  lA  not  victory  to  win  the  field, 

CnlcM  we  make  our  enemica  to  yield 

More  to  our  justice,  than  oar  force ;  and  to 

As  wen  instruct,  u  oTcroome  our  foe. 

GcmeraaJL 

Plumed  victory 

Is  truly  painted  with  a  choerfiil  look ; 

Equally  distant  from  proud  insolence 

And  base  dejection. 

Jfosftfi^ia'. 

Crown  ye  the  brave !  crown  ye  the  brave ! 

As  through  yoar  streets  they  ride. 
And  the  Bonbearos  dance  on  the  poIish*d  arms 

or  the  warriors,  side  by  side ; 

Shower  on  them  your  sweetest  flowers, 

Let  the  air  ring  with  their  praise. 

JIfrs.  ffeifunu. 

And  when  thou  *rt  told  of  knighthood^s  shield. 

And  Eng^Iish  battles  won. 

Look  up,  my  boy,  and  breathe  one  word-— 

Tlie  name  of  Wasiongton  ! 

Mr$.  GUmmn. 

—  Such  were  Saratogra*s  victors  —  such 
The  Yeomen-Brave,  whose  deeds  and  death  have 
Hfiven 

A  ^\orj  to  her  skies, 

A  music  to  her  name. 

To  do  is  to  succeed  — our  fight 

Is  wagfM  in  HeavenV  approving  sight— « 

The  smile  of  God  is  victory ! 

WhiUier, 
Ay,  nerve  thy  spirit  to  the  proof; 

And  blench  not  at  thy  chosen  lot, 

7*he  timid  good  may  stand  aloof^ 

The  sage  may  frown  —  yet  faint  thou  not. 

Nor  heed  the  shafl  too  surely  cafet. 

The  hissing,  stinging  bolt  of  scorn ; 

T.)r  with  thy  side  shall  dwell  at  last. 

The  victory  of  endurance  born. 

Bryant, 

Like  spectral  lamps,  that  bum  before  a  tomb, 

'Hie  ancient  lights  expire ; 
J  wave  a  torch,  that  Booda  the  lessening  gtoom 

With  everlasting  fire ! 
Crown*d  with  my  constellaiod  stars  I  stand 

Beside  the  foaming  sea. 
And  fit>m  the  Future,  with  a  victor's  band. 

Claim  empire  for  the  Free ! 

J.  Ba^rd  TayUn-^f^Thi  CmdmenU, 


VILLAIN. 

there  s  ne*«r  a  villain  dwelling  in  all  Denmark, 
But  IM  '•  an  arrant  knave. 


Which  is  the  villain  ?    Let  roe  see  his  eyes : 

That  when  I  note  anotlier  man  like  him, 

I  may  avoid  him. 

Skaln.  Muck  Ai§ 

Techy  and  wayward  was  thy  in&ncy ; 

Thy  school-days  frightful,  desperate,  wild,  and 

furious; 
Thy  prime  of  manhood,  daring,  bold  and  venturous! 
Thy  age  eonfinn*d,  proud,  subtle,  sly,  and  bloody. 

Skakt.  Richard  III 

Thy  currish  spirit 
GovemM  a  wd^  who,  hangM  for  human  slaughter. 
Even  from  the  gallows  did  his  fell  soul  fleet. 
And,  whilst  thou  lay*st  in  thy  unhallowM  dam, 
Infus*d  itself  in  thee :  for  thy  desires 
Are  wolfish,  bloody,  starv*d,  and  ravenous. 

8hak$»  Merckaat  of  Kemes 


VIRTUE. 

Virtue  itself  turns  vice,  being  misapplied ; 
And  vice  sometimes  by  action  V  dignified. 

ShakB,  Ramea  and  JmtUL 

How  far  that  little  candle  throws  bis  beams ! 
So  shines  a  good  deed  in  a  naughty  world. 

SkaJct,  Merekanl  of  Venke, 

I  never  did  repent  lor  doing  good. 

Nor  shall  not  now. 

Shak$»  Merchant  of  Vemee, 

Heaven  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  torches  do ; 
Not  light  them  for  themselves ;  for  if  oar  virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  *twcre  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not 

Shaka*  Hmmrtfar  Meotan 

I  *]1  leave  my  son  my  virtuous  deeds  behind ; 
And  would  my  father  had  left  me  no  more  I 
For  all  the  rest  is  held  at  snch  a  rate. 
As  brings  a  thousand  fi>ld  more  care  to  keep^ 
Than  in  possession  any  jot  of  pleasure. 

Skak$.  Henry  VI.    Pari  lU. 

Forgive  me  this  my  virtue : 
For,  in  the  fttness  of  these  pursy  times. 
Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pardon  beg; 
Yea,  curb,  and  woo^  for  leave  to  do  him  gooo. 

Skak».HamUL 

Virtue's  a. solid  rock,  whereat  being  aim*d, 
The  keenest  darts  of  envy,  yet  onhoit, 
Her  marble  hero  stands,  built  of  such  basis. 
While  they  recoil  and  wound  the  shooter's  face. 

BmumamCo  Queen  ofCarhA 

Valour,  employM  in  an  ill  quarrel,  turns 

To  cowardice,  and  virtue  then  puts  on 

Foul  vice's  visor. 

JfosstJ^ar. 


VIRTUE. 
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Virtue,  if  not  in  action,  is  a  vice ; 
And,  when  we  move  not  forward,  we  go  backward. 

Mtt9tinger» 

Wallfi  of  bran  resist  not 

A  noble  undertaking  —  nor  can  vice 

Raise  any  bulwark  to  make  good  a  place 

Where  virtue  seeks  to  enter. 

FleUher, 

Happen  what  there  can,  I  will  be  just ; 
My  fortune  may  forsake  me,  ivA  my  virtue : 
That  shall  go  with  me  and  before  me  still, 
And  glad  me  doing  well,  though  I  hear  iU. 

JonBorCg  CttiUne, 

Heroic  virtue  sinks  not  under  length 
Of  years,  or  ages,  but  is  still  the  same. 
While  he  preserves,  as  when  he  got  good  fame. 

'  Jan$on^B  Ma9que»^ 

l^rtue,  those  that  can  behold  thy  beauties, 
Those  that  seek,  from  their  youth,  thy  milk  of 

goodness. 
Their  minds  grow  strong  against  the  stormi  of 

fortune;^ 
And  sUnd,  like  rocks,  in  winter  gusts  unshaken. 

Lord  Brooke*9  Mu$lapha» 

Each  must,  in  virtue,  strive  for  to  excel ; 
That  man  lives  twice,  who  lives  the  first  life  well 

Herridi, 

Hie  frowns  of  heaven  are  to  the  virtuous,  like 
Those  thick  dark  clouds,  which  wandering  sea- 

men  epyt 
And  often  show  the  kmg-ezpeeted  land 
Is  near. 

Sir  W,  VavemmCB  UnfartwuU  Lacen, 

Wliilst  passion  holds  the  helm,  reason  and  honour 
Do  suffer  wrack ;  but  they  sail  safe,  and  clear. 
Who  constantly  by  virtue's  compass  steer. 

Davenporft  King  John  and  MatUda, 

This  is  true  glory  and  renown,  when  Cod 
Looking  on  earth,  with  approbation  marks 
The  just  man,  and  divulges  him  through  heav*n 
To  all  his  angels,  who  with  true  applause 
Recount  his  praise. 

MOfonV  Formfifs 


Virtue  may  be  assail'd,  but  never  hurt ; 

Sarpri2*d  by  unjust  force,  and  not  enthralTd ; 

Yea,  even  that  which  mischief  meant  nMst  harm. 

Shall  in  the  happy  trial  prove  most  glory ; 

But  evil  on  itself  shall  back  recoil 

MUton, 

How  strange  a  riddle  rirtue  Is ! 
Tboy  never  miss  it,  who  possess  it  not ; 
And  they  who  have  it  ever  find  a  want ! 

Lord  RoehaUr^M  VaUntimatL 


A  settled  virtue. 
Makes  itself  a  judge ;  and  sati^d  within. 
Smiles  at  thai  common  enemy,  the  world. 

DrydetCo  Rival  Ladie$, 

Is  virtue  then 
Given  to  make  us  wretched !  ah !  sad  portion ! 
Fatal  to  all  that  have  thee !    Sliunn'd  on  eartli, 
DepreasM,  and  shown  but  in  severest  trials : 
CondemnM  to  solitude :  tlicn  shining  most. 
When  black  obscurity  surrounds !     Poor,  poor  I 
But  ever  beautiful. 

Lord  Lan$down*9  Heroic  Love, 

Tiieb,  to  bo  good  is  to  be  happy :  Angels 
Are  happier  than  mankind,  because  they  Ve  better. 
Guilt  is  the  source  of  sorrow :  *t  is  the  fund, 
Tlie  avenging  fiend,  that  follows  us  behind 
With  whips  and  stings.  The  blest  know  none  of 

this; 
But  rest  in  everlasting  fkeee  of  mind. 

And  find  the  height  of  all  their  heaven  is  grod* 
pfni 

JRoiee't  Fair  PemUnL 

Virtue  never  is  defiic'd !  unchang*d 

By  strokes  of  fiite,  she  triomphs  o*er  distress, 

And  every  bleeding  wound  adorns  her  beauty. 

Cibber^e  Cmear  in  Egyft, 

If  there 's  a  power  above  us, 
And  that  there  is,  all  nature  crios  aloud 
Thro'  all  her  works,  he  must  delight  in  virtue ; 
And  that  which  he  delights  in  must  be  happy. 

AddiiotCo  Caio, 

The  man  who  consecrates  his  hours 
By  vig'rous  effi>rt,  and  an  honest  aim. 
At  onoe  he  draws  the  sting  of  life  and  death ; 
He  walks  |irith  nature,  and  her  paths  are  peace. 

Young's  Night  ThoughU. 

Who  does  the  best  his  circumstance  allows. 
Does  well,  acts  nobly ;  angels  could  no  more. 

Young*9  Night  Thoughts, 

His  hand  the  good  man  fastens  on  the  skies, 
And  bids  earth  roll,  nor  leels  her  idle  whirl 

Young*o  Night  Thoughts, 

A  good  man,  and  an  angel !  these  between. 
How  thin  the  barrier?    What  dirides  their  fiite  Y 
Perhaps  a  moment,  or  perhaps  a  year ; 
Or,  if  an  age,  it  is  a  moment  still; 
A  moment,  or  eternity 's  forgot 

young'a  Night  Thoughts, 

Virtue,  not  rolling  suns,  the  mind  matures. 
That  life  is  long,  which  answers  U&'t  great 

end. 
The  time  that  bears  no  fVuit,  deserves  no  name  • 
The  man  of  wisdom  is  the  man  of  jrears. 

Yosmg^s  Night  Thaughu 
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Virtae,  our  present  peace,  oar  future  prize* 
Man*B  unprccarioa,  natural  estate, 
unprovable  at  will,  in  virtue  lies ; 
Its  tenure  sure ;  its  income  is  divine. 

Yoiing*$  Night  ThaaghiB, 

High  worth  is  elevated  place :  *t  is  more ; 
It  makes  the  past  stand  candidate  for  thee  ; 
Makes  more  than  monarchs,  makes  an  honest 

man  ; 
Tho'  no  exchequer  it  commands,  *t  is  wealth ; 
And  tho*  it  wears  no  riband,  'tis  renown ; 
Renown  that  would  not  quit  thee,  tho*  dis^rac*d, 
Nor  leave  thee  pendent  on  a  master*s  smile. 

YounsfB  Night  ThoughtM, 

How  oft  tliat  virtue,  which  some  women  boast. 
And  pride  themselves  in,  is  but  an  empty  name, 
No  real  good ;  in  thoug:fat  alone  possessed. 
Safe  in  the  want  of  charms,  the  homely  dame, 
Secure  from  the  sedueingr  arts  of  man, 
Jf>eceives  herself^  and  thinks  she^s  passing  chaste ; 
Wonders  how  others  e*er  could  fail,  yet  when 
She  talks  roost  krad  about  the  noisy  nothing. 
Look  on  her  face,  and  there  you  read  her  virtue. 

Fnufde'B  Philata; 

But  sometimes  virtue  starves,  while  viee  is  fed  7 
What  then  7  is  the  revrard  of  virtue  bread  7 
That,  vice  may  merit— *t  is  the  price  of  toil ; 
The  knave  deserves  it,  when  he  tills  the  soil ; 
The  knave  deserves  it,  when  he  tempts  the  main, 
Where  felly  fights  fer  kings,  or  dives  for  gain. 
The  good  man  may  be  weak,  be  indolent. 
Nor  is  his  claim  to  plenty,  but  content 
But  grant  him  riches,  your  demand  is  o*er  7 
So — shall  the  good  want  health,  the  good  want 

power  7 
Add  health  and  power,  and  ev*ry  earthly  thing. 
Why  bounded   power?  why  private?  why  no 

king? 
Nay,  why  external  fer  internal  given  7 
Why  is  not  man  a  God,  and  earth  a  heaven  7 
Who  ask  and  reason  thus,  will  scarce  conceive 
God  gives  enough,  while  he  has  more  to  give ; 
Immense  the  power,  immense  were  the  demand; 
Say,  at  what  part  of  nature  will  they  stand  7 

Pope's  E9my  on  Man, 

Count  all  th*  advantage  prosperous  vice  attains, 
^  is  but  what  virtue  flies  from  and  disdains : 
And  grant  the  bad  what  happiness  they  would. 
One  tlicy  must  want — ^which  is,  to  pass  for  good. 
O  blind  to  truth,  and  God*B  whole  scheme  below, 
Whu  fancy  bliss  to  vice,  to  virtue  woe  \ 
Who  sees  and  fellows  that  great  scheme  the  best 
liesi  Auows  thn  blessing  and  will  most  be  blest 

Pope's  Euay  on  Min, 


What  nothing  earthly  gives,  or  can  destroy. 
The    soul's    calm    sunshine,  and  the  beartfift 

Is  virtue's  prize ;  a  better  would  you  &i  7 
Then  give  humility  a  coach  and  six. 
Justice  a  conqueror's  sword,  or  truth  a  gown. 
Or  public  spirit  Its  great  cure,  a  crown. 
Weak  feolish  roan !  will  heaven  reward  us  tliere 
With    the    same   trash  mad  mortals  wish  for 

here  7 
Tho  boy  and  man  an  individual  makes. 
Yet  sigb'st  thou  now  for  apples  and  for  cakes  7 
Go,  like  the  Indian,  in  another  life 
Ezpoct  thy  dog,  thy  bottle,  and  thy  wife ; 
As  well  as  dream  such  trifles  are  assigned 
As  toys  and  empires,  fer  a  godlike  mind ; 
Rewards,  that  either  would  to  virtue  bring 
No  joy,  or  be  destructive  of  the  thing. 

Pope's  Enay  on  Man, 

O  virtue !  virtue !  as  thy  joys  exeel. 

So  are  thy  woes  transcendent;  the  gross  world 

Knaws  not  the  bliss  4x  miaeiy  of  either. 

TJbomsoa's  ^^niiwiips. 

Believe  the  muse,  the  wintry  blast  of  death 
KiUs  not  the  buds  of  virtue ;  no,  they  spread. 
Beneath  the  heavenly  beams  of  brighter  suns, 
Thro'  endless  ages,  into  higher  powers. 

TAomsen'i  Seonons 

Unblest  by  virtne,  government  a  leagne 

Becomes,  a  circling  junto  of  the  great. 

To  rob  by  law ;  religion  miid  a  yoke 

To  tame  the  stooping  soul,  a  trick  of  stata 

To  mask  their  rapine,  and  to  share  the  prey« 

What  are  without  it  senates,  save  a  flice 

Of  consultation  deep  and  reason  free. 

While  the  detcrmin'd  voice  and  heart  are  sold  7 

What  boasted  freedom  save  a  sounding  name  7 

And  what  election,  but  a  market  vile 

Of  slaves  selflbarter'd  7 

Thonuim's  Liberty, 

Is  aught  so  ikir 
In  all  the  dewy  landscapes  of  the  spring. 
In  the  bright  eye  of  Keeper  or  the  mom. 
In  nature's  feirest  forms,  is  aught  so  fair 
As  virtuous  friendship  7  as  the  candid  blush 
Of  him  who  strives  with  fortune  to  be  just  7 
The  graceful  tear  that  streams  for  others'  woe0 1 
Or  th^  mild  majesty  of  private  life. 
Where  peace  with  ever-blooming  olive  crowns 
The  gate ;  where  honour's  liberal  hands  efioM 
Unenvied  treasures,  and  the  snowy  wings 
Of  innocence  and  love  protect  the  scene  7 

Akenmde^s  PleoMurea  rf  Inu^^tkm* 
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Thou  know*gt  but  little,  Zaphna, 
If  thoQ  dost  think  true  Tirtoe  is  oonfiii'Q 
To  climes  or  systems ;  no,  it  flows  spontaneous, 
Like  life  8  warm  stream,  throughout  the  whole 

creation. 
And  beats  the  pulse  of  every  healthfid  heart 

JITtUerV  Mahomet, 

AD  private  virtue  is  the  public  ftind : 
As  that  abounds,  the  state  decays,  or  thrives : 
Each  should  contribute  to  the  general  stock, 
And  who  lends  most,  is  most  his  country's  friend. 

JephtmCi  Braganxa. 

Be  virtuous  ends  pursued  by  virtuous  means, 
Nor  think  th*  intention  sanctifies  the  deed : 
That  maxim  publishM  in  an  impious  age 
Would  loose  the  wild  enthusiast  to  destroy, 
And  fix  the  fierce  usurper*s  bloody  title. 
Then  bigotry  might  send  her  slaves  to  war, 
And  bid  success  become  the  tost  of  truth ! 
Unpitying  massacre  might  waste  the  world. 
And  persecution  boast  the  call  of  heav*n. 

Dr*  Jokn$€n^$  Irene.- 
A  virtuous  deed  should  never  be  delay*d. 
The  impulse  comes  from  heav*n,  «nd  he  who 

strives 
A  moment  to  repress  it,  disobeys 

The  god  within  his  mind. 

Dow^e  Sethona. 

Virtue  in  itself  commands  its  happiness, 
Of  every  outward  object  independent 

Franeie's  Eugema, 

Virtue,  (lor  mere  good  nature  is  a  fool,) 

Is  sense  and  spirit  with  humanity : 

*T  is  sometimes  angry,  and  its  fipown  confi>unds ; 

*T  is  even  vindictive,  but  in  vengeance  just 

Knaves  fiiin  would  laugh  at  it ;  some  great  ones 

dare ; 
But  at  his  heart  the  most  undaunted  son 
Of  fiutune  dreads  its  name  and  awfhl  charms. 

Armetrong'B  Art  efPreeerdng  Health. 

Virtue,  the  strength  and  beauty  of  the  soul, 
Is  the  best  gift  of  heaven ;  a  happiness 
That  even  above  the  smiles  and  frowns  of  fiite 
ESzalts  great  nature's  fiivourites ;  a  wealth 
That  ne*er  encumbers,  nor  can  be  transferrM. 

Armetrong*e  Art  of  Preeermng  Health, 

*T  is  not  fi>r  mortals  alwajrs  to  be  blest. 
Bat  him  the  least  the  dull  of  painful  hours 
Of  lifis  oppress,  whom  sober  sense  conducts. 
And  virtue,  through  this  labyrinth  we  tread. 
Virtue  and  sense  I  mean  not  to  disjoin; 
Virtue  and  sense  are  one ;  and  trust  me,  still 
A  ikithless  heart  betrays  the  bead  nnsoundi 

Aruutrvn^e  Art  ofPreeerpuig  HeaUk. 


The  only  amaranthine  fiow*r  on  earth 
Is  virtue ;  th*  only  lasting  treasure,  truth. 

Cowper*9  Taek, 
Virtue 
Stands  like  the  sun,  and  all  which  rolls  around 
Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  ^ory  from  her  aspect 

jByrofi. 
All  true  gloTy  rests, 
AH  praise,  all  safety,  and  all  happiness. 
Upon  the  moral  law. 

WordetDorth, 
How  insecure,  how  baseless  in  itself 
Is  that  philosophy,  whose  sway  is  fram*d 
For  mere  material  instruments !    How  weak 
The  arts  and  high  inventions,  if  unpropp*d 

By  virtue ! 

iTfiriiswuiub 
Think,  —  if  thou  on  beauty  leanest. 
Think  how  pitifiil  that  sUy, 
Did  not  virtue  give  the  meanest 

Charms  superior  to  decay. 

Wordamorik, 
Keep  thy  spirit  pure 
From  worldly  taint,  by  the  repellant  power 
Of  virtue. 

BaOerfe  Festus, 

Morality  *s  the  right  rule  for  the  world, 
Nor  could  society  cohere  without 
Virtue ;  and  there  are  those  whose  spirits  walk 
Abreast  of  angels  and  the  future  here. 

BaiUy^e  Feetue, 

Virtue !  how  many  as  a  lowly  thing, 

Born  of  weak  folly,  soom  thee !  but  thy  name 
Alone  they  know ;  upon  thy  soaring  wing 
They*]]  fear  to  mount,  nor  could  thy  sacred 
flame 
Bum  in  their  baser  hearts:  the  biting  thorn. 

The  flinty  erag,  flowers  hiding,  «trew  thy  field ; 
Yet  blest  is  he  whose  daring  bides  the  scorn 
Of  the  frail,  easy  herd,  «n<i  buckles  on  thy 
shield. 
Who  says  tiiy  ways  are  bliss,  troBs  but  a  lay 
To  lure  the  infant ;  if  thy  paths,  to  view, 
Wore  always  pleasant,  crime's  worst  sons  would 
lay 
Their  daggers  at  thy  feet,  and,  from  mere  sloth 
pursue.  Mre.  Maria  Bruufts. 

Nurs*d  by  the  virtues  she  hath  been 

From  childhood's  hour. 

HaOeek. 
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Her  voice  was  ever  soft, 
Gentle  and  low ;  an  excellent  thing  in  womar 

Shah^Lea^ 
10 
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VOLCANO-WAR. 


How  tilvexy  tweet  ■oiind  lovers*  iangom  by  night. 
Like  ■ofleet  music  to  attending  ears ! 

Skakt,  Ramea  and  JuUd, 

That  voice  was  wont  to  come  in  gontle  whispers. 
And  611  my  ears  with  the  soft  breath  of  love. 

Oeiocy. 

*Twas  like  the  stealing 
Of  summer  wind  through  some  wreathed  shell ; 
Each  secret  winding,  each  inmost  feeling 
Of  all  my  soul,  echoed  to  its  spell !  Mean. 

O  ye  voices  round  my  own  hearth  singing ! 

As  the  winds  of  May  to  memory  sweet, 
Might  I  yet  return,  a  worn  heart  bringing. 

Would  those  vernal  tones  the  wanderer  greet  7 

Mt9»  Htmtntt 
Oh !  in  each  wind,  each  ftfuntain  flow. 

Each  whisper  of  the  shade. 

Grant  me,  my  God,  thy  voice  to  know. 

And  not  to  bo  aitaid ! 

Mr9.Hemam$, 

And  their  voices  low  with  ftshion,  not  with 

feeling,  softly  freighted 
All  the    air    about  the  windows,  with  elastic 


laughters  sweet 

Thy  voice  is  sweet,  as  if  it  took 
Its  music  from  thy  face. 


Jfiss  BarrttL 


Jftsf  London, 


And  ever  its  chorus  seemM  to  be 
The  mingled  voices  of  household  glee. 
Like  the  gush  of  winds  in  a  mountain  tree 

J,  Bayard  Tajflor*B  Pt 
Who  taught  that  tiny  voice  of  thine 

Its  wealth  of  sweetness,  child  7 
Who  tun*d  each  tone  to  love  divine. 

With  melody  so  wild  7 
Ah !  simple  is  the  spell,  I  ween. 

That  doth  that  grace  impart; 

It  dwells  its  own  sweet  self  within — 

It  is— a  loving  heart ! 

MrB,0$gmd, 

VOLCANO. 

The  dread  volcano  ministers  to  good : 

Its  smother*d  flames  might  undermine  the  world: 

Loud  iEtnas  fblminate  in  love  to  man. 

Young, 

The  winds  are  aw*d,  nor  dare  to  breathe  aload. 

The  air  seems  never  to  have  borne  a  cloud, 

Save  where  volcanoes  send  to  heaven  their  corrd 

And  solemn  smokes,  like  altars  of  the  world. 

Edward  C.  Finekntf. 


I  teach  my  lip  its  sweetest  smile. 

My  tongue  its  softest  tone. 

Jtfif «  Landoiu 

She  ^ke  as  with  the  voice 
Of  spheral  harmony  which  greets  the  soul 
When  at  the  hour  of  dea^  the  sav*d  one  knows 
His  sister  angels  near. 

BaiUy'B  Fe$lu», 

And  everywhere 
Low  voices  wi/h  the  ministering  hand 
Hung  round  the  sick. 

Tsimyton's  Princsss. 

The  voice  that  won  me  first! 
Oh,  what  a  tide  of  recollections  rush 
Upon  my  drowning  soul ! 

Mrs.  Lcmm  J,  Hall 

Strongo !  that  one  lightly-whiaperM  tone 

Is  far,  far  sweeter  unto  me, 
Than  all  the  sounds  that  kiss  the  earth. 

Or  breathe  along  the  sea ; 

Hut,  lady,  when  thy  voice  I  greet. 

Not  hea«rniy  music  seems  so  sweet ! 

O.  W,  Holmes, 

liow  yam  are  all  the  trials  we  meet  with  here, 
if  wo  but  feci  a  better  world  is  near. 
And  voices  from  the  lovM  and  lost  our  weary 
spirit  cheer  J.  Bayard  Taylor. 


WAR. 

But  all  those  pleasant  bowers,  and  palace  brave, 
Gujron  broke  down  with  rigour  pitiless ; 
Nor  aught  their  goodly  workmanship  might  otn 
Them  from  the  tempest  of  his  wrathlulncss. 
But  that  their  bliss  be  tum*d  to  balcfulness : 
Their  groves  he  fell*d,  their  gardens  did  deface. 
Their  arbours  spoil,  their  cabinets  suppress, 
Their  banquet>houses  burn,  their  buildings  raae, 
And  of  the  fairest  late  now  made  the  foulest  place. 

Spemer^o  Fairy  Queau 

Lastly  stood  war,  in  glitt*ring  arms  ydad, 
With  visage  grim,  stern  looks,  and  blackly  haed; 
In  his  right  hand,  a  naked  sword  he  had. 
That  to  the  hilts  was  all  with  blood  imbruM 
And  in  his  lefl  (that  kings  and  kingdoms  rued,} 
Famine  and  fire  he  held,  and  therewithal 
He  razed  towns,  and  threw  down  tow*rs  oil — all 
Lord  Doroet  in  the  Mirror  for  MagistrcUa, 

Now  all  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire. 
And  silken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies; 
Now  thrive  the  armourers,  and  honour^s  thoocrht 
Reigns  solely  in  the  breast  of  every  man. 

Shako,  Henry  V, 

I  see  you  stand  like  greyhounds  in  the  slips. 
Straining  upon  the  start    The  gamers  a^t; 
Follow  your  spirit ;  and,  upon  this  charge, 
Cry  —  God  for  Harry,  England,  and  saint  George! 

Shako,  Henry  V. 


WAR. 


543 


But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  our  ears. 
Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  tiger ; 
Sliflen  the  ainewa,  summon  up  the  blood, 
Disguise  fair  nature  with  hard-favour'd  rage : 
Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  aspect ; 
Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head. 
Like  the  brass  cannon,  let  the  brow  o*crwhelm  it. 
As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  rock 
Overhang  and  jutty  his  confounded  base, 
Swiird  with  the  wild  and  wasteful  ocean. 

'  Shak9,  Henry  V. 

In  a  moment,  look  to  see 
The  blind  and  bloody  soldier  with  foul  hand 
Defile  the  locks  of  your  shrill  shrieking  daughters ; 
Your  fathers  taken  by  their  silver  beards. 
And  their  most  reverend  heads  dashM  to  the  walls ; 
Your  naked  infants  spitted  upon  pikes ; 
Whiles  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  conihsM 
Do  break  the  cloud..  ^j^^  ^^  y 

The  gates  of  mercy  shall  be  all  shat  op ; 

And  the  flesh*d  soldier,  —  rough  and  bard  of 

heart,  — 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand,  shall  range 
With    conscience  wide  as  hell;    roowiog  like 

grass 
Your  fresh  fair  virgins  and  your  flowering  maids. 

8hak$.  Henry  V. 

Now  on,  you  noblest  English, 
Whose  blood  is  fetch'd  from  fkthers  of  war-proof; 
Fathers,  that,  like  so  many  Alexanders, 
Have,  in  these  parts,  from  mom  till  even  fought, 
And  sheath'd  their  swords  &r  lack  of  argument 

Shake,  Henry  V, 

Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dunghills, 
They  shall  be  fam*d ;  for  there  the  sun  shall  greet 

them. 
And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heaven ; 
Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choak  your  clime. 

Shake,  Henry  V, 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers ; 

For  he,  to-day,  that  sheds  his  blood  with  me, 

Shall  be  my  brother ;  be  he  ne*er  so  vile, 

This  day  shall  gentle  his  condition : 

And  gentlemen  in  England  now  a<.bed 

Shall  think  themselves  accursed,  they  were  not 

here; 
And  hold  tlieir  manhoods  cheap,  while  any  speaks 
That  fought  with  us  upon  St  Crispin*s  day. 

Shake,  Henry  V. 

O  that  we  now  had  here 

But  one  ten  thousand  of  those  men  in  England, 

That  do  sol  work  to-day. 

Shake,  Henry  V.  | 


He  that  shall  live  this  day,  and  sec  old  age, 
Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feast  his  friends. 
And  say  —  to-morrow  is  Saint  Crispin : 
Then  will  he  strip  his  sleeve,  and  show  his  scurs, 
And  say,  these  wounds  I  had  on  Crinpin^s  day. 

Shake,  Henry  V. 

*T  is  positive  *gainst  all  exception,  lords. 

That  our  superfluous  lacqueys,  and  our  poasantSi 

Who,  in  unnecessary  action,  swarm 

About  our  squares  of  battle,  were  enough 

To  purge  this  field  of  such  a  hilding  foe. 

Shake,  Henry  V, 

Her  vine,  the  merry  choerer  of  the  heart, 
Unprunod  dies ;  her  hedges,  ever  pleachM,  — 
Like  prisoners  wildly  overgrown  with  hair. 
Put  forth  disordered  twigs :  her  fallow  leas. 
The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  fumitory, 
Do  root  upon ;  while  that  the  coulter  rut^ts. 
That  should  deracinate  such  savagery. 

Shake,  Henry  V, 

Tell  me,  he  that  knows, 

Why  are  such  daily  cast  of  braxcn  cannon. 

And  foreign  mart  of  implements  of  war  7 

Why  such  impress  of  ship-wrights,  whose  sore  task 

Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week  7 

What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haste 

Doth  make  the  night  joint  labourer  witli  the  day ; 

Who  is  *t  that  can  infiirm  me  7 

Shake,  HamleL 

Now,  for  the  bare-pick*d  bone  of  majesty. 
Doth  dogged  war  bristle  his  angry  crest, 
And  snarleth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace  : 
Now  powers  from  home,  and  discontent  at  home. 
Meet  in  one  line ;  and  vast  confusion  waits 
(As  doth  a  raven  on  a  sick-fallen  beast) 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrested  pomp. 

Shake.  King  John. 

Know,  the  gallant  monarch  is  in  arms ; 
And  like  an  eagle  o*cr  aery  towers. 
To  souse  annoyance  "that  comes  near  his  nest 

Shake,  King  John, 

The  cannons  bave  tiieir  bowels  fuU  of  wrath  * 
And  ready  mounted  are  they,  to  spit  forth 
Their  iron  indignation  gainst  your  walls. 

Shake,  King  Joftn, 

To  arms !  be  champions  of  our  church ! 

Or  let  the  church,  our  mother,  breathe  her  curso 

A  mother*s  curse,  on  her  revolting  son. 

Shake,  King  John. 

God  forgive  the  sin  of  all  those  souls. 
That  to  their  everlasting  residence, 
Befiire  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  shall  fleet, 
In  dreadful  trial  of  our  kingdom's  king. 

Shake,  King  Jokm, 
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O  inplorioQs  leagtie! 
Shall  we,  upon  the  iboting  of  our  land. 
Send  &ir.piay  orders,  and  make  oompiomiie, 
Insinoation,  parley,  and  baae  tmoe, 
To  arma  invasive  7    Shall  a  beardless  boy, 
A  cockered  silken  wanton  brave  our  fields, 
And  flesh  his  spirit  in  a  warlike  soil, 
Mockin|r  the  air  with  colours  idly  spread, 
And  find  no  check  7  let  us,  my  liege,  to  anns. 

Shak9,  KJmg  Jakn, 

For  the  leve  of  all  the  gods, 
*Let*8  leave  the  hennit  pity  with  our  mother; 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on. 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  swords. 

8hak$,  TroUuM  and  Cresnda, 

I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate ;  this  is  no  world 

To  play  with  mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips : 

We  must  have  bloody  noses,  and  crackM  crowns, 

And  pass  them  current  too. — God*B  me,  my  horse ! 

Shak$,  Henry  IV,    Pari  L 

He  is  their  god ;  he  leads  them  like  a  thing. 

Made  by  some  other  deity  than  nature. 

That  shapes  men  better :  and  they  follow  bim, 

Against  us  brats  with  no  less  confidence, 

Than  boys  pursuing  summer  butterflies. 

Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

8hak$.  JMu  Cmiar, 

A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men ; 
Domestic  fliry,  and  fierce  civil  strile. 
Shall  cumber  all  tlie  parts  of  Italy : 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use, 
And  dreadful  objects  so  fiimiliar, 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infiints  quartered  with  the  hands  of  war ; 
All  pity  chok*d  with  custom  <tf  fell  deeds. 

Shttkg,  Juku9  Cm$ar, 

He  hath  fought  to-day, 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
Destroyed  in  such  a  ehape. 

Shak9.  Antony  and  Cleopatra, 

Your  honour  calls  you  hence 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  folly. 
And  all  the  gods  go  with  you !  upon  your  sword 
Sit  laurel  victory !  and  smooth  success 
Be  strewed  before  your  feet. 

Shako,  Antony  and  Cttopaira, 

What,  stand*st  thou  idle  here  7  lend  me  thy  sword ; 
Many  a  nobleman  is  stark  and  stiff 
Under  the  hoofs  of  vaunting  enemies, 
Whose  deaths  are  unreveng'd. 

Shako,  Henry  IV,    Port  /. 
Wars  are  no  strife. 
To  toe  dark  house  and  the  detested  vdfe. 

Shako,  AU*$  WA 


And  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  kings : 

If  die ;  brave  death,  wbcn  princes  die  with  wl 

Now  for  our  consciences,  the  arms  are  fidr, 

When  the  intent  fiir  bearing  thom  is  just 

Shako,  Honry  IV.    Pari  I, 

Poor  lord!  is*tl 

That  chase  tbee  flrom  thy  country,  and  expose 

Those  tender  limbs  of  thine  to  the  event 

Of  the  none^paring  virar 7  and  isit  I 

That  drive  thee  from  the  sportive  court,  when 

thou 

Wast  shot  at  with  fair  eyes,  to  be  the  mack 

Of  smoky  muskets  7 

*  Shako.  AU'oWA 

Follow  thy  dram ; 

With  nian*s  blood  paint  the  ground,  gules,  gules: 

Religious  canoPs»  civil  laws  are  cruel ; 

Them  what  should  wai  be  7 

Shako.  Tlmoo. 

Lot  not  thy  sword  skip  one : 
Pity  not  boDour'd  age  for  hb  white  beard» 
He  is  an  usurer :  strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron ; 
It  b  her  habit  only  that  is  honest. 
Herself  *s  a  bawd :  let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
Bfake  00ft  thy  trenchant  sword ;  for  those  milk. 

papa, 
That  through  the  window  bars  bore  at  men's  eyes^ 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ. 
But  set  them  down  horrible  traitors. 

Shako.  TMum. 

I  ni  use  the  advantage  of  my  pow'r, 
And  lay  the  summer's  dust  with  show*rs  of  bkwd, 
Rain'd  from  the  wounds  of  slaughterM  English- 
men. Shako.  Richard  II, 

Why  have  they  dared  to  march 
So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceful  bosom ; 
Frighting  her  pale-faced  villages  with  war. 
And  ostentation  of  despiteful  arms  7 

Shako.  Rieiard  II. 

Ah,  gracious  lord,  these  days  are  dangerous ! 

Virtue  is  chok'd  with  foul  ambition, 

And  charity  chaa*d  henco  by  rancour's  hand ; 

Foul  subornation  is  predominant,  • 

And  equity  «jdl*d  your  highness*  land. 

Shako.  Henry  IV.    Pari  IL 

Then,  in  the  name  of  God,  and  all  these  rights. 

Advance  your  standards,  draw  your  willing  svrords; 

For  me  the  ransom  of  my  bold  attempt 

Shall  be  this  cold  corse  on  the  earth's  cold  faee ; 

But  if  I  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt 

The  least  of  you  shall  share  hb  part  thereof! 

Shako.  Richard  III 
1  think  tfaers  be  dx  Richmonds  in  the  fidd; 
Five  have  I  slain  to-day,  instead  of  him. 

Shako.  Richard  III. 
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Let*8  whip  those  ■trag'^len  o*er  the  seas  a^n ; 
Laah  henoe  these  over-weening'  rage  of  France, 
These  ikmishM  beggars,  weary  of  their  lives ; 
Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit. 
For  want  of  means,  poor  rats,  had  bangM  them- 
schres.  Shaka.  Richard  JIL 

England  bath  long  been  mad  and  scarr'd  herself; 
The  brother  blindly  shed  the  brother's  blood. 
The  father  rashly  slaughterM  his  own  son. 
The  son  compellM  been  butcher  to  the  sire. 

Shaks.  Richard  III. 

Oar  soldiers, — like  the  night4>wrs  lazy  flight 
Or  like  a  lazy  thresher  with  a  flail, — 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  struck  their  friends. 

ShaU  Henry  VI.    Part  III. 

Sljall  we  go  throw  away  onr  coats  of  steel. 
And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns. 
Numbering  oar  avo-marias  with  our  beads  7 
Or  shall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  oar  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  ? 

Shaki.  Hemy  VI.    Part  III. 

Hence,  therefore,  thou  nice  scratch ; 
A  scaly  gauntlet  now,  with  joints  of  steel. 
Must  glove  this  hand:  and  hence,  thou  sickly 

grief; 
Tliou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head. 
Which  princes,  fiesh'd  with  conquest,  aim  to  hit. 

Shaks.  Henry  IV.    ParUlI. 

Alas,  poor  country : 
Almost  afraid  to  know  thyself!    It  cannot 
Be  caird  our  mother,  but  our  grave ;  whore  nothing 
But  who  knows  notliing,  is  once  seen  to  smile : 
Where  sighs  and  groans,  and  shrieks  that  rend 

the  air. 
Are  made,  not  mark*d;  where  violent  sorrow 

seems 
A  modem  ecstasy ;  and  the  dead  man*s  knell 
Is  there  scarce  ask*d,  for  whom ;  and  good  men*s 

lives 
Expire  before  the  flowers  in  their  caps. 

Shake.  Macbetk. 

O  war !  begot  in  pride  and  luxury, 

The  child  of  malice  and  revengefiil  hate ; 

Thou  impious  good,  and  good  impiety,! 

Thou  art  the  foul  refiner  of  a  state. 

Unjust  icourge  of  mea*s  iniquity. 

Sharp  easer  of  cormpHons  desperate ! 

Is  there  no  means  but  that  a  sin-.8ick  land 

Must  be  kit  bkiod  with  soch  a  boisterous  hand  ? 

DameCB  Civil  Wmr^ 

He  is  unwise  that  to  a  market  goes. 

Where  there  is  nothing  to  be  sold  but  blows. 

AUyn'e  Henry  VII. 
2K 


To  broach  a  war,  and  not  to  be  assiirM 

Of  certain  means  to  make  a  fair  defence, 

Howe*er  the  ground  be  just,  may  justly  seem 

A  wilful  madness. 

Hemminge*e  Jew*e  Tragedy. 

Ah  roe !  what  perils  do  environ 

The  man  that  meddles  with  cold  iron ! 

BuUer'e  Hudibrae. 

The  ancients  mako  two  sevVal  kinds 

Of  prowess  in  heroic  minds ; 

Tlie  active  and  the  passive  valiant; 

Both  which  are  pmri  Ubra  gallant : 

For  both  to  give  blows,  and  to  carry. 

In  fights  are  e^t  necessary. 

Butler^e  Httdibra$. 

For  those  that  fly  may  fight  again. 

Which  he  can  never  do  that  *8  slain. 

Hence  timely  running  *s  no  mean  part 

Of  conduct  in  the  martial  art ; 

By  which  some  glorious  &ats  achieve. 

As  citizens  by  breaking  thrive. 

Butler'e  Hudibrae. 

Peace  is  despaired. 
For  who  can  think  submission !    War,  then,  war 
Open  or  onderstood,  must  be  resolvM. 

Millon'e  Paradiee  LoeL 

My  sentonee  is  for  open  war :  of  wiles. 
More  unexpert,  I  boast  not :  then  let  those 
Contrive,  who  need,  or  when  they  need,  not  now. 

Milton^e  Paradiee  LoeL 

Where  cattle  pastured  late,  now  scattered  lies 

With  carcasses  and  arms  th*  ensanguinM  field 

Deserted* 

MUtan'e  Paradiee  LoeL 

One  to  destroy  is  murder  by  the  law. 
And  gibbets  keep  the  lifled  hand  in  awe ; 
To  murder  thousands  takes  a  specious  name, 
War*s  glorious  art,  and  gives  immortal  fame. 

Youtig'e  Lone  of  Fame, 

But  what  most  show*d  the  vanity  of  life, 

Was  to  behold  the  nations  all  on  fire. 

In  cruel  broils  engaged,  and  deadly  strife : 

Most  christian  kings,  inflamed  by  black  desire. 

With  honourable  ruffians  in  their  hire. 

Cause  war  to  rage,  and  blood  around  to  pour ; 

Of  this  sad  work  when  each  begins  to  tire. 

They  sit  them  down  just  where  they  were  before. 

Till  for  new  scenes  d*woe,  peace  shall  their  force 

restore. 

T%omsoii*s  Caelle  of  Indete'tee 

Let  each  as  deem  it  glory  to  destroy, 
Rush  into  blood,  the  sack  of  cities  seek ; 
Unpierc*df  exulting  in  the  widow's  wail. 
The  virgin's  shriek,  and  in&nt*s  trembling  cry 
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Raab,  fruitle«  war,  from  wuiton  glorj  wag*d, 
Ik  only  splendid  murder. 

7^oniMfi*«  Edioard  and  EUancra, 

I  De*er  approvM  thia  raah,  romaoUe  war. 
Begot  by  lioUbraio'd  bigota,  and  fomented 
By  the  intriguea  of  proud  doaigning  prieatB. 
All  agoa  have  their  madneaa,  thia  ia  oun. 

Liik'9  Elmeriek. 

Ia  death  more  emel  from  a  prmte  dagger 
llian  in  the  field,  from  mordering  aworda  of 

thouaandaT 
Or  doea*the  limnber  alain  make  alaughter  gloriooa  7 

Cibbef'9  King  John. 

Onward  they  march  embattled,  to  the  aoand 

Of  martial  harmony ;  fifea,  cometa,  drums. 

That  rooae  the  aleepy  aoul  to  arms,  and  bold 

Heroic  deeds. 

SomenSWt  Chate. 

Extended  empire,  like  expanded  gold. 
Exchangee  aolid  strength  lor  feeble  splendour. 

Dr,  John§on*9  Irene, 

War,  my  lord. 
Is  of  eternal  use  to  human  kind 
For  erer  and  anon  when  you  ba^e  paaa'd 
A  few  dull  yeara  in  peace  and  propagation. 
The  world  ia  overstockM  with  fools,  and  wanta 
A  pestilence  at  leaat  if  not  a  hero. 

JfffaYt  Bdmn, 

I^nds  intersected  by  a  narrow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.     Mountains  interposed 
Make  enemies  of  nations  who  had  else 
tdke  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one. 

Couper*i  ToA, 

In  e?ery  heart 
Are  sown  the  sparks  that  kindle  fiery  war. 
Occasion  needs  but  fan  them,  and  they  blaze. 

Cowper^t  Taal. 

Ah !  why  will  kinga  forget  that  they  are  men  ? 

And  men  that  they  are  brethren  7    Why  delight 

In  human  sacrifice  7    Why  burst  the  ties 

Of  nature,  that  abould  knit  their  soula  together 

In  one  soil  bond  of  amity  and  love  7 

Yet  still  they  breathe  destruction,  still  go  on 

Inhumanly  ingenious  to  find  out 

New  paiua  fi>r  life,  new  terrors  for  the  grave. 

Artificers  of  death ! 

PoiUua'i  Death, 

No  bloou^tainM  victory,  in  story  bright, 

I  *«n  give  the  philosophic  mind  delig^ht ; 

No  triumph  please,  while  rage  and  death  destroy: 

Kcflectiou  sickens  at  the  monstrous  joy. 

Bloamfidd^e  Farmer*9  Boy, 


O  who,  that  shar*d  them,  ever  shall  fiirgel 
The  emotions  of  the  spirit^rousing  time. 
When  breathleaa  in  the  mart  the  couriers 
Early  and  late,  at  evening  and  at  prime ; 
WhcQ  the  loud  cannon  and  the  merry  chime 
Haird  news  on  news,  as  field  on  field  waa  won, 
When  hope,  long  doubtful,  soar*d  at  length  sub- 
lime. 
And  our  glad  eyes,  awoke  aa  day  begun, 
Watch*d  joy*s  broad  banner  rise,  to  meet  the  rising 
sun !  ScatCe  Lord  of  the  lelee. 

All  that  tlio  mind  would  ahrink  from  of  execssca; 
All  that  the  body  perpetrates  of  bad. 
All  that  we  read,  hear,  dream  of  man*s  distresses ; 
All  that  the  devil  would  do  if  run  stark  mad ; 
All  that  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expn 
All  by  which  hell  ia  peopled,  or  as  sad 
Aa  hell — mere  mortals  who  their  power  al 
Waa  here  (as  hcretofbro  and  since  let  loose. 


It  waa  a  dread,  yet  spirit-stirring  sight ! 
The  bilbws  fbaniM  beneath  a  thousand  oara. 
Fast  as  they  land,  the  red-cross  ranka  unite, 
Legiona  on  legions  brightening  all  the  ahoresu 
Then  banners  rise,  and  cannon-aignal  roars, 
Tlicn  peals  tlie  warlike  thunder  of  the  drum. 
Thrills  the  loud  fife,  the  trumpet-flourish  poun^ 
And  patriot  hopes  awake,  and  doubta  are  dumb  s 
For  bold  in  freedom*a  cauae,  the  bands  of  ocean 
came. 

SetftCe  Vieion  of  Don  Roderiek. 

*T  was  bustle  in  the  court  below, 

**  Mount  and  march  forward  !*'  forth  they  go ; 

Stceda  neigh  and  trample  all  around. 

Steel  rings,  spears  glimmer,  trumpets  sound. 

ScoU'eRoMf 

Thus  while  they  looked,  a  flouriah  proud. 

Where  mingled  trump,  and  clarion  loud. 

And  fife,  and  kettle-drum. 

And  sackbut  deep,  and  paaltery, 

And  war-pipe  with  discordant  cry. 

And  cymbal  clattering  to  the  sky. 

Making  wild  music  bold  and  high. 

Did  up  the  mountain  come. 

ScoWe  Aftii  iniSBi 

m 

The  about 

Of  battle,  the  barbarian  yell,  the  braf 

Of  dissonant  instrumenta,  the  clang  of  arm% 

The  shriek  of  agony,  the  groan  of  death. 

In  one  wild  uproar  and  continued  din. 

Shake  the  still  air;  while  overhead  the  moon, 

Regardless  of  the  stir  of  this  low  world. 

Holds  on  her  heavenly  way. 

Southey'a  Madoc 


WAR. 


547 


The  autumnai  rains  had  beaten  to  the  earth  I 

The  unveapM  harvest,  &om  the  Tilla|re  ohuroh 
No  eve-8oim«beU  was  iftard,  the  shepherd^s  dog 
PrejM  on  the  seatterM  floek,  for  there  was  now 
No  hand  to  iced  him,  and  upon  the  hearth, 
Where  he  had  BlumberM  at  his  master^s  feet, 
The  rank  weed  flourish'd. 

Saulhey*9  Joan  rf  Are, 

War  is  honourable 
In  those  who  do  their  native  rights  maintain ; 
In  those  whose  swords  an  iron  barrier  are 
Between  the  lawless  spoiler  and  the  weak ; 
But  is  in  those  who  draw  the  offensive  blade 
For  added  power  or  gain,  sordid  and  despicable 
As  meanest  office  of  the  worldlj  churL 

Joanna  BaiiUe^i  RkwM. 

O  war !  — >  what,  what  art  thou  ? 
At  once  the  proof  and  scourge  of  man's  faU'n 

state! 
After  the  brightest  conquest,  what  appears 
Of  all  thjr  glories  7  for  the  vanquishM,  chains  I 
For  the  proud  victors,  what  7  alas  I  to  reign 
0*cr  desolated  nations! 

Hannah  Mort'o  Datid  and  OML 

While  desolation,  snatching  from  the  hand 
Of  time  the  sejrthe  of  ruin,  sits  aloft. 
Or  stalks  in  dreadful  majesty  abroad. 

Hannah  Moreno  Bdohaxxar, 
I  own  my  natural  weakness ;  I  have  not 
Yet  leamM  to  think  of  indiscriminate  murder 
Without  some  sense  of  shuddering ;  and  the  sight 
Of  blood  which  spouts  through  hoary  scalps  is  not 
To  me  a  thing  of  triumph,  nor  the  de^th 
Of  men  surpris'd,  a  glory. 

BftxnCo  Dog€  of  Venite* 

What  boots  the  oft-repeated  tale  of 'strife, 
Tlie  feast  of  vultures,  and  the  waste  of  life  T 
Tlie  varying  fortune  of  each  separate  field, 
Tlie  fierce  that  vanquish,  and  the  fidnt  that  yield  7 
Tlie  smoking  ruin  and  the  crumbled  wall  7 
In  this  the  struggle  was  the  same  with  all ! 

Byron*9  Lara. 

The  bayonet  pierces,  and  the  sabre  cleaves. 

And  humaii  lives  are  lavishM  everywhere. 

As  the  year  closing  whirls  the  scarlet  leaves 

When  the  stript  forest  bows  to  the  bleak  air, 

And  groans. 

Byron* 
The  death-shot  biasing  from  afar-^ 

The  shock— > the  shout— -the  groan  of  WBr<«" 

Reverberate  along  that  vale, 

More  suited  to  the  shepherd's  fols : 

Thoogh  few  the  numbers — thcir's  the  strifo, 

T2iat  neither  spares,  nor  speaks. for  Iifo« 

Byron^s  Giaour. 


Mark  where  his  carnage  and  his  conquest  oea«! 
He  makes  a  solitude,  and  calls  it — peace ! 

Byron' i  Bride  rfAbydot. 

Ah,  monarchs !  could  ye  taste  the  mirth  ye  mar. 
Not  in  the  toils  of  gbry  would  ye  fret ; 
The  hoarse,  doll  drum  would  sloep,  and  man-be 
happy  yet !  Byron's  ChUde  HaroUL 

Sound,  sound  the  clarion !  fill  the  fifo ! 
To  all  the  sensual  world  proclaim. 
One  crowded  hour  of  glorious  life 
Is  worth  an  age  without  a  name  I 

ScqU'8  Old  Mortality. 

When  Gceek  meets  Greek,  then  comes  the  tug  of 
war.  Xm*s  Alexander  ike  Great, 

And  telling  a  tale  of  gallant  war. 
On  his  brow  was  a  slight  but  glorious  sear* 

Mi$$  Landout 
Who  dies  in  vain 
Upon  his  country^  war.fields,  and  vi-ithin 
The  shadow  of  her  altars  7 

ilfrs.  Hmano^o  Siege  if  Valencia. 

More  soluble  is  this  knot, 
Like  almost  all  the  rest,  if  men  were  virise. 
By  gentlcaoBs  than  war. 

Tenvyson^M  Prineeso. 

War  must  be 
While  men  are  what  they  are ;  while  they  have 

bad 
Passions  to  be  rous'd  up ;  while  t-ul'd  by  men ; 
While  all  the  powers  and  treasures  of  a  land 
Are  at  the  beck  of  the  ambitious  crowd; 
While  injuries  can  be  inflicted,  or 
Insults  be  offerM ;  yea,  while  rights  are  worth 
Maintaining,  fi^edom  keeping,  or  life  having, 
8o  long  the  sword  shall  shine ;  so  long  shall  war 
Continue,  and  the  need  of  war  remain. 

BaUey^o  FettuM. 

A  crash  ^-  as  when  sooxe  swollen  cloud 

Cracks  o*er  the  tangled  trees ! 
With  side  to  side,  and  spar  to  spar. 

Whose  smoking  decks  are  these  ? 
I  know  Saint  Oeorge^s  blood-red  cross. 

Thou  mistress  of  the  seas,  — 
But  what  is  she,  whose  streaming  bars 

Roll  out  before  the  breeze  7 
Ah !  well  her  iron  ribs  are  knit. 

Whose  thunders  strive  to  quell 
The  bellowing  throats,  the  blazing  hps 

That  peal*d  the  Armada*s  knell ! 
The  mist  was  clearM-— a  wreath  of  stars 

Rose  o'er  the  crimson  swell. 
And  wavering  .from  its  haughty  peak* 

The  cross  of  EngUnd  fell ! 

O.  W.  Mmeo^  The  Pilgrim's  Vinom. 


WATER, 


Oh !  oDoe  waa  felt  the  ftorm  of  w«r ! 

It  had  an  earthquake's  roar ; 
It  flashM  upon  the  mountain  height. 

And  flmok*d  along  the  shore. 
It  thundcrM  in  a  dreamiQg  ear. 

And  up  the  farmer  apnng ; 
It  routter'd  in  a  bold  true  heart, 

Aiid  a  warriar*a  hamesa  rang. 

J,  O.  C.  Bminard. 

Ah !  the  smoke  has  roIl*d  away ; 
And  I  see  the  Northern  lifles  gleaming  down  the 

ranks  of  gre j. 
Hark !  that  sodden  Uast  of  bogles !  there  the 

troop  of  Bfinon  wheels ; 
There  the  Northern  horses  thunder,  with  the  can* 

non  at  their  heels. 
Jeso,  pity!  how  it  thickens!  now  retreat,  and 

now  advance! 
Right  against  the  blazing  eannoa  shiTers  Poebia's 

charging  lance! 
Down  thej  go^  the  brave  joong  riders ;  hone  and 

loot  together  &11; 
Like  a  ploughshare  in  the  &D0W,  throogh  them 

ploughs  the  Northern  balL 

WkUti€r*9  Pomu. 

O,  war  IS  cruel-hearted !  ay,  the  man 
That  in  the  private  walks  of  life  was  kind, 
Rven  w  the  nursing  mother*!  tender  fears ;  — 
Who  started  at  a  funeral  knell  and  walk*d 
With  slow,  sad  stop,  and  sympathizing  eje. 
When  the  hearse  passM  with  one  he  never  knew^- 
Why  ho,  when  war*s  stem  strength  is  on  his  soul, 
Will  stalk  in  apathy  o*er  slaoghter'd  friend^ 
Counting  the  dead  and  dying,  as  their  loss 
Was  all  oompoted  in  the  numbers  slain. 

Mrs.  HaW$  Ormond  Orotvmu; 


WATER. 

A  little  water  dears  ns  of  this  deed. 

Skak9.MadM. 
Water  cannot  wash  away  yoor  sin. 

8kak8.  Riekard  IL 

The  water!  the  water! 

The  dear  and  blessed  thing, 
That  all  day  fed  the  little  flowers 

On  its  banks  blossoming. 
The  water!  the  water! 

"liat  murmor*d  in  my  ear 
llymns  of  a  saint-like  purity. 

That  angels  well  might  hear ; 
And  whisper  in  the  gates  of  heaven. 
How  meek  a  pilgrim  had  been  shriven. 

WVM&m  BklherwdL 


Desire  of  wine  and  all  delicious  drinks, 
Which  many  a  famous  warrior  ovcrtoms, 
Thoo  could^st  repress,  nor  aid  the  dancing  mby 
Sparkling,  oot.pour*d,  the  flavour  or  the  smell. 
Or  taste  that  cheers  the  heart  of  gods  and  men. 
Allure  thee  fitxn  the  cod  crystalline  stream. 

Jft2bm*s  8am»on  Agomda 

Where  fountain  or  fresh  current  flowM 
Against  the  eastern  ray,  translucent,  pure. 
With  torch  ethcrial  of  heaven's  fiery  rod, 
I  drank,  from  the  clear  milky  juice  allaying 
Tliirst,  and  refreshed ;  nor  envied  them  the  grape. 
Whose  heads  that  turbulent  liquor  fills  witii  fiimcs. 

If  tton's  SamMon  Agmtigiea. 

Bright,  bright  in  many  a  rocky  urn. 

The  waters  of  our  deserts  lie. 

Jtfrs.  Hemant. 

Water,  water,  every  where, 

And  all  the  boards  did  shrink ; 
Water,  water,  every  where. 

Nor  any  drop  to  drink ! 

Wine,  wine,  thy  power  and  praise 
Hath  ever  been  echoed  in  minstrel  lays ; 
But  water,  I  deem,  hath  a  mightier  claim 
To  fill  up  a  niche  in  the  temple  of  ^ame. 

Miss  BUmm  Codb. 


Traverse  the  desert,  and  then  ye  can  tell 
What  treasures  exist  in  the  cdd  deep  well ; 
Sink  in  despair  on  the  red  parchM  earth. 
And  then  jre  may  reckon  what  water  is  worth. 

MimEUxaCoeL 


How  beautiful  the  water  is! 

To  mo  *tis  wondrous  fair-* 
No  spot  can  ever  lonely  be 

If  water  sparkle  there ; 
It  hath  a  thousand  tongues  of  mirth. 

Of  grandeur,  or  delight. 
And  every  heart  is  gladder  made 

When  water  greets  the  sight 

Jfrt.  R  Oakf  SaaA. 

lift  up^  lift  op  the  standard. 

And  plant  it  by  the  well! 
And,  gather*d  underneath  its  fblds» 

A  choral  anthem  swell! 
Thn  anthem  that  is  set  in  praise 

Of  brooks  and  cisterns  sing ! 
Give  one  strain  to  the  main. 

Give  another  to  the  spring! 
Yea,  give  a  chorus  lood  and  long 

To  aqueduct  and  spring. 

Join  Pieijisirf. 

We  sing  the  praise  of  water ! 

Jsilii  PitrjemL 


WEALTH. 
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While  this  gold  water  fiHa  my  cup, 

Duns  dare  not  assaj]  me ; 
Sheriffs  shall  not  lock  me  up, 

Nor  my  neighbours  bail  me. 

John  Pierpont, 

For  the  cool  water  we  have  quaff*d, 
Source  of  all  Good,  we  owe  thee  much ; 

Our  lips  have  touchM  no  borning  draught 
This  daj,  —  nor  shall  thej  ever  touch. 

John  Pierpont, 

Let  light  on  water  shine, — 

The  light  of  love  and  truth 

Then  shall  that  drink  divine 

Be  qtmfTM  by  age  and  youth. 

Join  PierpmU 

Pour  the  bright  lymph  that  Heaven  itself  let  fall—- 
In  one  fair  bumper  let  us  toast  them  all ! 

O.  W.  Hobnes. 

Joy  smiles  in  the  ibuntain,  health  flows  in  the  rills, 
And  the  ribands  of  silver  unwind  from  the  hills ; 
They  breathe  not  the  mist  of  the  bacchanal's 

dream, 
But  the  lilies  of  innocence  float  on  their  streams. 

O.  W,  HolnuM. 


WEALTH.  —  (See  also  Gold  and  Riches.) 

If  thou  art  rich,  thou  art  poor ; 

For,  like  an  ass,  whose  back  with  ingots  bows, 

Thou  bear*st  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  joamey, 

And  death  unloads  thee. 

Shakapeare. 

That  I  might  live  alone  once  with  my  gold  ! 
Oh  *t  is  a  sweet  companion !  kind  and  true ! 
A  man  may  trust  it,  wln^n  his  father  cheats  him. 
Brother,  or  fiiend,  or  wife.    O  wondrous  pelij 
That  which  makes  all  men  false,  is  true  itsel£ 

J<m9on*B  Cote  is  Altered, 

Money,  thou  bane  of  bliss,  and  source  of  woe. 
Whence  com*st  thou,  that  tJiou  art  so  fresh  and 

fine? 
I  know  thy  parentage  is  base  and  low : 
Man  found  thee  poor  and  dirty  in  a  mine. 

Htroertm 

Puissant  gold  {  red  earth  at  first  made  man ; 
Now  it  makes  villain :  this  refined  clod 
Can  what  nor  love,  nor  time,  nor  valour  can; 
Jove  could  do  more  in  gold,  than  in  a  god. 
Destruction  surer  comes,  and  rattles  louder, 
Out  of  a  mine  of  gold,  than  one  of  powder, 

Aleyn'9  Henry  VII. 

What  *B  orthodox,  and  true  believing 
Against  a  conscience  ?  —  a  good  living. 

ButUr't  HudibroB. 


See  what  money  can  do :  that  can  change 
Men*s  manners ;  alter  their  conditions ! 
How  tempestuous  the  slaves  are  without  it ! 
O  thou  powerful  metal !  what  authority 
Is  in  th^ !  thou  art  the  key  to  all  men*s 
Mouths :  with  thee,  a  man  may  lock  up  tiie  jaws 
Of  an  informer ;  and  without  thee,  he 
Cannot  open  the  lips  of  a  lawyer. 

Richard  Bronu, 

Why  dost  thou  heap  up  wealth,  which  thou  must 

quit, 
Or  what  is  worse,  be  lefl  by  it  ? 
Why  dost  thou  load  thyself  when  thou  *rt  to  fly. 
Oh,  man !  ordain*d  to  die  ? 
Why  dost  thou  build  up  stately  rooms  on  high. 
Thou  who  art  under  ground  to  lie  7 
Tliou  eow*8t  and  plantest,  but  no  fiait  must  see. 
For  death,  alas !  is  reaping  thee. 

CmoUy 
Men  venture  necks  to  gain  a  fortune : 
The  soldier  does  it  every  day, 
(Eight  to  the  week)  for  sixpence  pay : 
Your  pettifoggers  damn  their  souls, 
To  share  with  knaves  in  cheating  fbds: 
And  merchants  ventVing  through  the  main 
Slight  pirates,  rocks,  and  horns,  for  gain. 

ButUr'i  HudtbroM. 
^  is  virtue,  wit,  and  worth,  and  all 
That  men  divine  and  sacred  call : 
For  what  is  worth  in  any  thing 
But  so  much  money  as  H  will  bring  7 

Butler't  Hudihrat. 
Love-passions  are  like  parables, 
By  which  men  still  mean  something  else. 
Though  love  be  all  the  world's  pretence. 
Money's  the  mythologic  sense ; 
The  real  substance  of  tlie  shadoWf 
Which  all  address  and  courtsliip's  made  to. 

Bujaer'9  Hudibra* 

'Tis  not  those  orient  pearls  our  teeth. 

That  you  are  so  transported  with : 

But  those  we  wear  about  our  necks, 

Produce  those  amorous  effects. 

Butler*$  HudibroM 

What  makes  all  doctrines  plain  and  clear  7 
About  two  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
And  that  which  was  provM  true  before. 
Prove  fiilse  again  7  two  hundred  more. 

ButUr'8  HudibroB 

What  makes  y*  encroach  upon  our  trade, 
And  damn  all  others? — to  be  paid. 

BtUUr'9  Hudibraa 

What  makes  the  breaking  of  all  oaths 

A  holy  duty  7  — •  fbod  and  dothes. 

ButlefM  HudibruB, 


WIDOW. 


What  renders  beating  <m*  of  braina, 
And  murder,  fodUneai  7  —  ffeai  gaina. 

BvOei'M  BmiSkru. 

What  makei  a  knave  a  child  of  God, 
.And  one  of  us  7  —  a  livelihood.  * 

Can  richei  keep  the  mortal  wretch  from  death  T 
Or  can  new  treasures  purchase  a  new  breath  7 
Or  does  heaven  send  its  love  and  mercj  more 
To  roammon*8  pamperM  sons  than  to  the  poor  7 
If  not,  why  should  the  &ol  take  so  much  state. 
Exalt  himself  and  others  under-rate  7 
*T  is  senseless  ignorance,  that  soothes  his  pride, 
And  make  him  laugh  at  all  the  world  beside. 

Tool  Broun* 

Riches,  like  insects,  while  coneeal*d  they  lie, 

Wait  but  for  wings,  and  in  their  seasons  fly ; 

To  wltom  can  riches  give  repute  and  trust, 

Content  or  pleasure,  but  the  good  and  just  7 

Judges  and  senates  have  been  bought  ftr  gold, 

Elsteem  and  love  are  never  to  be  sokL 

Pope. 

Wealth  In  the  gross  is  death,  but  lift  diffusM ; 

As  poison  heals  in  just  proportions  usM ; 

In  heaps,  like  ambergris,  a  stink  it  lies. 

But  well  dispersM  is  incense  to  the  skies. 

Pjm. 

Can  wealth  give  happiness  7  look  round,  and  ko 
What  gay  distress !  what  splendid  misery ! 
Whatever  fbrtune  lavishly  can  pour, 
The  mind  annihilates,  and  calls  for  more. 

Young' 9  Late  ^  Fame. 

The  needy  traveller,  serene  and  gay. 
Walks  the  wide  heath,  and  sings  his  toil  away. 
Does  envy  seize  thee  7  crush  the  upbraiding  joy. 
Increase  his  riches,  and  his  peace  destroy. 

Dr.  Johnatn'B  Vamtycf  Human  Wiiheo, 

Wealth  is  substantial  good  the  fates  allot : 
We  know  we  have  it,  or  we  have  it  not 
liut  all  those  graces,  which  men  highly  rate. 

Their  minds  themselves  imagine  and  create. 

CfMe. 

He  (hat  hath  more  than  enough  is  a  thief  of  the 
rights  of  his  brother. 

Tujpper'9  Pn/ceHfial  PHItmophy. 

Wealth  often  killeth,  where  want  but  hindreth 
iho  budding. 

Tu^xr'9  Proverbial  PhOooofkif. 

Wealth  hath  never  given  happiness,  but  oflen 
iiasten*d  misery. 

Tuppor^o  Proverbial  PkUooapkjf. 

ir  an  were  rich,  gold  would  he  peimiless. 

BaUey'9  Fesfiic. 


If  riches  were  consigned  to  rae. 

No  griping  hand  would  dutch  tho  pelf; 
For  valueless  the  gold  would  be. 

If  hoarded  only  for  myself 

Mio9 


Now,  thanks  to  Heaven 
For  blessings  chaxniess  in  the  rich  man's  keeping- 
Wealth  that  the  miser  cannot  hide  away ! 
Buy,  if  they  will,  tlie  invaluable  flower — 
They  cannot  store  its  firagrance  from  the  breeze  I 
Wear,  if  they  will,  the  eostliest  gem  of  Ind — 
It  pours  its  light  on  eveiy  passing  eye ! 


WIDOW. 

The  new-made  widow  too  I  *vo  sometimes  spied, 
Sad  sight !  alow  moving  o*cr  the  prostrate  dead : 
Listless  she  crawls  atong  in  dolefhl  black, 
While  bursts  of  sorrow  gush  from  either  eye, 
Fast  fklling  down  her  now  untaitcd  cheek. 
Prone  on  the  lonely  grave  of  the  dear  man 
She  drops ;  whilst  busy  meddling  memory. 
In  borbaroua  succession,  musters  up 
The  post  endearments  of  their  sofler  hours. 

Tenacious  of  the  theme. 

Gr&oe. 


All  the  kmg  summer  did  she  live  in  hope 

Of  tidings  from  the  war ;  and  as  at  eve. 

She  with  her  mother  at  the  cottage-door 

Sat  in  the  sunshine,  if  a  traveller 

Appear'd  at  distance  coming  o'er  the  brow. 

Her  eye  was  on  him,  and  it  might  be  seen 

By  the  flushed  cheek  what  thoughts  were  in  her 

heart. 
And  by  the  deadly  paleness  which  ensued. 
How  her  heart  died  within  her. 

Souihef9  Joan  ef  Are 

like  lamps  in  eastern  sepulchres, 

/mid  my  hearths  deep  gloom, 
Aflfeciion  sheds  its  holiest  light 

Upon  my  husband's  tomb : 
And  as  those  lamps,  if  brought  once  more 

To  upper  air,  g/ow  dim, 
So  my  soul's  love  is  cold  and  dead 

Unless  it  glow  lor  him. 

Mother !  Ihy  name  is  widow  —  well 

I  know  no  love  of  mine  can  fill 
The  waste  place  of  thy  heart,  or  dwell 

Within  one  sacred  recess  —  still 
Lean  on  the  fiuthfbl  bosom  of  Ay  son. 
My  parent,  thou  art  mine,  my  onfy  one. 

Gmrge  W.  Bolhmo. 


WIFE. 
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Bee,  but  glance  briefly,  sorrow- worn  and  pale, 
Those  sunken  checks  beneath  the  widow^s  veil ; 
Alone  she  wanders  where  with  him  she  trod. 
No  arm  to  stay  her,  but  she  leans  on  God. 

O.  IF.  Holmea. 


WIFE. 

You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wiCe ; 

As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 

That  visit  my  sad  heart 

Shaka.  JuJnu  Casar, 

Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 

la  it  excepted,  I  should  know  no  secrets 

Tliat  appertain  to  you  7     Ara  I  yourself, 

But,  as  it  were,  on  sort,  or  limitation ; 

To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed, 

And  talk  to  you  sometimes  7  dwell  I  but  in  the 

suburbs 
Of  your  good  pleasure  7    If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus*  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Sbakt.  JuUut  C^uar, 

Such  duty  as  the  subject  owes  the  prince, 
Even  such  a  woman  oweth  to  her  husband : 
And,  when  she  *s  fVoward,  peevish,  sullen,  sour. 
And  not  obedient  to  his  honest  wiU, 
What  is  she  but  a  ibul  contending  rebel. 
And  graceless  traitor  to  her  loving  lord  7 

8hak»,  Taming  the  Shrew, 

I  am  asham'd,  that  women  are  so  simple 
To  offer  war  where  they  should  kneel  fbr  peace ; 
Or  seek  for  rule,  supremacy,  and  sway. 
When  they  are  bound  to  serve,  love,  and  obey. 

Shahs.  Taming  the  Shrew. 
Fyo !  iye !  unknit  that  threat*ning  unkind  brow ; 
And  dart  not  scornful  glances  from  those  eyes, 
To  wound  thy  lord,  thy  king,  thy  governor : 
It  blots  thy  beauty,  as  frosts  bite  the  meads ; 
Conibnnds  thy  ikme,  as  whirlwinds  shake  fkir 

buds; 
And  in  no  sense  is  meet,  or  amiable. 

Shake,  Taming  the  Shrew. 

Alas !  he  has  banishM  me  his  bed  already ; 
His  love,  too  long  ago :  I  am  old,  my  lords. 
And  all  the  fellowship  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  my  obedience.    What  can  happen 
To  me,  above  this  wretchedness  7 

Shake.  Henry  VIII. 
Happy  in  this,  the  b  not  yet  so  old 
But  she  may  learn ;  happier  than  this, 
She  is  not  bred  so  dull  but  she  can  learn ; 
Happiest  of  all,  is,  that  her  gentle  spirit 
Commits  itself  to  yours  to  be  directed. 
As  from  her  lord|  her  governor,  her  king. 

Shaka.  Merchant  vf  Venke. 


Thy  husband  is  thy  lord,  thy  life,  thy  keeper, 
Thy  head,  thy  sovereign ;  one  tHat  cares  fbr  theoi 
And  fi»r  thy  maintenance ;  commitsi  his  body 
To  painful  labour,  both  by  sea  and  land  ; 
While  thou  Iy*st  warm  at  home,  secure  and  safe  j 
And  craves  no  other  tribute  at  thy  hands, 
But  lotre,  fair  looks,  and  true  obedience ;  — 
Too  Utile  payment  fbr  so  great  a  debt 

Shake.  Taming  the  Shrew. 
My  noble  fatlicr, 
I  do  perceivb  here  a  divided  doty : 
To  you  I  am  bound  for  life  and  education ; 
My  life  and  education,  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  respect  you ;  you  are  the  lord  of  doty, 
I  am  hitherto  your  daughter :  But  here  *s  my  hus- 
band; 
And  so  much  duty  tm  my  mother  show'd 
To  you,  preferring  you  befbre  her  father. 
So  much  I  chaliengo  that  I  may  profess 

Due  to  the  Moor,  my  lord. 

Shake.  OthM. 

I  crave  fit  disposition  for  my  wife ; 

Due  reference  of  place,  and  exhibition ; 

With  such  accommodation,  and  besort. 

As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Shake.  OiheUa. 
As  for  my  wife, 

I  would  you  had  her  spirit  in  such  another : 
The  third  o*  the  world  is  youis :  which  with  a 

snaffle 
You  may  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife. 

Shake.  Antony  and  Cleopatra 

I  will  be  master  of  what  is  mine  own : 

She  is  my  goods,  my  chattels ;  she  is  my  house. 

My  household  stufi|  my  field,  my  bam. 

My  horse,  my  ox,  my  ass,  my  any  thing ; 

And  here  she  stands,  touch  her  whoever  dare ; 

I  *11  bring  mine  action  on  the  proudest  he 

That  stops  my  way  in  IVidua. 

Shake.  Taming  the  Shrew 

She  is  mine  own; 

And  I  as  rich  in  having  such  a  jeWel, 

As  twenty  seas,  if  all  their  sand  were  pearl, 

The  water  nectar,  and  the  rocks  pure  gold. 

Shake.  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

Should  all  despair. 

That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 

Would  hong  themselves. 

Shake.  Winter's  TaU 

Givtt  me,  next  good,  an  understanding  wife. 
By  nature  wise,  not  learned  by  much  art ; 
Some  knowledge  on  her  side  will  all  my  life 
More  scope  of  conversation  then  impart; 
Besides  her  inborn  virtue  fortify ; 
They  are  most  good  who  best  know  why. 

Sir  Thomas  Otterhur^ 
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WIFE. 


A»  good  and  wiie ;  to  she  be  fit  for  me. 
That  is,  to  will,  and  not  to  will  the  same 
^Ij  wife  is  mj  adopted  aclf^  and  she 
As  mc,  to  wlmt  I  love,  to  love  must  frame. 
And  when  by  marriage  both  in  one  concur, 
Woman  cotiverts  to  man,  not  man  to  her. 

Sir  Thoma$  Overbury. 

'Hie  sum  of  all  that  makes  a  just  man  hap|»y 
Consists  in  the  well  choosing  of  his  wife ; 
And  there,  well  to  discharge  it,  does  require 
Equality  of  years;  of  birth,  of  fortune; 
For  beauty  being  poor,  and  not  cried  up 
By  birth  or  wealth,  can  truly  mix  with  neither. 
And  weulth,  when  there  *8  such  difference  in  yean 
And  fiur  descent,  must  make  the  yoke  uneasy. 

Ma$Minger'»  New  Way  1o  Pay  Old  De&fs. 

What  thou  bid*st. 
Unargued  I  obey ;  so  God  ordains ; 
God  is  thy  law !  thou  mine ;  to  know  no  more 
Is  won)an*8  happiest  knowledge,  and  her  praise. 

MiUan^M  Panditt  Lo9i» 

Hole  partner  and  sole  part,  of  all  these  joys, 

Dearer  thyself  than  alL 

MUion'M  Parmdi$€  LotL 

Thy  likeness,  thy  fit  help,  thy  other  self; 
I'hy  wish  exactly  to  thy  heart's  desire. 

AfOton's  ParadiH  LmL 

For  nothing  lovelier  can  be  fixmd 
III  woman,  tlian  to  study  household  good, 
And  good  works  in  her  husband  to  promote. 

MUion^i  Pandisa  Lott. 

Of  earthly  good,  the  best  is  a  good  wife, 

X  bad  —  the  bitterest  curse  of  human  life. 

^noM. 

So  if  for  any  sins  of  ours. 

Or  our  fbre&thcn'  higher  powers. 

Severe  though  just,  afflict  our  life 

Willi  that  prime  ill,^a  talking  wift 

Till  death  shall  bring  the  kind  relieC 

Wc  must  be  patient ;  or  be  dea£ 

Prior'9  A2ma, 

A  pleasing  boeom^heat,  a  specious  ill, 
Which  felt  the  curse,  yet  covets  still  to  feel 

Pam^9  Huied. 

Dcauty  and  worth  in  her  alike  contend. 
To  charm  the  fancy,  and  to  fix  the  mind ; 
In  her,  my  wife,  my  mistress,  and  my  friend, 
i  tifilo  the  joys  of  sense  and  reason  join*d. 

MiaiHtnond, 

She  who  neVr  answers  till  her  husband  cools ; 
Or,  if  she  rules  him,  never  shows  she  rules ; 
Charms  by  accepting,  by  submitting  sways, 
Vet  has  her  humour  most,  when  she  obeys. 

Pdpe. 


Thus  day  by  day,  and  month  by  month,  wa  pwtj 
It  pleasM  the  Lord  to  take  my  apouso  at  laaL 
I  tore  my  gown,  I  soilM  my  locks  with  dust. 
And  beat  my  breasts,  as  wretched  widows  most; 
Before  my  face  my  handkerchief  I  spread. 
To  hide  the  flood  of  tears  I  did -^  not  shed. 

Papa. 

A  wilb  becomes  the  truest,  —  tendereat  fiiend. 
The  balm  of  comfort,  and  the  source  of  joy ! 
Thro'  every  various  turn  of  life  the  same. 

Savage's  Sir  Tkoama  Overbury, 

Is 't  not  enough  plagues,  wars,  and  famines,  rise 
To  lash  our  crimes,  but  must  our  wives  be  wise  1 

Young* t  Loot  cf  Fama, 

Can  she  be  faithful  to  her  luckless  lord 
Who  will  be  absent  in  affliction's  hour  7 
Is  it  not  tlicn  the  lenient  hand  of  love 
Proves  its  best  office  ?  then  the  virtuous  wife 
Shines  in  the  fiill  meridian  of  her  truth. 
And  claims  her  part  of  sorrow. 

Havard*»  King  CharUa  L 

'T  ii  not  in  Hymen's  gay  propitious  hour. 
With  summer  beams  and  genial  breezes  blest» 
That  man  a  consort's  worth  approveth  best: 
*T  is  when  Uic  skies  with  gloomy  tempests  lour. 
When  cares  and  sorrows  all  their  torrents  pour, 
She  clasps  him  closer  to  her  hallow'd  breast. 
Pillows  his  head,  and  lays  his  heart  to  rest ; 
Drying  her  check  from  sympathetic  shower. 

George  Hay  Drummandt 

Zounds,  lady !  do  not  give  such  heavy  blows ; 
I'm  not  your  husband,  as  belike  you  guess. 

Joanna  BaiUWa  BaaiL 

Husband,  husband,  cease  your  strife. 

Nor  longer  idly  rave,  sir  ; 

"Tho*  I  am  your  wedded  wife. 

Yet  I  am  not  your  slave,  sir. 

Bumf. 

Then  stopp'd  to  apeak  of  board,  and  what  for  lift 
A  wife  would  cost  ^-  if  he  should  take  a  wife. 
Hardly  he  bargain'd,  and  so  much  dcsir'd. 
That  we  demurr'd. 

My  bride. 

My  wife,  my  lifb.    O  we  wiU  walk  this  world, 

Yok'd  in  all  exercise  of  noble  aim. 

And  so  through  those  dark  gates  acroes  the  wiki 

That  no  man  knows. 

TenKytotCa  Prinemn, 

Look  through  mine  eyes  with  thine,  true  wife. 
Round  my  true  heart  thine  arms  entwine ; 

My  other,  dearer  lifb  in  life, 
Look  through  my  very  soul  with  thine ! 


WINDa 
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Wh&t  bliai  lor  her  who  livei  her  little  day» 
In  Uleet  obedicor-e,  like  to  those  divine. 

Who  to  her  lov*d,  her  earthly  lord  can  say, 
^  God  ii  thy  law,  most  just,  and  thou  art  mine.** 

Jlfrf .  Moria  Bnok$. 

Thou  wast  my  nnrse  in  sickness,  and  my  com* 

fi>rter  in  health ; 
So  gentle  and  so  constant,  when  our  love  was  all 

our  wealth: 
Tliy  voice  of  music  soothM  me,  k>vo,  in  ea<^  des- 

pondingr  hour. 

As  heaven's  honey-dew  consoles  the  bruis*d  and 
broken  flower.  ^^^  p^ 

Why  tarries  he  so  long,  while  she  —  that  one. 

So  Ibnd  and  true,  so  beautiful  and  bright—* 
Now  sits  in  cheerless  watchfulness  alone. 

Waiting  his  coming  through  the  tedious  night  7 
And  as  the  chimes  upon  the  distant  bell 

Mark  mournfully  and  sad  his  lingering  stay. 
Each  echoing  peal  seems  but  the  gloomy  knell 

Of  joys  departed,  pleasures  passed  away. 

Samud  D,  Pattemm. 

The  world  well  tried  —  the  sweetest  thing  in  life 
Is  the  unclouded  welcome  of  a  wife. 

Wm$'»  Lady  Jane. 

AH  day,  like  some  sweet  bird,  content  to  sing 
In  its  small  cage,  she  moveth  to  and  fro  — 
And  ever  and  anon  will  upward  spring 
To  her  sweet  lips,  fresh  firom  the  fount  below. 
The  murmur*d  melody  of  pleasant  thought. 
Light  household  duties,  evermore  inwrought 
With  pleasant  fancies  of  one  trusting  heart. 
That  lives  but  in  her  smile,  and  ever  tarns 
To  be  refreshed  where  one  pure  altar  bums ; 
Shut  out  from  hence  the  mockery  of  life. 
Thus  liveth  she  content,  the  meek,  food,  trusting 
wife.  Jtfri.  £.  Oakea  Smith. 

Full  well  I  know  the  generous  soul 

Which  warms  thee  into  life, 
£2ach  spring  which  can  its  powers  control 

Familiar  to  thy  wife— > 
For  dream*8t  thou  she  had  stoop'd  to  bind 
Her  fiite  unto  a  common  mind? 
The  eagle-like  ambition,  nurs*d 
From  childhood  in  her  heart,  bad  first 
Consumed,  with  its  Promethean  flame, 
The  shrine,  —  then  sank  her  so  to  shame. 

Jtf  rs.  DinnU$. 


WINDS. 

Many  are  the  notes, 
Which  in  his  tuneful  course  the  wind  draws  forth. 
From  rocks,  woods,  caverns,  heaths,  and  dashing 

Wofdtwortkt 


Ye  too,  ye  winds !  that  now  begin  to  blow. 
With  boisterous  sweep,  I  raise  my  voice  to  you. 
Where  are  your  stores,  ye  pen  erful  beings !  say, 
Where  your  aerial  magazines  reserved, 
To  swell  the  brooding  terrors  of  the  storm  7 
In  what  flu*  distant  region  of  the  sky, 
Hush'd  in  deep  silence,  sleep  yc  when  't  is  calm  7 

ThomtonU  Seasone, 

The  wind  has  a  language,  I  would  I  could  learn ! 
Sometimes  *tis  soothing, %nd  sometimes  'tis  stern, 
Sometimes  it  comes  like  a  low  sweet  song, 
And  all  things  grow  calm,  as  the  sound  floats  along. 
And  the  forest  is  luITd  by  the  dreamy  strain, 
And  slumber  sinks  down  on  tfie  wandering  maio. 
And  its  crystal  arms  are  folded  in  rest, 
And  the  tall  ship  sleeps  on  its  heaving  breast. 

Mi$8  Landon. 

And  it  beckons  the  leaves  with  its  viewless  hand. 
And  they  leap  from  their  branches  at  its  command. 
And  follow  its  footsteps  with  wheeling  feet. 
Like  fairies  that  dance  in  the  moonlight  sweet 

Mis»  Landon, 

And  pauses  to  gather  its  fearful  breath. 

And  lifts  up  its  voice  like  the  angel  of  death  — 

And  the  billows  leap  up  when  the  summons  they 

hear. 
And  the  ship  flies  away,  as  if  winged  with  &ar. 
And  the  uncouth  creatures  thai  dwell  in  the  deep 
Start  up  at  the  sound  fiom  their  floating  sleep, 
And  career  through  the  water,  like  clouds  through 

the  night. 
To  share  in  the  tumult  their  joy  and  delight, 
And  when  the  moon  rises,  the  ship  is  no  more. 
Its  joys  and  its  sorrows  are  vanishM  and  o*er. 
And  the  fierce  storm  that  slew  it  has  faded  away, 
Like  the  dark  dream  that  flics  from  the  light  of 

the  day.  JIftss  London. 

I  love  to  hear  the  high  winds  pipe  aloud, 
When  *gainst  the  leafy  nations  up  in  arms ; 
Now  screaming  in  their  rage,  now  shoutmg, 

proud—* 
llien  moaning,  as  in  pain  at  war*8  alarms ; 
Then  sofUy  sobbing  fo  unquiet  rest, 
Hien  wildly,  harshly,  breaking  forth  again 
As  if  in  scorn  at  having  been  represt. 
With  marching  sweep  careering  o*er  tiie  |dain. 

Anon 
Hie  mountain  wind !  most  spiritual  of  all 
Tlie  wide  earth  knows-** when,  in  the  sultry 
time 
He  stoops  him  firom  his  vast  oermean  hall. 
He  seems  the  breath  of  a  celestial  clime. 
As  if  from  heaven*s  wide-open  gates  did  flow 
Health  and  refreshment  on  tho  world  below. 

BryanVo  Poems 
47 


The  ecM>1  w»d. 
Tint  ttin  the  ftreani  in  play,  shall  eome  to  tfiee, 
Like  oiif  that  lorn  Ihne,  nor  will  1st  thaa  paaa 
Un^eeted,  and  ahall  five  its  lif ht  embraee. 

BryraTs  PumB, 


Oh !  I  love  the  winda  when  they  apnrn  oontrolt 
F*or  they  auit  ray  own  bond-hating  soul; 
I  like  to  hear  them  sweeping  past. 
Like  the  eagle*s  pinions^ free  and  fast 

Miu  Eliza  Cook, 

ThoQ  wind ! 
WHiich  art  the  unseen  similitode  of  God 
The  Spirit ;  His  most  meet  and  mightiest  sign  \ 

Wind  !  thou  art  lovclike,  every  where ;  o'er  earth, 

0*er  ocean  triumphing,  and  aye  with  clouds, 

That  like  the  ghost  of  ocean's  billows  roll, 

Decking  or  darkening  Heaven. 

B^fy*s  Fesfict. 

These  are  God's  blessed  ministers,  methinks. 

These  winds  that  whisper  to  the  heart  subdued 
So  winningly,  that  still  the  sad  car  drinks 

Their  messages  of  mercy  and  the  mood 
Grows  calm  and  unrcsentful  —  while  the  blight 

Passes  from  off  the  spirit,  that  but  late, 
Gloom'd  with  the  gloomy  progress  of  the  night, 

And  spake  defiance  to  the  will  of  fate. 

W.  G.  SimmM. 

I  hoar  the  winds  of  evening  moan 

Through  ivied  towers  decay 'd  and  old. 
Waving  their  tresses  o'er  the  stone 

In  desolation  doubly  cold ; 
Yet  when  o'er  thousand  leagues  tlicy  blow. 

Beyond  this  twilight's  dusky  line, 
Tlicir  wings  may  stoop  to  waken  low 

The  music  of  the  try  sting  pine. 
And,  sighing  with  them  in  the  tree. 
My  heart  would  whisper  love  to  thee. 

J.  Bayard  Taytor^o  Poems. 

How  softly  comes  the  summer  wind 

At  evening  o'er  the  hill  — 

For  ever  murmuring  of  thee. 

When  busy  crowds  are  stilU 

Jtfrs.  Whitman, 

We  come !  we  come !  and  ye  feel  our  might, 
As  we  're  hastening  on  in  our  boundless  flight, 
And  over  the  monntains,  and  over  the  deep^ 
( hit  broad,  invisible  pinions  sweep, 
LiKf.  the  spirit  of  Liberty,  wild  and  free ' 
And  ye  look  on  our  works  and  own  'tia  wt; 
Yo  call  OS  the  Winds ;  but  can  ye  tell 
Whita0»  we  go,  or  whero  we  dwell  ? 

Mtf  a  Gold's  Poenu, 


—Lift  up  ynwr  hearts  to  Ifiaa  who  binds 
Or  freest  u  he  will,  the  obedient  winds. 

JRbs  GmtU*9  Pi 

Hark !  how  the  winds  are  beaphig 

Hie  snow^Irifls  cold  and  white  I 

AUee  Cwre^ 

WINE, 

One  sip  of  this 
Will  bathe  the  droopmg  spirits  in  delight 
Beyond  the  bliss  of  dreams.    Be  wise,  and  taste. 

JUt^fon's  Cesucc. 

O  madness,  to  think  use  of  strongest  wines 
And  strongest  drinks  our  chief  support  of  health. 
When  God  with  these  forbidden  made  choice  to 

rear 
His  mighty  champion,  strong  above  compare, 
Whose  drink  was  only  from  the  liquid  brook. 

MilUm'8  Sammm  AgonkitM, 

Wine  fins  the  reins,  and  healths  are  understood 
To  give  our  friends  a  title  to  our  bkwd : 
Who,  naming  me  doth  warm  his  courage  so, 
Shows  for  my  sake  what  his  bold  hand  would  do. 

WoKcr. 

"Tis  pity  wine,  which  nature  meant 

To  roan  in  kindneas  to  present. 

And  give  him  kindly  to  caress 

And  cherish  his  frail  happiness, 

Of  equal  virtue  to  renew 

His  weary  mind  and  body  too, 

Should  (like  the  cider  tree  in  Eden, 

Which  only  grew  to  be  forbidden) 

No  sooner  came  to  be  enjoyed. 

But  th'  owner's  fatsUy  destroy'd. 

Bsitrr. 

Hard  are  the  laws  of  love's  desp<rtic  role. 
And  every  joy  is  treble  bought  with  pain. 
Crown  we  the  goblet  then,  and  call  on  Bacdms, 
Bacchus !  tlie  jolly  god  of  laughing  pleasures. 

JtSMw'S  I7^8SC». 

O  when  we  swallow  down 
Intoxicating  wine,  we  drink  damnation ; 
Naked  we  stand  the  sport  of  mocking  friends, 
Who  grin  to  see  our  noble  nature  v&nquish'd. 

Subdued  to  beasts. 

C.  Joftnssn'ji  Wi/e's  RoA 

Let  all  my  soldiers  quaff 
That  gen'rous  juice,  by  juggling  priests  deny'd. 
Lest  it  should  help  to  whet  our  understandings. 
And  ripen  reason,  to  sec  through  their  crafis. 

Darcy'o  Lone  and  AntbUkm, 
Ah  !  sly  deceiver;  branded  o'er  and  o'er. 
Yet  still  believ'd !  exulting  o'er  the  wreok 
Of  sober  vows. 

ilnfistrssg's  Art  of  Preomrmag  Hoaikk 
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Wine  checrt  the  sad,  reTivee'the  old,  impirM 
The  young,  makes  weariness  forget  hi*  toil. 
And  fear  her  danger;  opens  a  new  world 
When  this,  the  present,  ialls. 

Byroti^  tSardrntrnpalut. 

Wine  —  bring  wine  I 

Let  the  crystal  beaker  flame  and  shine, 

Brimming  o*or  with  the  draught  divine? 

Not  from  the  tlfaine^^ 

Not  from  fields  of  Burgundian  vine 

Bring  me  the  bright  Olympian  wine ! 

J.  Bofard  Tayhr't  Poems, 

Wine  — bring  wine 

Flushing  high  with  its  growth  divine, 

In  the  crystal  depth  of  my  soul  to  shine : 

Whose  glow  was  caught 

From  the  warmth  which  Fancy*s  summer  brought 

To  the  vintage  fields  in  the  Land  of  Thought ! 

J,  Bayard  Tayhr.. 

Rieh  and  free 

To  my  thirsting  soul  will  the  goblet  be, 

Pour'd  by  the  Hebe  Poesy. 

J.  Bayard  TayZbr. 


WINTER. 

Lastly  came  winter,  clothed  all  in  ftize. 
Chattering  his  teeth  for  cold  that  did  him  chiO ; 
Whilst  on  his  hoary  beard  his  breath  did  fireexe. 
And  the  dull  drops  that  from  his  purple  bill 
As  from  a  limbeck  did  adown  distill ; 
In  Jiis  right  hand  a  tipped  staff  he  held, 
With  which  his  feeble  steps  he  stayed  still, 
For  be  was  ftiift  with  cold  aad  weak  with  eld, 
That  floarce  his  loosed  Mmbs  he  able  was  to  weld. 

Sfmuer'9  JPaky  Quun, 

The  wrathful  winter  hast*ning  on  apace. 
With  blustVing  blasts  had  all  ybar*d  the  treen. 
And  old  Saturnus  with  his  fixisty  fkce 
With  chilling  cold  had  pierc'd  (he  tender  green ; 
The  mantles  rent  wherein  enwrapped  been 
The  gladsome  'grores,  that  now  lay  overthrown, 
The  tapets  torn,  and  ev'ry  tree  blown  down. 

Earl  qfDorut  in  UtB  MimrforMagUtraUi, 

Do  not  seorn 
l^y  ^e^f  nor  think,  *cause  I  appear  forlorn, 
I  serve  for  no  use ;  'tis  my  sharper  breath 
Does  purge  gross  exhalatioDs  hosa  the  earth  t 
My  frosts  and  snows  do  purify  the  air 
From  choking  fi>gs,  make  the  sky  dear  and  fiJr: 
And  though  by  nature  eold  and  ohiO  I  bo, 
Tet  I  am  warm  in  bounteous  ohariCy. 

Ford  and  Deeker*$  Sun'$  Darting. 


\ 


*T  is  done !  dread  wint(»  spreads  his  latest  glooms. 

And  reigns  tremendous  o'er  the  conquered  year. 

How  dead  the  vegetable  kingdom  lies ! 

How  dumb  the  tuneful !  horror  wide  extends 

His  desolate  domain !    Behold,  fond  man ! 

See  here  thy  pictured  life :  pass  some  few  years, 

Thy  flowering    spring,    thy    summer's    ardent 

strength, 

Thy  sober  autunm  fkding  into  age, 

And  palc^  concluding  winter  comes  at  last, 

And  shuts  the  scene. 

T^osison's  Sea§tm$, 

Behold,  the  joyous  winter  days. 
Frosty,  succeed ;  and  thro*  the  blue  serene 
For  sight  too  fine,  tho  ethereal  mitro  flies ; 
Kiffing  infectious  damps,  and  the  spent  air 

Storing  afVesh  with  elemental  life. 

Thom$on, 

See  winter  oomes,  to  rule  the  varied  year, 
Sullen  and  sad,  with  all  his  rising  train ; 
Vapours,  and  clouds,  and  storms. 

Thomson't  Seaaom. 

Oh  winter  I  ruler  of  th*  inverted  year,        » 

Thy  scatter'd  hair  with  sleet-like  ashes  fill'd. 

Thy  breath  congeaPd  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 

Fring'd  with  a  beard  made  white  with  other  snows 

Than  those  of  age ;  thy  forehead  wrapt  in  clouds, 

A  leafless  branch  thy  sceptre,  and  thy  throne, 

A  sliding  car  indebted  to  no  wheels. 

But  urg'd  by  storms  along  its  slipp'ry  way ; 

I  love  thee,  all  unk>vely  as  thou  seem'st. 

And  dreaded  as  thou  art 

Covoper'M  Ta$h 

I  crown  thee  king  of  intimate  delights, 
Fire-side  enjoyments,  home-bom  happiness, 
And  all  the  comforts  that  the  lowly  roof 
Of  undisturb'd  retirement,  and  the  hours 
Of  long- uninterrupted  evening,  know. 

CowperU  Ta9k 

Let  winter  come !  let  polar  spirits  sweep 

The  darkening  world  and  tempest-troubled  deep! 

Though  bocndleas  snows  the  vnther'd  heath  de. 

£>rm. 
And  the  dim  sun  scarce  wanders  thro'  the  storm 
Yet  shall  the  smile  of  fecial  love  repay 
With  mental  light  the  meknchcly  day ! 
And,  when  its  short  and  sullen  noon  is  o'er, 
The  ioe-chain'd  waters  slumberiag  on  the  shore 
How  bright  the  fiigots  in  his  little  hole 
Blaze  on  the  hearth,  and  warm  the  pictur'd  wal. 

CampbdPM  PUawrea  ofh€p^ 

Whiter  than  the  mountain's  sleet 
Ere  from  the  doad  that  gave  it  birth, 
It  fell,  and  caught  one  stain  of  earth. 

Byron's  Oiatrnf 
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WISDOM -WIT. 


**r  if  winter,  yet  there  b  no  wkiimI 

Along  the  air 
Of  winds  upon  their  b&ttle-groiind» 

But  gently  there. 

The  8now  i«  (ailing,  —  all  around 

How  fair  — how  fair! 

Ralfk  Ha^ 

The  keen,  clear  air— the  splendid  sight-— 

Wo  waken  to  a  world  of  ice ; 
Where  all  things  are  enshrinM  in  light. 

As  by  some  genie's  quaint  device. 
T  is  winter's  jubilee  —  this  day 

His  stores  their  countless  treasnrsa  yield ; 
See  how  the  diamond  glanees  play 

In  ceaseless  blase  from  tree  an4  field. 

AndrmD9  Ndrtmi. 
Gently  as  lilies  shed  their  leaves, 

When  summer  days  are  fair, 
The  feathery  snow  comes  floating  d«wn. 

Like  blossoms  on  the  air ; 
And  o'er  the  world  like  angel's  wing 

Unfolding  soft  and  white, 
It  broods  above  the  brown,  sere  earth, 

An'd  fills  with  forms  of  light 

The  dead  and  desolate  domain, 

Where  Winter  holds  his  iron  reign. 

Mrs.  Hale. 

A  sable  pall  of  sky  —  the  billowy  bills 

Swatli'd  in  the  snowy  robe  Chat  Winter  throws 

80  kindly  over  Nature ;  skeleton  trees 

Fring'd  with  rich  silver  drapery,  and  stream 

Dumb  in  its  frosty  chains. 

Street**  Poeme. 


An  homaa  wisdom  to  divine  is  fiiDy ; 

This  tmth,  the  wisest  man  made  melancholy. 


WISDOM. 

Wealth,  without  wisdom,  may  live  mora  oontant, 
Than  wit's  enjoyers  can,  debarr'd  of  wealth 
All  pray  for  riches,  but  I  ne'er  heard  yet 
Of  any  since  Solomon  that  pray'd  for  wit 

TaiUtr'8  Hog  katk  het  ki$  Pead. 
Excellent  morality !  O  the  vast  extent 
O'  th'  kingdom  of  a  wise  man  I  snch  a  mind 
Can  sleep  secure,  when  the  brine  kisses  the  moon, 
And  thank  the  courteous  storm  for  rooking  him ! 

BaronU  Mirza, 
O  wisdom !  if  thy  sofl  control 
Can  soothe  the  sickness  of  the  soul. 
Can  bid  tlie  warring  passions  cease, 
And  breathe  the  calm  of  tender  peace ; 
Wisdom !  I  bless  thy  gentle  sway, 

And  ever,  evei  will  obey. 

Mn.  Bathautd, 

11m^  hearing  and  the  training  of  a  child 

Is  woman's  wisdom. 

Tennyson's  Pfiflcstti 


Tlie  wise  do  always  govern  their  own  fiitea, 
And  ibrtune  with  oflKcioos  seal  attends 
To  crown  their  enterprixes  vnth  success. 

Abdicated  P 

Walk 
Boldly  and  wisely  in  that  light  than  hast; 
Tliere  is  a  hand  above  will  help  thee  on. 

*     BaUey'9 

Wisdom  sits  alone. 

Topmost  in  heaven ; — she  is  its  light-^ts  God 

And  in  the  heart  of  man  she  sits  as  high  — 

Though  grovelling  minds  forget  her  oflentimes. 

Seeing  but  this  world's  idoli.    The  pure  mind 

Sees  her  for  ever :  and  in  yooth  we  oome 

Fill'd  with  her  sainted  ravishment,  and  kneel. 

Worshipping  God  through  her  sweet  altar  fires. 

And  then  is  knowledge  **  good  !*' 

WtSis'f  P< 


WIT. 

A  jest's  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear 

Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongne 

Of  him  that  makes  it 

Shake.  Lfm^e  Labtmr  LmL 

The  world^s  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks; 
Full  of  comparisons,  and  wounding  flouts ; 
Which  you  on  all  estates  will  execute. 
That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit 

Shake,  Loce^e  Labour  ZaeL 

Short-liv'd  wits  do  wither  as  they  grow. 

Shake*  /jSos's  Labetur  Lett 

Yoor  wit  makes  wise  things  foolish ;  when  wo 

greet 
With  eyes  best  seeming  heaven^s  fiery  eye. 
By  light  we  lose  light;  yoor  capacity. 
If  of  that  nature,  as  to  your  huge  store, 
Wise  things  seem  Ibolish,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 

Shake,  Lote*e  Labour  Lett, 

But,  indeed,  my  invention 
Comes  fiofU  my  pate,  as  bird-lime  docs  firom  frixe. 

It  plucks  out  brains  and  alL 

Shake.  Otkdie. 

You  can  *t  expect  that  they  should  be  great  wil% 

Who  have  small  purses,  they  osually 

Sympathize  together ;  wit  is  expensive, 

It  most  be  dieted  with  delicacies, 

It  most  be  suckled  with  the  richest  wines. 

Or  else  it  will  grow  flat  and  dull. 

NeoaU'e  Poor  SchoUr, 
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So  get  you  hcpce  in  peace  *  and  teO  the  Daap]iiii« 
His  jest  will  savour  but  of  shallow  wit. 
When  thousands  weep,  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. 

Shaka,  Htmy  V. 
*T  is  not  a  tale,  H  is  not  a  jest, 
AdmirM  wiOi  laughter  at  a  feast, 
Nor  florid  talk  which  can  that  title  gidn. 
The  proo&  of  wit  fbr  eror  must  remain. 

Great  wits  have  only  been  preferr*d 

In  princes*  trains  to  bo  interr*d. 

And,  when  thej  cost  them  nothing,  plac'd 

Among  their  followers  not  the  last ; 

But  while  thej  liT*d  were  far  enough 

From  all  admittances  kept  off 

BtOUr. 

Tlio*  wit  never  can  be  learu'd. 

It  may  be  aseum*d,  and  ownM,  and  earned,  * 

And  lik»  our  noblest  fruits,  improvM ; 

By  being  transplanted  and  removM. 

BtdUr. 

All  wit  does  but  divert  men  from  the  road 

In  which  ^things  vulgarly  are  understood,  • 

And  force  mistake  and  ignorance  to  own 

A  better  sense  than  commonly  is  known. 

BufZsr. 

Too  much  or  too  little  wit 

Do  only  render  the  owners  fit 

For  nothing,  but  to  be  undone 

Much  easier  than  if  they  *d  none. 

BuOer, 

A  man  of  quick  and  active  wit 

For  drudgery  is  more  unfit, 

Compar'd  to  those  of  duller  parts, 

Than  running-nags  to  draw  in  carts. 

Btitbr. 

Wc  grant,  altho*  he  had  much  wit, 

H*  was  very  shy  of  using  it ; 

As  being  loath  to  wear  it  out. 

And  therefore  bore  it  not  about ; 

Unless  on  holy-days,  or  so, 

As  men  their  best  apparel  da 

Birflsr. 

Wit  like  tierce  claret,  when  't  begins  to  pall. 
Neglected  lies,  and  's  of  no  use  at  aB ; 
But,  in  its  full  perfection  of  decay. 
Turns  vinegar  and  comes  again  in  play. 

RoehuUr, 

True  wit  b  everlasting,  like  the  sun. 

Which,  though  sometimes  behind  a  cloud  retirM, 

Breaks  out  again,  and  is  by  all  admirM : 

A  flame  that  glows  amidst  conceptions  fit, 

£S*ea  something  of  divine,  and  more  than  wit, 

Itself  unseen,  yet  all  things  by  it  shown. 

Describing  all  men,  but  described  by  none. 

Buekh^ihoM, 


Wcr  *t  possible  that  wit  could  turn  a  penny. 
Poets  might  then  grow  rich  as  well  as  any ; 
For  *t  is  not  wit  to  have  a  great  estate. 
The  blind  effect  of  fortune  and  of  fate ; 
Since  oil  we  see  a  coxcomb  dull  and  vain, 
Brim  fbll  of  cash,  yet  empty  in  his  brain : 
Nor  is  it  wit  that  makes  the  lawyer  prize 
His  dazzled  gown ;  its  knavery  in  disguise ; 
Nor  is  it  wit  that  drills  the  statesman  on 
To  waste  the  sweets  of  life,  so  quickly  gone  : 
For  *t  is  not  wit  that  brings  a  man  to  hanging, 
That  goes  not  further  than  a  harmless  banging. 

Buckingham, 

Great  wits  are  sure  to  madness  near  aUied, 
And  thin  partitions  do  their  bounds  divide ; 
Else  why  should  he,  with  wealth  and  honour  blest, 
Refuse  bis  age  the  needful  hours  of  rest? 
Punish  a  body  which  he  could  not  please ! 
Bankrupt  of  life,  yet  prodigaJ  of  ease  7 
And  all  to  leave  what  with  his  toil  he  won. 
To  that  nnfeather'd  two  legg'd  thing — a  son. 

Dryden. 

With  short  plummets  heav'n*s  deep  well  wc  sound,* 
That  vast  abyss  where  human  wit  is  drownM, 
In  cor  small  skiff  we  must  not  launch  too  far ; 
We  here  but  coasters,  not  discoverers,  are.  • 

Dryden. 

How  hard  soe'er  it  be  to  bridle  wit. 

Yet  memory  oft  no  less  requires  the  bit. 

How  many  hurried  by  its  force  away, 

For  ever  in  the  land  of  gossips  stray ! 

Usurp  the  province  of  the  nurse  to  lull. 

Without  her  privilege  of  being  dull ! 

Tales  upon  tales  they  arise  ten  stories  high. 

Without  regard  to  use  or  symmetry. 

SHlUngJIteL 

The  rays  of  wit  gild  wheresoo*er  they  strike. 
But  are  not  therefore  fit  fbr  all  alike ; 
Ttisy  charm  the  lively,  but  the  grave  offend. 
And  raise  a  foe  as  often  as  a  friend : 
Like  the  resistless  beams  of  blazing  light. 
That  choer  the  strong  and  pain  the  weakly  sight 

All  human  race  would  fain  be  with, 

And  millions  miss  fbr  one  that  hits : 

Young*s  universal  passion,  pride. 

Was  never  known  to  spread  so  wide. 

Sufift 

Unhappy  wit,  like  most  mistaken  things. 

Atones  not  fw  that  envy  which  it  brings. 

In  youth  alone  iU  empty  praise  we  boast: 

But  soon  the  short-liv*d  vanity  is  lost, 

Like  some  fair  flow'r  the  early  spring  supplies 

That  gaily  bkioms,  but  e*en  in  UoosL-ng  dies 

47* 
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True  wit  is  nature  to  advmntage  divet, 
What  aft  waa  thought,  but  ne*er  ao  well  exprMt 
Somctliin;,  whoae  truth  convinoM  at  sight  we  ifaid 
That  gives  us  back  the  image  of  our  mind. 


Modest  plainness  sets  off  sprightlj  wit. 

For  works  may  have  more  wit  than  does  *em  good, 

As  bodies  perish  through  exeess  of  Wood, 

Pope. 

Some  to  conceit  alone  their  taste  confine. 

And  glittering  tlioughts  struck  out  at  er'rj  line ; 

PleasM  with  a  work  where  nothing *s  just  or  fit; 

One  glaring  chaos  and  wild  heap  of  wit 

Pops. 
Wit,  a  true  pagan,  deifies  the  brute, 

And  lifts  opr  swine^enjo/ments  from  the  mixe. 

Fnn^'f  Nif^  TImgkU, 
Sense  IS  our  helmet,  wit  is  but  the  plume. 
The  plume  exposes,  *t  is  our  helmet  saves. 
Sense  is  the  diamond,  weighty,  solid,  sound; 
When  cut  by  wit,  it  casts  a  brighter  beam ; 
Yet,  wit  apart,  it  is  a  diamond  stilL 

Young*$  Night  ThmtghU. 

Who,  fi>r  the  poor  renown  of  being  smart. 
Would  leave  a  sting  within  a  brother's  heart? 

Yaimg'4  Lam  ^  Fmm^ 

As  in  smooth  oil  the  ra>or  beet  is  whet, 
So  wit  is  by  politeness  sliarpett  set, 
Their  want  of  edge  from  their  ofience  is  eeett, 
fioth  pain  us  least  when  exquisitely  keen ; 
The  fame  men  give  is  for  the  joy  they  find  i 
Dull  is  the  jester  when  the  joke's  unkind. 

VoM^s  Xses  9fFam§. 

Wit  makes  an  enterpriser ;  sense  a  man. 

Wisdom  is  rare— wit  abounds. 

Passion  can  give  it;  sometimes  wine  inspires 

The  lucky  flash,  and  madness  rarely  &ils. 

Ymmg. 

Prudence  protects  and  guides  us;  wit  betray; 

A  splendid  source  of  ill  ton  thousand  way*; 

A  certain  snare  to  miseries  immense ; 

A  gay  prerogative  fi^m  common  sense ; 

Unless  strong  judgment  that  wUd  thing  caa  lame, 

Aud  break  to  paths  of  virtue  and  of  fame. 

Young, 
The  pride  of  nature  would  as  soon  admit 

IJompetitors  in  emiHre  as  in  wit; 

Onward  they  rush  at  fame's  imperious  call. 

And  less  than  greatest,  would  not  be  at  all 

CkurehaL 

WITCHES  and  WITCHCRAFT. 

For  he  by  words  could  call  out  of  the  sky 
Both  sun  and  moon,  and  make  them  him  obey: 
The  land  to  soa,  and  sea  to  main-Iand  dry, 
And  darksom  night  he  eke  could  turn  to  day ; 


Huge  boste  of  men  he  eoold  alone  dismay. 
And  hosts  of  men  of  meanest  things  eould  firaiie^ 
Wbenso  he  list  his  enemies  to  firay. 
Thai  to  this  day  tor  terror  of  his  fame 
The  fiends  do  quake,  when  any  him  to  them  does 
name.  Spenmr'$  Fairy  Qmeau 

What  are  these, 

So  withered  and  au  wild  in  their  attire ; 

That  look  not  like  the  inhabitants  o*  the  earth. 

And  yet  are  onH? 

Skffk$.MadfA 

I  conjure  you,  by  that  which  you  pnless, 
Howe'er  yon  came  to  know  it,  answer  me: 
Though  you  untie  the  winds,  and  let  them  fight 
Against  the  churches ;  though  the  yeety  waves 
Confound  and  swallow  navigation  up; 
Though  bladed  com  be  lodged,  and  trees  Uown 

down; 
Though  castles  topple  on  their  warder's  heads; 
Though  palaces,  and  pyramids,  do  slope 
Their  heads  to  their  foundations ;  though  the  trea- 
sure 
Of  nature's  germins  tumble  all  together. 
Even  till  destruction  sioken,  answer  me 
To  wbat  I  Mk  yoo.  ^.j^  j^.,,^^ 

If  you  can  look  into  the  seeds  of  time. 

And  say  which  grain  wiH  grow,  and  which  will 

not; 

Speak  then  to  me,  who  neither  beg,  nor  lear. 

Your  &vours,  nor  your  hates. 

iSAeH-JTaeML 

How  now,  you  secret,  Uack,  and  midnight  hags  7 
What  isH  you  do? 

Say  fitrnt  whence 
You  owe  this  strange  intelligence  ?  or  why 
Upon  this  blasted  heath  you  stop  our  way 
With  such  prophetic  greeting  7  speak,  I  ehar^ 
you.  ShakM.  MaebelM, 

Pour  in  sow's  blood,  that  hath  eaten 

Her  nine  farrow ;  grease,  that's  sweeten 

From  the  murderer's  gibbet,  throw 

Into  the  flame. 

ShalB.  MmML 

When  shall  we  throe  meet  again. 

In  thimder,  ligbtniug,  or  in  rain. 

Shaki.  MmehedL 

And  be  the  juggling  fiends  no  more  believ'd« 
That  palter  with  us  in  a  double  sense ; 
That  keep  the  word  of  promise  to  our  ear. 
And  break  it  to  our  hope. 

Shakw,  JfasMI. 

Infected  be  the  air  wherein  they  ride; 

And  damn'id  all  those  that  trust  them ! 

SkaUMaekdk 


WOMAN. 


5f>tf 


I  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  tpirits ; 
Bat  yoa —  that  are  poUated  with  your  lostai 
StauiM  with  tlie  guiltless  blood  of  innocents, 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thousand  vices,-* 
Becaosc  you  wont  the  grace  that  others  have, 
You  judge  it  straight  a  thing  impossible 
To  compass  wonders,  but  by  help  of  devils. 

Shahs.  Htnry  VL    Pari  L 

I  spyM  a  wither*d  hag  with  age  grown  double. 
Picking  dry  sticks,  and  mumbling  to  herself; 
Her  eyes  with  scalding  rheum  were  gall*dand  red, 
Cold  palsy  shook  her  head,  her  hands  seem'd 

wilher'd. 
And  on  her  OEook*d  sboa7ien  had  she  wrap*t 
The  tattcrM  remnants  of  an  old  stripM  hanging, 
Which  serv*d  to  keep  her  carcass  from  the  cold. 

Oiwajf^B  Orphan* 

These  midnight  hags. 
By  force  of  potent  spells,  of  bloody  churacters. 
And  conjurations,  horrible  to  bear, 
Call  fiends  and  spectres  from  the  yawning  deep, 
And  set  the  ministers  of  hell  at  work. 

Rowers  Jane  Shore, 

She  said,  and  raisM  her  skinny  hand 
As  in  defiance  to  high  heaven. 
And  strctchM  her  long  lean  finger  forth. 
And  spoke  aloud  the  words  of  power. 

Southey'e  Thalaba, 

I  have  led 

A  life  too  stirring  for  those  vague  beiieft 

That  supentitioQ  builds  in  solitude. 

Mise.  LandouL 

Our  tmiehte  are  no  longer  old. 

And  wrinkled  beldames,  Satan-sold, 

But  young  and  gay  and  laughing  creatures, 

With  the  heart's  sunshine  on  their  features; 

Their  sorcery — the  light  which  dances 

When  the  raised  lid  unveils  its  glances. 

And  the  low-breathed  and  genUe  tone 

Faintly  responding  unto  ours, 

Sofl,  dream-Iike  as  a  fairy's  moon. 

Above  its  nightly  closing  flowers. 

WKttisr. 


WOMAN. 

Ye  gentle  ladies !  in  whoso  sovereign  power 
Love  hath  the  g\oty  of  his  kingdom  lefl. 
And  the  hearts  of  men,  as  your  eternal  dowejr. 
In  iron  chains  of  liberty  berefl. 
Delivered  hath  unto  your  hands  by  gifi, 
Be  well  aware  how  you  the  same  do  use, 
That  prido  do  not  to  tyranny  you  llA, 
Lest  if  men  ^uu  of  cruelty  accuse, 
Ue  from  yoA  take  that  chicfdom  which  ye  do 
abuMi  Spemar'B  Fairy  Queen. 


Trust  not  the  treason  of  those  smiling  looks. 
Until  ye  have  tlieir  guileful  trains  well  trode. 
For  they  are  liken  unto  golden  hooks,  \ 

That  from  tlio  foolish  fish  their  bates  do  hide. 

Speneer* 

But  who  can  tell  what  cause  had  that  fair  maid 
To  use  him  so,  that  loved  her  so  well  7 
Or  who  with  blame  can  justly  her  upbraid, 
For  loving  not  —  for  who  can  love  compel 
And  sooth  to  say,  it  is  fool-hardy  tiling 
Rashly  to  whiten  creatures  so  divine  7 
For  demigods  they  be,  and  first  did  spring 
From  heaven,  though  graft  in  frailness  feminine. 

Spenser. 

Men's  due  deserts  each  reader  may  recite. 
For  men  of  men  do  make  a  goodly  show, 
But  women's  Works  can  never  come  to  light ; 
No  mortal  man  their  famous  acts  may  know ; 
No  writer  will  a  little  time  bestow, 
The  worthy  acts  of  women  to  repeat ; 
Though  their  renown  and  the  deserts  be  great 

Mimrfor  Ma^traiee, 

A  woman  mov'd  is  like  a  fountain  troubled. 
Muddy,  ill-seeming,  thick,  bereft  of  beauty ; 
And,  while  it  is  so,  none  so  dry  or  thirsty 
Will  deign  to  sip,  or  touch  one  drop  of  it. 

Shaki.  Taming  the  Shrew. 

Why  are  our  bodies  soft,  and  weak,  and  smooth. 
Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  world ; 
But  that  our  sofl  conditions,  and  our  hearts. 
Should  well  agree  with  our  external  parts. 

Shake.  Taming  the  Shreto. 

Women  are  soft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible ; 
Ihou — stem,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorseless. 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  III. 

'T  is  beauty,  that  doth  oft  moke  women  proud : 
But,  God  he  knows,  thy  share  thereof  is  small : 
'T  is  virtue  that. doth  moke  them  most  admir'd ; 
The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wonder'd  at 

Shake.  Henry  VL    Part  111 

A  woman  impudent  and  mannisli  grown 

Ib  not  more  loath'd,  than  an  e^minate  man 

In  time  of  action. 

Shake.  TVotZtis  and  Creeeideu 

Disdain  and  scorn  ride  sparkling  in  her  eyes, 
Misprising  what  they  look  on ;  and  her  wit 
Values  itself  so  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  else  seems  weak :  she  cannot  love. 
Nor  take  no  shape  nor  project  of  affection. 
She  is  so  self-cndear'd. 

Shake,  Much  Ado  ahout  Notkthg 

» 
We  cannot  fight  for  love  as  men  may  do ; 

We  should  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  made  to  wv* 

Shake.  Mideitmmer  Nighfe  Drftm. 
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When  maidenf  me, 
Mrn  g^iTe  like  ^odi:  bat  when  thej  weep  and 

kneel, 
All  their  petitione  are  as  freelj  theira 
Aa  thej  themaelvea  would  owe  them. 

SkakB,  MeoMurefar  MfOMun, 

In  her  youth 
There  if  a  prone  and  speechleae  dialect, 
Such  aa  movea  men. 

Shak$,  Meoiwrefir  Mmtwt, 

1  p rant  I  am  a  woman ;  bat  withal, 
A  woman  that  lord  Brotoa  took  to  wife : 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman ;  bat  withal, 
A  woman  wcll-reputed ;  Cato*a  daoghter. 
Think  yoo,  I  am  no  stronger  than  mj  sei^ 
Being  so  fathor*d  and  so  hosbanded  7 

Shak$,  JuUtti  Cduar. 

You,  that  have  to  fkir  parts  of  woman  on  you. 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart ;  which  ever  yet 
Affected  eminence,  wealth,  sovereignty. 

ShakB.  Henry  VI  JL 

M&ids  in  modesty  say  iVa,  to  that 
Which  they  would  have  the  profferer  constroe  — 
Aye,        Shak$»  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

I  have  no  other  but  a  woman'a  reason ; 
1  think  him  so^  because  I  think  him  so. 

Shakapeare* 

One  woman  reada  another's  character, 
Witliout  the  tedious  trouble  of  decypbering. 

JonmnCe  New  Inn, 

What  a  plague 
Of  varied  torture  is  a  woman's  heart ! 
How  like  a  peacock's  tail,  with  diff'rent  lights 
They  differ  from  themselves !  the  very  air 
Alters  the  aspen  humours  of  their  bloods. 
Now  excellent  good,  now  super-ezcellent  bad. 

Sir  Oilee  Gsoss-Cop. 

He  is  a  parricide  to  his  mother's  name. 

And  with  an  impious  hand  murthers  her  fiune. 

That  wrongs  the  praise  of  women;  that  dares 

write 
Libele  on  laints,  or  with  foul  ink  requite 
The  milk  they  lent  ue :  better  sex,  command 
To  your  defence,  my  more  religious  hand 
At  sword  or  pen ;  yours  was  tlic  nobler  birth ; 
For  you  ot  man  were  made,  man  but  of  earth. 
The  son  of  dost. 

Randolph^  Praiee  vf  Wemen. 

Virtoe  sure 
Were  bhnd  as  fortune,  should  she  choose  the  poor 
llough  cottage,  man,  to  live  in,  and  despise 
W  dwell  m  yoa,  the  stately  edifice 

BanddphU  Pnin  of  WomeiL 


Why  in  this  work  did  the  creation  rest, 
But  that  eternal  Providence  thought  yoa  beat 
Of  all  his  six  days'  labour  t    Beasts  should  do 
Homage  to  man,  but  man  ahall  wait  on  yoa. 
Yoa  are  of  a  comelier  sight,  of  daintier  toudi, 
A  tender  flesh,  and  colour  bright,  and  such 
As  Pariane  see  in  marble ;  skin  more  fiiir. 
More  glorioos  head,  and  far  more  gkuioos  hair. 
Eyes  iuB  of  grace  and  quickness ;  purer  rosea 
Kosh  in  year  cheeks  ;  a  milder  white  composes 
Yoor  stately  fronts ;  your  breath  more  sweet  than 

his 
Breathes  spice,  and  nectar  drops  at  ev'ry  kiss. 

RanddfiCe  Prmu  if  Women. 

Thus  peri^  creatures,  if  detraction  rise 
Against  yoor  sex,  dispute  but  with  your  eyes, 
Your  hand,  your  lip,  your  brow,  there  will  be  sent 
So  Bubtle  and  so  strong  an  argument. 
Will  teach  the  Stoic  his  aflection  too. 
And  call  the  Cynic  fimn  his  tub  to  woo. 

RmndeifilCe  Ptmoo  of  Womem. 

She  show*d  that  her  soft  sex  containa  strong  minds^ 
Such  as  evap*rates  through  the  coarser  male; 
As  thraogh  coane  stone  elixir  passage  finds, 
Which  acaroe  through  finer  crystal  can  exhale. 

Sir  W.  tknenanCo  Gondibert 
A  woman'a  will 
la  not  so  strong  in  anger,  as  her  skilL 

iSftr  W.  DavenanCe  AJhooine. 
Oh  what  a  feeble  fort  'a  a  vroman'a  heart, 
Betray'd  by  nature,  and  beeieg'd  by  art ! 

jpsne's  Xiooe  tn  the  Dmth 

No  woman  takes  herself  to  be  a  monctcr : 

Yet  ahe  would  be  so,  if  her  eyes  were  stars. 

Her  lips  of  roses,  and  her  fiioe  of  lilies : 

Why,  traps  were  made  for  foxes,  gins  for  hares, 

Lime.twige  for  birds,  and  lies  and  oaths  for  women. 

Fane's  Saerijiee. 
O  women,  men's  subdners ! 

Nature'a  extremes,  no  mean  is  to  be  ha^. 

Excellent  good  or  infinitely  bad. 

DatenforVe  King  John  and  MatHdn, 

He  'a  a  fbd,  who  thinks  by  fierce,  or  akill. 
To  turn  the  current  of  a  woman's  will 

Tuke^e  Aieeniuree  efji^ve  Hoam, 

For  contemplation  he  and  valour  form'd. 
For  softness  she  and  sweet  attractive  grace, 
He  for  God  only,  she  for  God  and  him. 

ArOlon's  Pandke  LooL 
Thus  it  shall  befol 
Him  who  to  worth  in  woman  overturning 
Lets  her  will  rule :  restraint  she  vrill  not  brook, 
Apd  left  to  h^rselfl  if  evil  thence  enipe. 
She  first  his  weak  indulgence  wiff  iMosa. 

JfiUsn's  PmmSm  LotL 


O  fairest  of  creation,  last  and  best 
or  all  GoiTf  works,  creators  in  whom  exeelTd 
Whatever  can  to  sigrht  or  thought  be  ibrm*d, 
Holy,  divine,  good,  amiable,  or  sweet ! 

MUton*9  ParaSn  LwL 

O  why  did  Grod, 

Creator  wise,  that  peopled  highest  heaven 

With  spirit  masculine,  create  at  last 

This  novelty  On  earth,  this  fair  defect 

Of  nature  ? 

MtUoftCt  Paradise  Lo9t, 

Ladies,  though  to  your  conquering  eyes 
Love  owes  its  chiefest  victories, 
And  borrows  those  bright  arms  from  you 
With  which  he  does  the  world  subdue ; 
Yet  you  yourselves  are  not  above 
Hie  empire  nor  the  griefs  of  love. 
Ilien  wrack  not  lovers  with  disdain. 
Lest  love  on  you  revenge  their  pain ; 
You  are  not  free,  because  you  *re  fair. 
The  boy  did  not  his  mother  spare : 
Though  beauty  be  a  killing  dart. 
It  is  no  armour  fiv  the  heart 

Sir  Qtorgt  Etktr^e, 

Many  are  ia  each  region  passing  fair 
As  the  noon-sky :  more  like  to  goddesses 
Than  mortal  creature,  graceful  and  discreet, 
Expert  in  am'rous  arts,  enchanting  tongues 
Persuasive,  virgin  majesty,  with  mild 
And  sweet  allay'd,  yet  terrible  t'  approach, 
Skiird  to  retire,  and  in  retiring  draw 
Hearts  afler  them  tangled  in  amorous  nets. 

MUton^i  Paradiw  Regamtd. 

You  wound,  like  Parthians,  while  you  fly. 

And  kill  with  a  retiring  eye ; 

Retire  the  more,  the  more  we  press, 

To  dr«w  us  into  ambushes. 

Butler*9  HttdQnrat, 

O  woman !  lovely  woman !  nature  made  you. 
To  temper  man :  we  had  been  brutes  without  you. 
Angels  are  painted  fair,  to  look  like  you ; 
There  *s  in  you,  all  that  we  believe  of  heaven : 
Amazing  brightness,  purity,  and  truth. 
Eternal  joy,  and  everlasting  love. 

OttDay*B  Veniee  Preserved, 

They  callM  fbr  tea  and  chocolate, 
And  fell  into  their  usual  chat. 
Discoursing,  with  important  face, 
On  ribbons,  fans,  and  gloves,  and  lace. 

SwyVs  CadenuB  and  Vmneem. 

Beshrew  my  heart,  but  it  is  wondering  strange ; 
Sure  there  is  something'  more  than  witchcraft  in 

them. 
That  masters  ev*n  the  wisest  of  us  all. 

Rmte^e  Jam  Skare, 


WOMAN. 
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How  poor  a  thing  is  he,  how  worthy  scorn. 
Who  loaves  the  gdidance  of  imperial  manhood 
To  such  a  paltry  piece  of  stuff  as  this ! 
A  moppet  made  of  prettiness  and  pride; 
That  oflener  does  her  giddy  fancies  change. 
Than  glittering  dew-drops  in  the  sun  do  colours. 

Rcwe*9  Jane  Shore 

A  creature  fond  and  changing,  fair  and  vain. 
The  creature  woman,  rises  now  to  reign. 
New  beauty  blooms,  a  beauty  fbrmM  to  fly ; 
New  love  begins,  a  love  produced  to  die ; 
New  parts  distress  the  troubled  scene  of  life. 
The  fondling  mistress,  and  the  ruling  wifb. 

PameWs  Hfsiod. 

Women  were  made  to  give  our  eyes  delight; 
A  female  sloven  is  an  odious  sight. 

Yoici^*s  Love  tf  Fame, 

O  my  shame ! 
I  sue,  and  sue  in  vain ;  it  is  most  just : 
When  women  sue,  they  sue  to  be  denyM. 

Young''s  Revenge 

In  life,  how  weak,  how  helpless,  is  a  Mroman ! 

Soon  hurt,  in  happiness  itself  unsafe, 

And  often  wounded,  while  she  plucks  the  rose 

So  properly  the  object  of  affliction. 

That  heav*n  is  pleased  to  make  distress  bccondO 

her, 
And  dresses  her  most  amiably  in  tears. 

yicwf^*s  Revenge, 

So  the  gay  lady,  with  excessive  cafe, 
Borrows  the  pride  of  land,  of  sea,  and  air  : 
Fttrs,  pearls  and  plume,  the  glittering  thing  dis- 
plays. 
Dazzles  our  eyes,  and  easy  hearts  betrays. 

Gajfs  Rwral  SforU, 
Who  trusts  himself  to  woman,  or  to  waves. 
Should  never  hazard  what  he  fears  to  lose : 
For  he  that  ventures  all  his  hopes  like  me. 
On  the  frail  promise  of  a  woroan*s  smiles. 
Like  mo  will  be  deoeiv*d,  and  curse  his  fblly. 

OUimixon^s  Governor  tf  Cyprus, 

And  yet  believe  me,  good  as  well  as  ill. 
Woman  *s  at  best  a  contradiction  still. 
Heaven  when  it  strives  to  polish  all  it  can 
Its  last  best  work,  but  forms  a  softer  man ; 
Picks  ftom  each  sex,  to  make  the  favourite  bicsi. 
Your  love  of  pleasure,  our  desire  of  rest 
Blends,  in  exception  to  all  general  rules 
Your  taste  of  follies,  with  our  scorn  of  fbols 
Reserve  with  frankness,  art  with  truth  aQfed 
Courage  with  soflness,  modesty  with  pride  • 
Fix'd  principles,  with  fiuicy  ever  new; 
Shakes  all  together,  and  produces— yoo. 

Pope's  Moral  Essam 
3L 
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Ah !  friend !  to  daizla  let  the  vain  design ; 

To  raiae  the  thoaght,  and  tooeh  the  heart,  be  thine! 

That  rharm  ahall  grow,  while  that  fktigam  the 

Flaunts  and  goes  down,  an  unregarded  thing : 
So  when  the  san's  broad  beam  has  tired  the  siglit, 
All  mild  ascends  the  moon*8  more  sober  light, 
S(>rcno  in  virgin  modesty  she  shines, 
An  J  onobserv'd,  the  glaring  orb  declines. 

Pcpe^$  Moral  fassyt. 
Vet  mark  the  &te  of  a  whole  sex  of  qoeens ! 
Power  all  their  end,  bat  beauty  all  the  means : 
In  youth  they  conquer  with  so  wild  a  rage. 
As  leaves  tliem  scarce  a  subject  in  their  age : 
For  foreign  glory,  foreign  joy  they  roam. 
No  thought  of  peace  or  happiness  at  home. 

Pope't  Moral  Eomyo. 

WHicn  love  once  pleads  admission  to  our  hearts, 
In  spite  of  all  the  virtue  we  can  boast. 
The  woman  that  deliberates  is  lost. 

Addiion^i  Goto, 
I'en  thousand  curses  &sten  on  'em  both ! 
Now  will  this  woman,  with  a  single  glance. 
Undo  what  I  *ve  been  laboring  all  this  while ! 

AddioonU  CfaU, 
Oh,  wretched  woman !  oh,  defenceless  sex ! 
Of  the  whole  animated  race  most  helpless. 
We  purchase  slavery  with  wealth  and  honours; 
And  when  we  take  a  husband,  buy  a  tyrant ; 
A  stern  domestic  foe ;  morose,  unjust ; 
Dound  by  no  la\r  himself  and  yet  demanding 
A  strict  obedicnoo  from  the  fKil  and  weak. 

C.  Joknton'9  Jfsdss. 

I  am  a  woman !  nay,  a  woman  wrong'd ! 
And  when  our  sex  from  injuries  take  fire, 
Our  Boflness  turns  to  fury  —  and  our  thoughts 
Breathe  vengeance  and  destruction. 

Savige'o  Sir  T%nna$  Overimry, 

Not  ev*n  the  soldier's  fury,  rais*d  in  war. 
The  rage  of  tyrants,  when  defiance  stings  'em ! 
The  pride  of  priests,  so  bloody  when  in  power ! 
Are  half  so  dreadful  as  a  woman*s  vengeance. 

Savage's  Sir  Thonuu  Overbury* 
Grief  is  the  unhappy  charter  of  our  sex ; 
Tho  gods  who  gave  us  readier  tears  to  shed, 
xhixe  us  more  cause  to  shed  them. 

WhiUheatTo  Creuoa, 

Reek  to  be  good,  but  aim  not  to  be  great ; 
\  woman's  noblest  station  is  retreat : 
Her  fairest  virtues  fly  from  public  sight; 
Domestic  worth, — that  shuns  too  strong  a  light 

Lord  LyttletoiL 

One  only  core  your  gentle  breasts  should  move, 
Th*  important  business  of  your  life  is  love. 

Lord  L^U^ldioa. 


To  train  the  fcliage  o'er  the  snowy  lawn; 

To  guide  the  pencil,  turn  the  tuneful  page  ; 

To  lend  new  flavour  to  the  fruitful  year. 

And  heighten  nature'a  dainties ;  in  their 

To  rear  the  graces  into  second  life ; 

To  give  society  its  highest  taste ; 

Well-ordered  home  man's  best  delight  to  make 

And  by  submissive  wisdom,  modest  skill. 

With  every  gentle  care-eluding  art. 

To  raise  the  virtues,  animate  the  bliss. 

And  sweeten  all  the  toils  of  human  life :  — 

This  be  the  female  dignity  and  praise. 

Thohogn  m  Stmomm 

Simple  woman 

Is  weak  in  intellect,  as  well  as  fraiuc. 

And  jiidges  often  from  che  partial  voice 

That  soothes  her  wisues  most 

SmOUiCo  Regiddo. 

O  %oman ! 

Such  is  thy  varying  nsturv,  that  the  waves 

Are  not  more  flucti*ating  than  thy  opinion. 

Nor  sooner  are  displac'd. 

Hatat^o  King  Ckadm  L 

Why,  what  a  wilful,  wayward  thing  is  woman ! 

Even  in  their  best  pursuits  so  kxMC  of  soul. 

That  every  breath  of  passion  shakes  their  fiaffls^ 

And  eveiy  ftncy  turns  them. 

jPrsncis's  Bugrma» 

Woman's  grief  is  like  a  summer  storm. 
Short  as  it  is  violent 

Joanma  fistfiis's  BmnL 

I  have  no  skill  in  woman's  changeful  moods, 
Tears  without  grief  and  smiles  without  a  joy. 

Maturiai'M  BertmoL 

Ladies,  like  towns  besteg'd,  for  honour's  sake. 
Will  some  defence,  or  its  appearance,  make. 

CfwiU 

Tlie  world  was  sad  !  —  the  garden  was  a  wild ! 
And  man,  the  hermit,  sigh'd — ^till  woman  smiled. 

CampbeWs  Pluuurea  if  Hope 

And  say,  without  our  hopes,  without  our  fears. 
Without  the  home  that  plighted  kyve  endears. 
Without  the  smile  lixKn  partial  beauty  won, 
Oh !  what  were  man  7 — a  world  without  a  sun. 

CamfbdTo  Ploasurm  of  Hope 

Yot  she  was  timid  as  the  wintry  flower. 
That,  whiter  than  the  snow  it  blooms  among. 
Droops  its  fair  head  submissive  to  the  power 
Of  every  angry  blast  which  sweeps  along, 
Sparing  the  lovely  trembler,  while  the  strong 
Majestic  tenants  of  the  leafless  wood 
It  levels  low.    But  ah !  the  pitying  song 
Must  tell  how,  than  the  tempest's  self  more  rode, 
Fierce  wrath  and  cruel  hate  their  suppliant  prey 
pursued*  Jf rf.  Tigke^o  Poydk, 
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Life  with  you, 
Glowi  in  the  bram  and  dances  in  the  arteries ; 
*Ti8  like  the  wine  some  joyous  guest  hath  quaff  *d 
Tliat  glads  the  heart  and  elevates  the  fancy. 

Old  Play.    Antifuary, 

In  peasant  life  we  might  have  known 
As  fair  a  face,  as  sweet  a  tone ; 
But  village  notes  could  ne*er  supply 
That  rich  and  varied  melody, 
And  ne'er  in  cottage  maid  was  seen 
The  easy  dignity  of  mien, 
Gaiming  respect,  yet  waving  state. 
That  marks  the  daughters  of  the  great. 

ScoU'9  Rokeby. 

But  now  Matilda*8  accents  stole 
On  the  dark  visions  of  their  soul. 
And  bade  their  moumfid  musings  fly. 
Like  mist  hefort  the  zephyr's  sigh. 

ScoWb  Rokeby. 

'O,  woman !  in  our  hours  of  ease^ 

Uncertain,  coy,  and  hard  to  please, 

And  variable  as  the  shade 

By  the  light  quivering  aspen  msde ; 

When  pain  and  anguish  wring  the  brow, 

A  ministering  angel  thou. 

Scott's  Mmmhn, 

Still  panting  o*er  a  crowd  to  reign. 
More  joy  it  gives  to  woman's  breast 
To  make  ten  frigid  coxcombs  vain. 
Than  one  true  manly  lover  blest ! 


Moore, 


Away,  away— yon 're  an  the  samA, 
A  fluttering,  smiling,  jilting  throng ! 
Oh,  by  my  soul  I  bum  with  shame. 
To  think  I  *ve  been  your  slave  so  long ! 

Away,  away  ^- your  smile 's  a  curse ; 
Oh,  blot  me  from  the  race  of  men. 
Kind  pitying  heaven !  by  death  or* worse, 
Before  I  love  such  things  again. 

And  nymphs  were  there,  whose  very  eyes 
Beem'd  almost  to  exhale  in  sighs ; 
Whose  every  little  ringlet  thrill'd. 
As  if  with  soul  and  passion  fill'd ! 


Moore. 


aio&rtm 


Moor€» 


Oh,  what  a  pure  and  sacred  thing 
Is  beauty,  curtain'd  from  the  sight 
Of  the  gross  world,  illumining 
One  only  mansion  with  her  light : 
Unseen  by  man's  disturbing  eye  — 
The  flower  that  blooms  beneath  the  sea 
Too  deep  for  sun-beams,  doth  not  lie 
Hid  in  more  chaste  obscurity ! 

Moore'B  LaOa  RookL 


Yet  was  there  light  around  her  brow, 

A  holiness  in  those  dark  eyes. 

Which  show'd — though  wandering  earthward 

now  — 
Her  spirit's  home  was  in  the  skies. 
Yes  — fi>r  a  spirit,  pure  as  hers, 
Is  always  pure,  e'en  while  it  errs ; 
As  sunshine  broken  in  the  rill, 
Though  tum'd  astray,  is  sunshine  still ! 

Moore'9  Lalla  RoM 
New  Eves  in  all  her  daughters  came, 
As  strong  to  charm,  as  weak  to  err, 
As  sure  of  man  through  praise  and  blame, 
Whate'er  they  brought  him,  pride  or  shame. 
Their  4till  unreasoning  worshipper — 
And  wheresoe'er  ^ey  smil'd,  the  same 
Enchantress  of  both  soul  and  frame, 
Into  whose  hands  from  first  to  last, 
This  world  with  all  its  destinies. 
Devotedly  by  heaven  seems  east. 
To  save  or  damn  it  as  they  please ! 

Moore'9  Looe$  efihe  Angde, 

Raptnr'd  he  quits  each  dozing  sage. 

Oh  woman !  for  thy  lovelier  page ! 

Sweet  book  !  unlike  the  books  of  art. 

Whose  errors  are  thy  fiiirest  part; 

In  whom  the  dear  errata  column 

Is  the  best  page  in  all  the  volume ! 

Moore^ 

Oh  woman  !  whose  fbrm  and  whose  soul 

Are  the  spell  and  the  light  of  each  path  we 

pursue! 
Whether  sunn'd  in  the  tropics,  or  chill'd  at  the 

pole. 

If  woman  bb  there,  there  is  happiness  too ! 

MoofSt 

The  very  first 
Of  human  life  must  spring  from  woman's  breast, 
Your  first  small  words  are  taught  you  from  her 

lips. 
Your  first  tears  quench'd  by  her,  and  your  last 

sighs 
Too  oflen  broathed  out  in  a  woman's  hearing. 
When  men  have  shrunk  from  the  ignoble  care 
Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  who  led  them. 

Byron's  Sardanapalue. 
But  she  was  a  soft  landscape  of  mild  earth. 
Where  all  was  harmony,  and  calm  and  quiet, 
Luxuriant,  budding ;  cheerful  without  mirth. 
Which,  if  not  happiness,  is  more  nigh  it 
Than  are  your  mighty  passions  and  so  forth. 
Which  some  call  **  the  sublime ;"  I  wish  thty  'a 

try  it: 

I  've  seen  your  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women. 

And  pity  lovers  rather  more  then  seamen. 

Byrse 
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What  tbey  ask  in  tnghi  that  touchea  oa 
Hie  heart,  u  dearer  t«  their  feeling  or 
Their  &iicy,  than  the  whde  external  world. 

BfnuCt  SardmiapabiM, 

dbe  was  like  me  in  lineaments — her  eyeS| 
Her  air,  her  feature*,  all,  to  the  Yerj  tone 
Even  of  her  voice,  they  said  were  like  to  mine ; 
Bat  soflenM  all,  and  temper'd  into  beauty ; 
She  had  the  same  lone  thoughts  and  wanderings. 
The  quest  of  hidden  knowledge,  and  a  mind 
To  comprehend  the  universe :  nor  these 
Alone,  bat  with  them  gentler  powers  than  mine. 
Pity,  and  smiles,  and  tear»»which  I  had  not; 
And  tendernesi  —  but  that  I  had  for  her ; 
Humility— and  that  I  never  had. 
Her  fitolti  were  mine    her  virtues  were  her  own. 

ByroiC9  Manfrtd, 

Some  waltz;  some  draw ;  some  fathom  the  abyss 

Of  metaphysics ;  others  are  content 

With  music;  the  most  moderate  ahine  as  wits. 

While  others  have  a  genius  turnM  for  fits. 

Byron. 

Man  to  man  so  ofl  nnjnst 

Is  always  so  to  woman :  one  sole  bond 

Awaits  them,  treachery  is  all  their  trust ; 

Taught  to  conceal,  their  bursting  hearts  despond 

Over  their  idoL 

Byron. 

Such  was  the  daughter  of  the  southern  seas, 
Herself  a  billow  in  her  energies. 
To  bear  the  bark  of  others*  happiness. 
Nor  feel  a  sorrow  till  their  joy  grow  less. 

By|«R*s  Jtiand, 

Oh !  who  young  Leila's  glance  could  read. 

And  keep  that  portion  of  his  creed 

Which  saith  that  woman  is  but  dust, 

A  soulless  toy  for  tyrants*  lust  7 

ByrmCB  Giaour, 

Her  eyes,  dark  charm  *t  were  vain  to  tell, 

But  gaze  on  that  of  the  gazelle. 

It  will  assist  thy  fiincy  well. 

As  large,  as  languishingly  dark. 

But  soul  beam*d  forth  in  every  spark- 

That  darted  from  beneath  the  lid. 

Bright  as  the  jewel  of  Giamschid. 

Yes,  Soul,  and  should  our  prophet  say 

That  form  was  nought  but  breathing  clay, 

Hv  Alia !  I  would  answer  nay. 

Bynm'B  CHaomr, 

Fair  as  the  first  that  fell  of  womankind. 
When  on  that  dread  yet  lovely  serpent  smiling ; 
Wlir»Mi  ifuAge  then  was  stamp*d  upon  her  mind— 
Bin  QAce  beguiPd  —  and  ever  more  beguiling. 

Byron' $  Bride  vf  Ahydm, 


Soft  as  the  memory  of  buried  love ; 
Purs  as  the  prayer  which  childhood  wails  above « 
Was  she— the  daughter  of  that  rude  old  chieC 

Byrm'9  Bride  ef  Abydtm. 

Nought  can  to  peace  the  busy  female  charm. 
And  if  she  can*t  do  good,  she  must  do  harm. 

MmL  G,  Lamb, 

Stin  woman  draws  new  power,  new  empire,  still 

From  every  blessing  and  fiom  every  ilL 

Vice  on  her  bosom  lulls  remorseful  care. 

And  virtue  hopes  congenial  virtue  there. 

Still  she  most  hides  the  strength  that  most  sub. 

dues, 
To  gain  each  end,  its  opposite  pursues ; 
Lores  by  neglect,  advances  by  delay, 
And  gains  command  by  swearing  to  obey. 

HoHm  G,  Lamb, 

The  &ir  not  always  view  with  favouring  eyes 
The  very  virtuous  or  extremely  wise, 
But,  odd  it  seems,  will  sometimes  rather  take 
Want  with  the  spendthrift,  riot  with  the  rake. 

Hon.  G.  LamiL 

A  perfect  woman,  nobly  plann*d. 

To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  command ; 

And  yet  a  spirit  still,  and  bright. 

With  something  of  an  angel  light. 

WordtwortL 

Women  act  their  parts 
When  tbey  do  make  their  order'd  hooses  know 
them.  J.  Sheridan.  Kmandea, 

Happy  ^-happier  fiir  than  thon, 

With  the  laurel  oo  thy  brow ; 

She  that  makes  the  humblest  heazih 

Lovely  but  to  one  on  earth. 

Mrs.  Hemsas. 

Fairest  and  loveliest  of  created  things, 

By  our  great  Author  in  the  Image  fbnu*d 

Of  His  celestial  glory,  and  design*d 

To  be  man's  solace. 

WWiam  HtrherU 

Man  is  but  half  without  woman ;  and 
As  do  idolaters  their  heavenly  gods. 
We  deiQf  the  things  that  we  adore. 

BmUy*9FabKM- 

And  I  marvel,  sir, 
At  those  who  do  not  feel  the  majesty. 
By  heaven !  I M  almost  said  the  holiness,  — 
That  circles  round  the  fair  and  virtooos  woman ! 

Francn  Kemble  Buder, 

Charming  woman  can  true  converts  make. 
We  love  the  precepts  for  the  teacher's  sake; 
Virtue  in  her  appears  so  bright  and  gay. 
We  hear  with  pleasore,  and  with  pride  obey. 

x/r.  jPVmwnb 
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Woman  is  not  undevelopt  man, 

But  diverse :  could  we  make  her  as  the  man. 

Sweet  love  were  slain,  whose  dearest  bond  b  this, 

Not  like  to  Kke,  but  like  in  difference : 

Yet  in  the  long  years  Uker  most  they  grow  i 

The  man  be  more  of  woman,  she  of  man ; 

He  gain  in  sweetness  and  in  moral  height, 

Nor  lose  the  wrestling  thews  that  throw  the  world ; 

She  mental  breadth,  nor  fail  in  childward  care : 

More  as  the  double-natorM  poet  each ; 

Till  at  the  last  she  set  herself  to  man 

Like  perfect  music  unto  noble  words; 

And  so  these  twain,  upon  the  skirts  of  Time, 

Sit  side  by  side,  fnll-somm'd  in  all  their  powers. 

Dispensing  harvest,  sowing  the  To  be, 

Self-reverent  each,  and  reverencing  each, 

Distinct  in  individualities, 

But  like  each  other,  even  as  those  who  love. 

Then  comes  the  statelier  Eden  back  to  men : 

Then  reign  the  world's  great  bridals,  chaste  and 

calm: 
Then  springs  the  crowning  race  of  humankind. 

•May  these  things  be! 

Tetmif$on*$  Princtm. 

£arlier  than  I  know 
Immers*d  in  rich  £>reshadowings  of  the  world, 
I  lovM  the  woman :  he  that  doth  not,  lives 
A  drowning  life,  besotted  m  sweet  self^ 
Or  pines  in  sad  experience,  worse  than  death. 
Or  keeps  his  wing'a  affections  dipt  with  crime. 

TennyMon'M  Prinee$$. 

Woman !  bl^t  partner  of  our  joys  and  woes ! 

Even  in  the  darkest  hoqr  of  earthly  ill, 
UntamishM  yet  thy  ibnd  affection  glows. 

Throbs  with  each  pulse,  and  beats  with  every 
thriU ! 

Bright  o*er  the  wasted  scene  thou  hoverest  still. 
Angel  of  comfort  to  the  Ruling  soul ; 

Undaunted  by  the  tempest,  wild  and  chill. 
That  pours  its  restless  and  disastrous  roll 
0*er  all  that  blooms  below,  with  sad  and  hollow 
howL  Sand'8  Yamojfdtn, 

A  health  to  sweet  woman !  the  days  are  do  more. 
When  she  watch*d  for  her  lord  when  the  revel 

was  o*er, 
And  sooth*d  the  white  pillow,  and  bluali*d  when 

he  came, 
As  she  press*d  her  cold  lips  on  his  forehead  of 

flame. 
Alas,  for  the  lovM  one !  too  spotless  and  fair. 
The  joys  of  his  banquet  to  chasten  and  share ; 
Her  eye  lost  its  light,  that  his  goblet  might  shine. 
And  the  rose  on  her  cheek  was  dissolved  in  his 

wine.  O.  Tf  .  Hoime$, 


She  had  a  mind. 

Deep  and  immortal,  and  it  would  not  feed 

On  pageantry.    She  thirsted  for  a  spring 

Of  a  serener  element,  and  drank 

Philosophy,  and  for  a  little  while 

She  was  allay'd,  till  presently  it  turn*d 

Bitter  within  her,  and  her  spirit  grew 

Faint  for  undying  waters.    Then  she  eam« 

To  the  pm-e  fount  of  God  —  and  is  athirst 

No  more ^- save,  when  the  *  fever  of  the  world* 

Falleth  upon  her,  she  will  go  and  breatho 

A  holy  aspiration  after  heaven. 

Wim$'9  Poem9 


In  that  stabiaMi 


Which  most  bepomes  a  woman— calm  and  holy-* 

Thou  sittest  by  the  fireside  of  the  heart. 

Feeding  its  flame. 

LongfeUovf 

Ah !  woman  —  in  this  world  of  onrs. 

What  giil  ean  be  comparM  to  thee  7 
How  slow  would  drag  life's  w<eary  hours. 
Though  man's  proud    brow  were  bound   with 
flowers, 
And  his  the  wealth  of  land  and  sea. 
If  destin'd  to  exist  alone. 
And  ne'er  call  woman's  heart  his  own. 

Otorgt  P,  MorrU 

Yes,  woman's  love  is  firee  from  guile. 

And  puse  as  bright  Aurora's  ray ; 
The  heart  will  melt  before  its  smile. 

And  earthly  objects  fade  away. 
Were  I  the  monarch  of  the  earth. 

And  master  of  the  swelling  sea, 
I  would  not  estimate  their  worth. 

Dear  woman,  half  the  price  of  thee. 

George  P,  Monris, 

And  well  the  poet,  at  her  shrine. 
May  bend  and  worship  while  he  woos; 

To  him  she  is  a  thing  divine, 

The  inspiration  of  his  line. 
His  lov'd  one^  and  his  muse. 

If  to  his  song  the  echo  rings 
Of  fame  — -  't  is  woman's  voice  he  heais ; 

If  ever  from  his  lyre's  proud  strings 

Fbw  soonds,  like  rush  of  angel  wings,  — 

'T  is  that  she  listens  while  he  sings^ 

With  blended  smiles  and  tears. 

HalUU, 

Through  rafl^ng  and  sorrow  thou  hast  pass  d. 
To  show  us  what  a  woman  troe  may  be. 

J  R.  LwodL 

Maideni  when  such  a  soul  as  thine  is  born, 
The  moming-stars  their  ancient  music  make. 

48 
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ThejT  fpake  not  a.  word; 
Bat,  like  dumb  itatuei,  or  breathloM  ■tonea, 
StarM  on  each  other,  and  lookM  deadly  pale. 

SkaJ».  Riekard  III 

Behold,  onr  infanciea  in  talea  delight, 
That  bolt  like  hedgehog-qmUa  the  hair  upright 

Vr.  WaUae^  Pettr  Pindar. 

The  handeone  bar-maida  atare,  aa  nraCa  aa  fiabea ; 
And  aaUow  waitera,  ftighten^d,  drop  their  dtahea! 

Dr,  Wakaf  a  PtUr  Pindar. 

*•  Niagara !    Wonder  of  thia  weatem  world. 
And  half  the  world  beaide !  hail  beanteovia  qneen 
Of  eataracta  !^  —  an  angel  who  had  been 
0*er  heaven  and  earth  apoke  thna. 

Mr9.  MaHa  Brooh. 


WORDS. 

Some  know  no  joy  like  what  a  word  can  raiae, 
IlaoIM  through  a  langoage'a  perplexing  maie; 
Till  on  a  mate  that  aeema  t*  agree  they  light, 
like  man  and  wife  that  atiU  are  oppoaite ; 
Not  lawyera  at  the  bar  play  more  with  aenae. 
When  brought  to  their  laat  trope  of  eloquence. 
Than  they  on  every  aabject,  great  or  amall, 
At  cluba  or  coancila,  at  a  church  or  ball ; 
They  cry  we  rob  them  of  their  tributea  due ; 
Alaa !  how  can  we  laugh  and  pity  too? 

StUUng/UeCB  Etmy  on  Conoer^aHom. 

Worda  are  the  aoul^a  embaaaadora,  who  go 
Abroad  upon  her  erranda  to  and  fro ; 
They  are  the  aole  expoundera  of  the  mind. 
And  correapondence  keep  'twixt  all  mankind. 
They  are  thoae  airy  keya  that  ope  (and  wrcat 
Sometimea)  the  locka  and  hingea  of  the  breaat. 
By  them  the  heart  makea  aalliea :  wit  and  aenae 
Belong  to  them :  they  are  the  quinteaaenoe 
Of  thoae  ideaa  which  the  thoughta  diatil. 
And  ao  calcine  and  melt  again,  until 
They  drop  ibrth  into  accenta ;  in  whom  liea 
The  aalt  of  &ncy,  and  all  ftcuUiea. 

Jawua  HoweL 

'T  ia  only  man  Cka  worda  create. 

And  cot  the  air  to  aounda  articulate 

By  nature'a  apecial  charter.    Nay,  apeech  can 

Make  a  ahrewd  diacrepanoe  *twizt  man  and  man : 

It  dotn  the  genfleman  from  cfewn  diaeover; 

And  from  a  ibol  the  grave  pbiloaopher ; 

Aa  Solon  aaid  to  one  in  judgment  weak, 

*  thought  tnce  wife  until  I  heard  thee  apeak. 

JenMit  ihifid. 


Worda  are  the  fife  of  knowledge ;  they  aet  lrM| 
And  bring  forth  truth  by  way  of  midwiPry; 
Tlie  activ'at  creaturea  of  the  teeming  brain. 
Hie  judgea  who  the  inward  man  arraign : 
Reaaon'a  chief  engine  and  artillery 
To  batter  error,  and  make  fiilaehood  fly ; 
The  eannona  of  the  mind,  who  aomctimea  bounce 
Nothing  but  war,  then  peace  again  pronounce. 

Jamtt  HmteL 

Worda  have  winga,  and,  aa  aoon  aa  their  cage, 

the 
Mouth,  ia  opened,  out  they  fly,  and  mount  beyond 
Our  reach  and  paat  recovery :  like  lightning, 
I*hey  can't  be  atopt,  but  break  their  paaaagu 

through 
The  amalleat  cranniea,  and  penetrate 
Sometimea  the  thickeat  walla ;  their  nature  *a  aa 
F.xpa  naive  aa  the  light. 

iVarOa'a  Poor  Sciaiar. 

What  you  keep  by  you,  yon  may  change  and 

mend; 
But  worda  once  apoke  can  never  be  reca]l*<L 

Where  do  the  worda  of  Greece  and  Rome  excel. 
That  England  may  not  pleaae  the  ear  aa  well  ? 
What  mighty  magic  *b  in  the  place  or  air. 
That  all  perfection  neeia  muat  centre  there  f 
In  atatea  let  atrangera  thirdly  be  preferr*d. 
In  atate  of  lettera  merit  ahould  be  heard. 

CkmrckOL 

— Worda  are  thinga;  and  a  amall  drop  of  ink, 
Falling  like  dew  upon  a  thought,  produoea 
That  which  makea  thooaanda,  perhapa  milliooa, 
think.  Byrm. 

Thy  worda  had  auch  a  melting  flow, 
And  apoke  of  truth  ao  aweetly  well. 

They  dropp'd,  like  heaven*a  aereneat  anew. 
And  all  waa  brightoeaa  where  they  fell ! 


Sorely  one  thing  ahall  abide,  — 
*Midat  the  wreck  of  agea  one, — 
Heaven*a  eternal  Word  alone! 


Mn.H€ 


That  word  ^  oh !  it  dodi  haunt  me  now. 
In  aoenea  of  joy,  in  acenea  of  woe ; 
By  night,  by  day,  in  ran  or  ahade. 
With  the  half  amile  that  genUy  playM 
ReproachfiiUy,  and  gave  the  aonnd 
Eternal  power,  through  life  to  wound 
There  ia  no  voice  I  ever  heard 
So  deeply  fixM  aa  that  one  wiird 
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A  word  Is  nngiQg  Haoogh  mj  brain. 

It  wu  not  meant  to  give  me  pain ; 

It  was  whenjhrai  the  soond  I  beard 

A  lightly  otter*d,  careless  word. 

Mr§,  NorUmm 

Oh !  ye  who,  meeting,  sigh  to  part. 

Whose  words  are  treasures  to  some  heart. 

Deal  gently,  ere  the  dark  days  come, 

When  earth  hath  but  for  one  a  home ; 

Lest  rousing  o*er  the  past,  like  me, 

They  feel  their  hearts  wrung  bitterly. 

And,  heeding  not  what  else  is  heard, 

DweU  weeping  on  a  careless  word. 

ifrs.  JVorton*s  Poors. 

Words  are  the  motes  of  thought,  and  nothing 

more. 
Words  are  like  sea^hells  on  the  shore;  they  show 
Where  the  mind  ends,  and  not  how  fiir  it  has  been. 

BaQey't  FetUu. 

A  mist  of  words, 
Like  haloes  roond  the  moon,  though  they  enlarge 
The  seeming  size  of  thoughts,  make  the  light  less 
Doubly.    It  is  the  thought  writ  down  we  want, 
Not  its  effect— not  likeneases  of  likenesses. 
And  such  descriptions  are  not,  more  than  gloves 
Instead  of  hands  to  shake,  enough  for  us. 

BatUy*9  Futu$, 

Cold  words  that  hide  the  envious  thought ! 

WtUii. 

On  my  ear  her  language  fell 
As  if  each  word  dissolved  a  spell. 

Words  lead  to  things ;  a  scale  is  more  precise,  — 

Coarse  speech,  bad  grammar,  swearing,  drinking, 

vice.  Holme»*9  Urania, 

One  vague  inflection  spoils  the  whole  with  doubt, 

One  trivial  letter  ruins  all  left  out ; 

A  knot  can  ehoke  a  felon  into  clay ; 

A  not  will  save  him,  spelt  without  the  k ; 

Hie  smallest  word  has  some  unguarded  spot, 

And  danger  lurks  In  1  without  a  dot 

Holme*'  Poem$, 


WORLD. 

AH  the  world  *8  a  stage. 
And  an  the  men  and  women  merely  players : 
They  have  their  exits,  and  their  entrances ; 
And  one  man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts. 

Shalu,  AeymtUkeU. 

Thou  seest,  we  are  not  aD  tlone  unhappy: 
This  wide  and  muversal  theatre 
Presents  more  woeftd  pageants  than  the  scene 
Whorein  we  play  in. 

Skakt.  AtyauUkeU. 


1  hold  the  world  but  as  the  world,  Gratiano ; 

A  stage^  where  every  man  must  fAhj  a  part, 

And  mine  a  sad  one. 

Shak»,  Merchant  of  Veniee 

You  have  too  mnoh  respect  upon  the  world : 
They  lose  it,  that  do  buy  it  with  much  care. 

Shako,  Merchant  ef  Venice 

Nature  hath  flram*d  strange  fellows  in  her  time  2 

Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  eyes, 

And  laugh,  like  parrots,  at  a  bag*piper ; 

And  others  of  such  vinegar  aspect, 

That  they  *H  not  show  their  teeth  in  way  of  smile. 

Though  Nestor  swear  the  jest  be  laughable. 

Shako,  Merchant  of  Veniee, 

I  am  in  this  earthly  world ;  where,  to  do  harm. 

Is  often  laudable :  to  do  good,  sometimes. 

Accounted  dangerous  fbily. 

Shako,  Macbeth 

O,  world,  thy  sBppeiy  turns !  Friends  now  fast 

sworn. 
Whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart. 
Whose  hours,  whose  bed,  whose  meal,  and  exer* 

cise. 
Are  still  togrether,  who  twin,  as  *t  were,  in  love 
Unseparable,  shall  within  this  hour, 
On  a  dissension  of  a  doit,  break  out 
To  bitterest  enmity :  so  fellest  foes, 
Whose  passions  and  whose  plots  have  broke  their 

sleep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  some  chance. 
Some  trick,  not  worth  an  egg^  shall  grow  dear 

friends. 

And  inteijoin  their  issues. 

Shako,  Coriolanuo, 

Sweet  prince,  the  untainted  virtue  of  your  years 
Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  world's  deceit : 
No  more  can  you  distinguish  of  a  man 
Than  of  his  outward  show;  which,  God  he  knowk, 
Seldom,  or  never,  jumpeth  with  the  heart 

Shako,  Riehetrd  III 

How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world ! 
Fie  on*t!  oh  fie  1  *tis  an  unweeded  garden. 
That  grows  to  seed;  2hings  rank  and  grow  ta 

.   nature. 
Possess  it  merely. 

Shako,  Uamtot 

The  world  *8  a  hive, 
From  whence  tboa  canst  derive 
No  good  but  what  thy  soul's  vexation  brings 
But  case  then  meet 
Some  petty-petty  sweet, 
Each  drop  is  guarded  with  a  thousand  stings 
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Who  to  the  ftOI,  tbjr  TileaeM,  world,  Ver  told ! 
What  ia  in  thee,  that  *s  not  extremeiy  ill  T 
A  loathiome  shop,  where  poiM>ii*e  enlj  told, 
Whoae  rery  entrance  inatantly  doth  kill; 
Nothing  in  thee  but  nllany  doth  dwell. 
And  all  thy  ways  lead  headlong'  onto  heU. 

DnyiQn'9  Legend  ef  Pierce  GavetUm, 

This  world  is  like  a  mint,  we  are  no  ■ooner 
Cast  into  the  lire,  taken  oat  again, 
Hammered,  stampM,  and  made  corrent,  bat 
Presently  we  are  chang'd. 

Decker  €nd  Webeter*9  Weetward  Ho. 

The  world  contains 
Princes  for  arms,  and  counsellors  for  brains, 
Lawyers  for  tongues,  divines  for  hearts,  and  more, 
7*he  rich  for  stomachs,  and  for  backs  the  poor ; 
The  officers  fbr  hands,  merchants  for  feet, 
By  which  remote  and  distant  countries  meet. 

Dr,  Dmne, 

They  say  the  world  is  like  a  bias-bowl, 

And  it  runs  on  the  rich  menV  sides :  others 

Say,  *t  is  like  a  tennis-ball,  and  fortune 

Keeps  such  a  racket  with  it,  as  it  tosses 

It  into  time*s  hazard,  and  that  devours  alL 

CupuTe  Whirligig, 
» 
Well  hath  the  great  Creator  of  the  world 

Fram*d  it  in  that  exact  and  perfect  fbrm. 
That  by  itself  unmoveable  might  stand. 
Supported  only  by  his  providence. 
Well  hath  his  powerful  wisdom  ordered 
Thee,  in  nature,  disagreeing  elemeDts, 
That  all  affecting  their  peculiar  place. 
Maintain  the  oooservation  of  the  whole. 
Well  hath  he  taught  the  swelling  ocean 
To  know  his  bounds,  lest  in  luxurious  pride 
lie  should  insult  upon  the  conquered  land : 
Well  hath  he  placM  those  torches  in  the  heavens 
To  give  light  to  our  else  darkened  eyes : 
The  crystal  windows  through  which  our  soul, 
Looking  upon  the  world's  most  beauteous  face. 
Is  blest  with  sight  and  knowledge  of  his  works. 
Well  hath  he  all  things  done :  fbr  how,  alas ! 
(/Ould  any  strength  or  wit  of  feeble  man 
Stistained  have  that  greater  universe 
Too  weak  an  AUae  fbr  one  commonwealth  7 
'low  could  he  make  the  earth,  the  water,  air. 
And  file,  in  peace  their  duties  to  observe, 
Or  bridle  op  the  headstrong  ocean, 
That  cannot  rule  the  wits  and  tongues  of  men. 
And  keep  them  in.    It  were  impossible 
To  give  light  to  the  world  with  all  his  art 
And  skill,  that  cannot  well  illuminate 
Chie  darkened  uuderstanding. 

Sopkieter, 


This  world  *s  the  chaos  of  coufbrfoa  i 
No  world  at  afl,  bat  mast  of  open  wraogi^ 
Wlierein  a  man,  as  In  a  map^  may  see 
The  high  road  way  fW>m  woe  to  misery. 

WiUy^BeguOei. 

In  this  grand  wheel,  the  world,  weVe  spokes 

made  all; 

Bot  that  it  may  still  keep  it  round. 

Some  mount  while  others  fiilL 

Alex.Brmui 

Who  looks  apon  this  world  and  not  beyond  it, 
To  the  abodes  it  leads  to^  must  believe  it 
The  bloody  slaughter-house  of  some  ill  pow*r. 
Rather  than  the  contrivance  of  a  good  one. 

Cr0ipR*«  ilfii6ilJsiff  SXotesMMb 

Oh  cursed  troubled  world ! 
Where  nothing  without  sorrow  can  be  had, 
And  *t  is  not  easy  to  be  good  or  bad ! 
For  horror  attends  enl,~- sorrow  good. 
Vice  plagues  the  mind,  and  virtue  flesh  and  blood. 

Crmim^e  DmrimM, 

The  world  is  a  great  dance,  in  which  we  find 
The  good  and  bad  have  various  tarns  assign'd  ; 
But  when  they  *ve  ended  the  great  masquerade. 
One  goes  to  glory,  th*  other  to  a  shade. 

CrewiCe  Jmlimm, 

The  world  *s  a  wood,  in  which  all  lose  their  way. 
Though  by  a  different  path  each  goes  astray. 

BuckinghgWL 

The  world  *s  a  la Vrinth,  where  nnguided  men 
Walk  up  and  down  to  find  their  weariness : 
No  sooner  have  we  measur*d  with  much  toil 
One  crooked  path,  in  hope  to  gain  our  freedom. 
But  it  betrays  us  to  a  new  affliction. 

BeaumonVe  Night-Walker. 

Where  solid  pains  succeed  our  senseless  joys. 
And  short-liv*d  pleasures  pass  like  fleeting  dreamsk 

Reckeetet*9  Feleitfrinsfl. 

There  was  an  ancient  sage  philosopher, 

That  had  read  Alexander  Roee  over, 

And  swore  the  world  aa  he  could  prove. 

Was  made  of  fighting  and  of  love. 

ButUr'9  Hudibntt 

'  Should  once  the  world  resolve  t*  abolish 
I  All  that  *s  ridiculous  and  foolish, 
1  It  would  have  nothing*  lefl  to  do^ 

T*  apply  in  jost  or  earnest  tO| 

No  business  of  importance,  play. 

Or  state,  to  pass  its  time  away. 

Bttflcr 

The  world  *s  a  stormy  sea. 

Whose  every  breath  is  strcwM  with  wrecks  of 

wretches, 

'  That  daily  perish  in  it 

1  Rowtfe  AjMiima  St^meAer 
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It  !■  ^  pkide,  alai !  to  pleaie  the  world. 
Where  hoiiMt  thoo^bte  are  a  reproach  to  man* 
Where  knaves  look  great,  and  groaning  virtoe 

itarvae, 
A  world  of  madness,  fklsehood,  and  injustice  7 

Smiih'$  Princen  ^  Parma, 

What  it  this  world  I    Thy  school,  O  misery ! 
Oor  only  lesson  is  to  learn  to  suffer : 
And  he  who  knows  not  that,  was  bom  fi>r  nothing. 

Foufl^s  Revengem 

How  Was  my  heart  incmsted  by  the  world ! 
O  how  lelf-retterM  was  my  grovelling  soul ! 
How,  like  a  worm,  was  I  wrapt  round  and  round 
In  silken  thought,  which  reptile  &ncy  span. 
Till  darkon*d  reason  lay  quite  clouded  o'er 
With  soft  conceit  of  endless  comfort 

Toung'9  Night  T%mght9, 

The  worId*s  a  stately  bark,  on  dangerous  seas. 
With  pleasure  seen,  but  boarded  at  our  peril 

Young*9  Night  Thought: 

The  world's  infectious ;  few  bring  back  at  eve 
Immaculate,  the  manners  of  the  mom. 
Something,  we  thought,  is  blotted ;  we  resoh'd. 
Is  shaken ;  we  renounc'd,  returns  again. 

Ymtng'i  Night  Thoughts. 

A  world  where  lust  of  pleasure,  grandeur,  gold, 
Three  demons  that  diWde  its  realms  between 

them. 
With  strokes  alternate  buffet  to  and  fro 
Man's  restless  heart,  their  sport,  their  flying  ball ; 
Till  with  the  giddy  circle,  sick  and  tir'd, 
It  pants  far  peace,  and  drops  into  despair. 

Young's  Night  Thoughts. 

Present  example  gets  within  our  guard, 

And  acts  with  double  force,  by  force  repell'd. 

Ambition  6res  ambition ;  love  of  gain 

Strikes,  like  a  pestilence,  fh>m  breast  to  breast; 

Riot,  pride,  perfidy,  blue  vapours  breathe ; 

And  inhumanity  is  caught  ftt>n  man. 

From  smiling  man. 

YoungU  Night  Thoughts, 

Let  not  the  cooing  of  the  world  allure  thee ; 
Which  of  her  lovers  ever  found  her  trae  7 

Young's  Night  Thoughts, 

Tbou'st  seen  by  me,  and  those  who  now  despise 

me. 
How  men  of  fixrtone  &I1,  and  beggars  rise ; 
Shun  my  example ;  treasure  up  my  precepts ; 
The  world 's  before  thee— be  a  knave  and  prosper. 

Litto's  Fatal  Curiosity 

Pass  but  a  moment,  and  this  busy  globe. 

Its  thrones,  its  empires,  and  its  bustling  millions 

Will  seem  a  speek  in  the  great  void  of  spaoob 

Mmrplfi/'s  Orecian  Daughtsr* 


There, 
Even  love  itself  is  bitterness  of  soul, 
A  pensive  anguish  pining  at  the  heart 
Or,  sunk  to  sordid  interest,  feels  no  more 
That  noble  wish,  that  never  cloy'd  desire. 
Which  selfish  joys  disdaining,  seeks  alone 
To  bless  the  dearer  object  of  its  flame. 

Thomson's  Seasono. 

What  is  the  world  7  a  term  which  men  havo^ot. 
To  signify  not  one  in  ten  knows  what 
A  term  which  with  no  more  precision  passes 
To  point  out  herds  of  men  than  herds  of  asses ! 
In  common  use  no  more  it  means,  we  find. 
Than  many  fools  in  same  opinion  join'd. 

ChurcMC 

Let  the  world  be  told 
She  boasts  a  confidence  she  does  not  hold ; 
That  conscious  of  her  orimes,  she  feels  instead 
A  cold  misgiving,  and  a  killing  dread : 
That  while  in  health  the  ground  of  her  support 
Is  madly  to  forget  that  life  is  short ; 
That  sick  she  trembles,  knowing  she  must  die, 
Her  hope  presumption,  and  her  fkith  a  lie ; 
That  while  she  dotes,  and  dreams  that  she  believes. 
She  mocks  her  maker,  and  herself  deceives, 
Her  utmost  reach  historical  assent. 
The  doctrines  warp'd  to  what  they  never  meant ; 
The  troth  itself  is  in  her  head  as  doU 
And  useless  as  a  candle  in  a  scull. 
And  all  her  love  of  God  a  groundless  claim, 
A  trick  upon  the  canvas,  painted  flame. 

Coispera 

I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me ; 

I  have  not  flattered  its  rank  breath,  nor  bow'd 

To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee,  — 

Nor  coin'd  my  cheeks  to  smiles^ — ^nor  cried  aloud 

In  worship  of  an  echo ;  in  the  crowd 

Hiey  could  not  deem  me  one  of  such ;  I  stood 

Among  them,  but  not  of  them ;  in  a  shroud 

Of  thoughts  which  were  not  their  thoughts,  and 

still  could. 
Had  I  not  filed  my  mind,  which  thus  itself 

subdued. 
I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me, — 
But  let  us  part  fair  foes ;  ^- 1  do  believe. 
Though  I  have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  be 
Words  which  are  things,-* hopes  which  will  not 

deceive. 
And  virtues  which  are  merciful,  nor  weave 
Snares  for  the  failing :  I  would  also  deem 
O'er  other's  griefs  that  some  sincerely  grieve  * 
Hiat  tw«,  or  one,  are  almost  what  they  seem,  — 
That  goodness  is  no  name,  and  happiness  no  dream. 

Byron's  CJdlde  HarsU 
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Shut  Qp  the  world  at  kr^  let  Bedkm  out; 
And  you  will  be  perhape  rarpriMd  to  find 
Afl  thinfi  parrae  exactly  the  tame  Mmte, 
Ai  now  with  thoee  of  Mi'^iMfil  eonnd  mind. 
This  I  could  prore  beyond  a  singla  doubt. 
Were  there  a  jot  of  lense  among'  mankind; 
But  till  that  point  d*appid  k  feond,  alas ! 
f  jiko  Archimedes,  I  leare  earth  as  *t  was. 

Mfyrwm* 

A  yomi;  mimarried  man,  with  a  food  name 

And  ftrtmie,  has  an  a^^ward  part  to  play ; 

For  good  society  b  bnt  a  game* 

*  The  royal  game  of  goose,**  as  I  may  say. 

Where  ererybody  has  some  separate  aim. 

An  end  to  answer  or  a  plan  to  lay. 

Byron. 

Beautifbl! 

How  beautiftil  is  all  this  visible  world 

How  glorioos  in  its  action  and  itielf ; 

Dot  we  who  name  ourselves  its  sovereigns,  we. 

Half  dost,  half  deity,  alike  unfit 

To  sink  or  soar,  with  our  mu^d  essence  make 

A  conflict  of  iti  elements,  and  breathe 

The  breath  of  degradation  and  of  pride. 

Contending  with  low  wants  and  lofty  will 

Till  our  mortality  predominates. 

And  men  are— what  they  name  not  to  themselves, 

And  trust  not  to  each  other. 

Byron. 

T  is  a  very  good  world  that  we  live  in. 
To  lend  or  to  spend  or  to  give  in. 
But  to  borrow  or  beg,  or  get  a  man*8  own, 
*T  io  the  very  worst  world,  sir,  that  ever  was  known. 

Old  Song. 

Tho  world  is  too  much  with  us. 

Wordoworth, 

This  bitter  vrorld. 
This  cold  unanswering-  world,  that  hath  no  voioe 
To  greet  the  gentle  spirit,  that  drives  back 
All  birds  of  Eden,  which  would  sqjoom  here 
A  little  while  —  how  have  I  turned  away 
From  its  keen  soulless  air  ! 

Mr§,  Hemano, 

"Tie  a  harsh  world  in  which  affection  knows 

No  place  to  treasure  up  its  lov'd  and  lost 

But  the  lone  grave. 

WUUb. 

We  know  the  world  is  dark  and  rough. 
Hut  time  betrays  that  soon  enough. 

Mim  Ekxm  Cook, 


'lliroagh  the  shadow  of  the  world  we  sweep  into 

the  younger  day : 
Better  fifty  years  of  Europe  than  a  cycle  of  Cathay. 

T<imyooR*s  Poemo,  | 


And  worldly  is  that  heart,  at  best. 
That  beats  beneath  a  broiderM  veil. 

And  she  who  comes  in  glittering  vest 
To  mourn  her  frailty -^stiil  is  frail 


The  world  is  just  as  hollow  as  an  egg-shelly 
It  is  a  surface  not  a  solid,  round ; 
And  all  this  boasted  knowledge  of  the  world 
T»  me  seems  but  to  mean  acquaintanoe  with 
Low  things,  or  evil,  or  indiffisrent 

BoOey's  fVoteiu 

O  world !  so  ft  w  the  years  we  live. 

Would  that  the  life  which  thou  dost  give 

Were  life  indeed  I 

Alas !  thy  sorrows  fiill  so  tta(t. 

Our  happiest  hour  is  when  at  last 

The  soul  is  freed. 

hmtgf^SMo  TVsnsklssML 

Look    on    this  beautiftil   world,   and  read  the 

truth 
In  her  fkir  page ;  see,  every  season  brings 
New  change  to  her,  of  everlasting  youth ; 
StiU  the  green  soil,  with  joyous  living  things. 
Swarms,  the  wide  air  is  frill  of  joyous  wings, 
And  myriads  still  are  happy  in  the  sleep 
Of  ooean*s  asnre  gulfii. 

B^itf—  Tko  Agoo, 

The  world  ibr  sale !  —  Hang  out  the  sign, 

CUl  every  traveller  here  to  me  ; 
Who  *U  boy  this  brave  estate  of  mine. 

And  set  me  from  earth's  bondage  free  : — 
'T  is  going !  ^-  Yes,  I  mean  to  fling 

Hie  bauble  from  my  soul  away ; 
I  *U  sell  it,  whatsoe'er  it  bring :  — 

The  world  at  auction  here  to-day ! 

n^igkHoit 


YEOMAN. 

Even  therefore  grieve  I  for  those  gallant  yeomen, 
England's  peculiar  and  appropriate  sons, 
Known  in  no  other  land.    Each  boaste  hisheardi 
And  field  as  free  as  the  best  lord  his  barony, 
Owing  subjection  to  no  human  vassalage 
Save  to  their  king  and  law.    Hence  are  they 

resolute. 
Leading  the  van  on  every  day  of  battle. 
As  men  who  know  the  blessings  they  defend. 
Hence  are  they  fiank  and  generous  in  peace, 
As  men  who  have  their  portion  in  ite  plenty. 
No  other  kingdom  shows  such  worth  and  hapfd. 


"^eiTd  in  such  low  estate. 

Wtfftsr  SootCo  HaHdom  HBL 


YES-  YEW-TREE- YOUTH. 
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And  Toil,  good  jreomen. 
Whose  limbt  were  made  in  England,  show  na  here 
The  mettle  of  yoor  pasture :  let  as  swear 
That  you  are  worth  your  breeding,  which  I  doubt 
not;  ^ 

For  there  is  none  of  you  so  mean  and  base, 
Tliat  hath  not  noble  lustre  in  your  eyes. 

Shak9.  Henry  F. 


YES. 


•  Yes !' »  Oh !  it  U  a  kind  reply, 
When  flowing  from  the  lips  of  dear 
Young  beauty  —  in  whose  ear  we  sigh 
The  one  ibnd  wish. 

**  Yes  !**  I  answered  you  last  night ; 

**  No  !**  this  morning,  Sir,  I  say ! 
Colours  seen  by  candle-light 

Will  not  look  the  same  by  day. 


iinon. 


Jtftft  Barrett. 


By  your  truth  she  shall  be  true  — 
Ever  true  as  wives  of  yore  — 

And  her  Yes,  once  said  to  you. 
Shall  be  yes  for  evermore. 


M%99  BarretL 


YEW-TREE. 

Cheerless,  unsocial  plant !  that  loves  to  dwell 
*Mldst  sculls  and  coffins,  epitaphs  and  worms : 
Where  light-heelM  ghosts,  and  visionary  shades, 
Beneath  the  wan  cold  moon  (as  &me  reports) 
Embodied  thick,  perform  their  mystic  rounds. 
No  other  merriment,  dull  tree !  is  thine. 

Grave 


YOUTH. 

Youth  is  a  bubble  blown  up  with  breath. 
Whose  wit  is  weakness,  whose  wage  is  death. 
Whose  way  is  wilderness,  whose  inn  is  penance, 
And  stoop  gallant  age,  the  host  of  grievance. 

i$|itiittr*s  Skqjknd'B  C^Uwdtr, 

Be  affable  and  courteous  in  youth,  that 
You  may  be  honour*d  in  age.    Roses  that 
Lose  their  colours,  keep  their  savours,  and  pluckM 
From  the  stalk,  are  put  to  the  stilL    Cotonea, 
Because  it  boweth  when  the  sun  riseth. 
Is  sweetest  when  it  is  oUest :  and  ohildien, 
Which  in  their  tender  years  sow  courtesy. 
Shall  in  their  declining  states  reap  pity. 


Let  me  not  live  (quoth  he) 
After  my  flame  lacks  oil ;  to  be  the  snuff 
Of  younger  spirits,  whose  apprehensive  sense* 
All  but  new  things  disdain ;  whose  judgments  am 
Mere  feathers  of  their  garments;  whose  con- 
stancies 

Expire  before  their  passions. 

8hak$.  Ati  *s  WeU. 

For  youth  no  less  becomes 

The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears. 

Than  settled  age  his  &bles,  and  his  weeds 

Importing  health  and  graveness. 

Shake,  HamkL 

1  '11  serve  his  youth,  for  youth  must  have  his  course. 
For  being  restrainM  it  makes  him  ten  times  worse: 
His  pride,  his  riot,  all  that  may  be  nam*d. 
Time  may  recall,  and  all  hie  madness  tam*d. 

Shake,  Lendom  PredigaL 

Crabbed  age  and  youth 

Cannot  live  together; 

Youth  is  foil  of  pleasure. 

Age  is  foil  of  care : 

Youth  like  summer  mom. 

Age  like  winter  weather; 

Youth  like  summer  brave. 

Age  like  winter  bare; 

Youth  is  full  of  sport. 

Age's  breath  ii  short; 

Youth  is  nimble,  age  is  lame; 

Youth  is  hot  and  bold. 

Age  is  weak  and  cold; 

Youth  is  wild  and  age  is  tame. 

Age  I  do  abhor  thee; 

Youth  I  do  adore  thee; 

O,  my  love,  my  love  Is  young; 

Age  I  do  defy  thee; 

O  sweet  shepherd  hie  thee. 

For  methinks  thou  stay'st  too  long. 

Shakepeare, 

Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  summer's  day  7 
Thou  art  more  lovely  and  more  temperate : 
Rough  winds  do  shake  the  darling  buds  of  May. 
And  summer's  lease  hath  all  too  short  a  date : 
Sometimes  too  hot  the  eye  of  heaven  shines. 
And  oflen  is  his  gold  complexion  dimm'd: 
And  every  ftir  from  &ir  sometime  declines. 
By  chance,  or  nature's  changing    course    no 

trimm'd; 
But  thy  eternal  summer  shall  not  fade. 
Nor  lose  possession  of  that  fair  f^ou  owesti 
Nor    shall  death  brag  thou  wand'rest  in  his 

shade, 
When  in  eternal  lin«i  to  time  thou  growest. 

Shakeptft, 


973 


YOUTH. 


rn  not  praetite  any  violent  nMUW  to  tte./ 
Hi*  onbridled  ooune  of  joodi  in  him :  lor  that 
Reatrain^d  growa  more  impatient;  and,  in  kind, 
lAke  to  the  eager,  bat  the  gen'roos  grey-hoondf 
Who,  ne*er  oo  little  from  his  game  withheld. 
Turns  head,  and  leaps  up  at  his  holder's  throat 
JotuoHt'B  feery  Man  m  H%§  Hi 

Gather  the  rose-buds  whik  70  maj. 
Old  time  is  still  a  flying ; 
And  that  same  flower  that  bloooM  to-day. 
To  morrow  shall  be  dying. 


Hanklu 


The  snake  eaeh  year  fresh  skin  resumes^ 

And  eagles  ehangs  their  aged  phmeo; 

The  laded  rose  each  spring  reoaive^ 

A  fresh  red  tincture  on  her  leaves: 

Bat  if  your  beauties  onoe  decay, 

Yoo  never  know  a  second  May. 

O  then  be  wise,  and  whilst  yoor  season 

Affords  yoa  days  ibr  sport,  do  reason ; 

Spend  not  in  vain  yoor  Iiib*B  short  hoar. 

Bat  crop  in  time  your  beauty's  flow'r ; 

Which  will  away,  and  doth  together 

Both  bad  and  &de,  both  blow  and  wither. 

CfiriiD* 

Yoathful  blood,  if  checkt  unseasonably. 
Becomes  more  insolent  and  impetuous. 
More  vitiated  and  corrupt,  than  if 
Its  natural  coorae  had  not  been  hinderM ; 
The  age  of  youth  is  the  strong  reign  of 
Passion,  and  vice  does  ride  in  triumph 
Upon  the  wheels  of  vehement  desire, 
Which  run  with  infinite  celerity. 
When  the  body  drives  the  chariot, 
Tliey  ciinH  be  stopp'd  on  a  sudden ; 
Art  and  deliberation  must  be  us*d. 

NefoUtU  Poor  Scholar. 

Something  of  youth,  I  in  old  age  approve ; 
Bat  more  the  marks  of  age  in  youth  I  love. 
Who  this  observes,  may  in  his  body  find 
Decrepit  age,  but  never  in  his  mind. 

Intemperate  youth,  by  sad  experience  found. 
Ends  in  an  age  imperfect  and  unsound. 

jL^SIIMtfll. 

Of  gentle  blood,  his  parents*  only  treasure, 
Hieir  lasting  sorrow,  and  their  vanished  pleasure. 
Adorn'd  with  features,  virtues,  wit,  and  grace, 
A  large  provision  for  so  short  a  race : 
More  moderate  gifb  might  have  pro]ong*d  his 

datb. 
Too  early  fitted  for  a  better  state : 
But,  knowmg  heaven  his  home,  to  shun  delay, 
lie  ioap*d  o*er  age,  and  took  the  shortest  way. 

Jhyden. 


The  heat 
Of  IB  imsleady  youth,  a  giddy  brain 
Green  indiscretion,  flattery  of  greatness, 
Bawneas  of  judgment,  wilfulness  in  folly, 
Tlioqghts  vagrant  as  the  wind,  and  as  uncertain. 

Jokm  Ford'o  Bnkm  Hemrt 

Folly  may  be  in  youth: 
But  many  time  *t  is  mixt  with  grave  discretioR 
Tliat  tempers  it  to  use  and  makes  its  judgment 
Equal,  if  not  exceeding  that,  which  palsies 
Have  almost  shaken  into  a  disease. 

NtW$  ConaA  Gardm 


I  love  to  see  a  nimble  activen< 

In  noble  youth ;  it  argues  active  minda 

In  well-ahap*d  bodies,  and  begets  a  joy 

Dancing  within  me. 

N^hVB  Cmaa  Omdem, 

Hiere  was  a  time  in  the  gay  spring  of  life. 
When  every  note  was  as  the  mounting  lark's. 
Merry  and  cheerful,  to  salute  the  mom ; 
When  all  the  day  was  made  of  melody. 

Somtkern^o  PoU  of  Cagmm, 

Youth  is  ever  apt  to  judge  in  haste. 

And  lose  the  medium  in  the  wild  extreme. 

HiWoAhan. 

Grief  seldom  join*d  with  youthful  bloom  is  seen ; 
Can  sorrow  be  where  knowledge  scarce  has  been? 

Uowar^o  Indian  Qi 


Yoang  men  soon  give,  and  soon  forget  afironts; 

Old  age  is  slow  in  both. 

AddiaotCo  Catk, 

Lusty  youth 
Is  the  very  May-motn  of  delight ; 
When  boldost  floods  are  full  of  wilfiil  heat, 
And  joy  to  think  how  long  they  have  to  fight 
In  fancy's  field,  before  their  life  take  flight; 
Since  he  which  latest  did  the  game  begin. 
Doth  longest  hope  to  linger  still  therein. 


Youth  has  a  sprightliness  and  fire  to  boost. 
That  in  the  valley  of  decline  are  lost. 
And  virtue  with  peculiar  charms  appears, 
Crown'd  with  the  garland  of  Ufe*a  blooming  yean 
Yet  age,  by  long  experience  well  infbrm'd. 
Well  read,  well  tempered,  with  religion  warm'd. 
That  fire  abated  which  impels  rash  youth. 
Proud  of  his  speed,  to  overshoot  toe  truth. 
As  time  improves  the  grape's  authentic  joioe^ 
Mellows  and  makes  the  speech  more  fit  for 
And  claims  a  rev'renoe  in  its  ahoit'ning  day. 
Thai 't  is  an  honour  and  a  joy  to  pay. 


yOUTIL 
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What  are  nil  thy  boasted  treaforesf 
1'ender  sorrows,  transient  pleasures  7 
Anxious  hopes,  and  jealous  fears, 
Lau^hinjT  hours,  and  mourning  years? 
DcchM  with  brightest  tints  at  mom. 
At  twllijrht,  withering  on  a  thorn ; 
Like  the  gentle  rose  of  spring, 
Chilled  by  cvVy  zephyr's  wing : 
Ah !  how  soon  its  coloar  flies, 
Bluslies,  trembles,  falls,  and  dies. 
What  is  youth  7  a  smiling  sorrow, 
Blithe  tcMlay,  and  sad  to-morrow; 
Never  fiz*d,  for  ever  ranging, 
Laughing,  weeping,  doating,  changing; 
Wild,  capricious,  giddy,  vain, 
C^oy*d  with  pleasure,  nurs'd  with  pain: 
Age  steals  on  with  wintry  fiu^e, 
EvVy  rapt*rous  hope  to  chase. 
Like  a  wither*d,  sapless  tree, 
BowM  to  chilling  &te*s  decree; 
StrippM  of  all  its  foliage  gay. 
Drooping  at  the  close  of  day : 
What  of  tedious  life  remains 
Keen  regrets  and  cureless  pains ; 
Tin  death  appears,  a  welcome  friend, 
To  bid  the  scene  of  sorrow  end. 

Mary  Robinton, 

Fair  laughs  tbe  mora,  and  soft  tba  nphyr  Uoira, 
While  proudly  siding  o'er  the  amre  lealm 
In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  vessel  goes ; 
Youth  on  the  prow,  and  pleasnre  at  the  helm ; 
Regardless  ef  the  sweeping  whirlwind's  sway, 
That,  hush'd  in  grim  repose,  expects  bis  evening 
prey.  Cfruy. 

Gay  hope  b  theirs,  by  fancy  fed, 

Less  plaanng  when  possest; 

The  tear  forgot  as  soon  as  shed. 

The  sunshine  of  llie  breast: 

Tlieirs  buiom  health,  ef  rosy  hue; 

Wild  wit,  invention  ever  new. 

And  lively  cheer  of  vigour  bom ; 

The  thoughtless  day,  the  easy  night. 

The  spirits  pore,  the  slumbers  ligb^ 

That  fly  the  approaoh  of  morn. 

Alas,  regardless  of  their  doom, 

The  little  victims  p  ay ! 

Ho  sense  have  they  of  ills  to  oome^ 

No  care  beyond  to-day. 

Yet  see  how  all  around  them  wait 

The  ministers  of  human  fkte. 

And  bkick  misfortune's  baleful  train. 

Ah !  show  them  where  in  ambush  stand. 

To  seize  their  prey,  the  murderous  band  1 

Alif  tell  them  they  are  men ! 

Onf9  Etoa  CcilUge, 


Ah,  happy  hills,  ah,  pleaainff  shade. 

Ah,  fields  belov'd  in  vain, 

M^ere  once  my  careless  childhood  stray'd, 

A  stranger  yet  to  pain ! 

I  f^l  the  gales,  that  fh>m  ye  blow, 

A  momentary  bliss  bestow, 

As  waving  fresh  their  gladsome  wing. 

My  weary  soul  they  seem  to  soothe. 

And,  redolent  of  joy  and  youth. 

To  breathe  a  eecond  spring. 

Grm^B  EUm  Cottegt, 

Happy  the  school-boy !  did  he  prize  his  bliss, 
*Twere  ill  exchang*d  for  all  the  dazzling  gems 
That  gaily  sparkle  in  ambition's  eye{ 
His  are  the  joys  of  nature,  his  the  smile. 
The  oherab  smile  of  innooenoe  and  health. 
Sorrow  unknown,  or  if  a  tear  be  shed. 
He  wipes  it  soon :  for  hark !  the  cheerful  voice 
Of  comrades  calls  him  to  the  top,  or  ball. 
Away  he  hies,  and  clamours  as  he  goes, 
With  glee,  which  causes  him  to  tread  on  air. 

Knox, 

By  sports  like  these  are  all  their  cares  beguil'd, 
The  sports  of  children  satisfy  the  child. 

GeUmtM's  TraoeCer. 

Oh  I  enviable,  early  days, 

When  dancing  thoughtless  pleasure's  maze. 

To  care,  to  guilt  unknown ! 

How  ill  ezchang'd  for  riper  time% 

To  fbel  the  follies,  or  the  crimes. 

Of  others,  or  my  own  ! 

Ye  tiny  elve%  that  guiltless  sport, 

Lake  linnets  in  the  bush. 

Ye  little  know  the  ills  jre  court. 

When  manhood  u  your  wish ! 

The  losses,  the  crosses, 

That  active  men  engage ; 

The  fears  all,  the  tears  all. 

Of  dim-declining  age ! 

Btcms's  DespoiuZsn^. 

Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserves  some  praise 
We  love  the  play-place  of  our  early  days. 
The  scene  is  touching,  and  the  heart  is  stone. 
That  feels  not  at  that  sight,  and  feels  at  none. 

Ceirper's  Tiroeimnm, 

The  charms  of  youth  at  onoo  are  seen  and  past 
And  nature  says,  *•  They  are  too  sweet  to  last " 
So  blooms  the  rose :  and  so  the  blushing  maid 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  Spring  will  fHde 

Sir  WiUiam  Janet 

Ah,  who,  when  fedmg  of  itself  away, 
Would  cloud  the  sunshine  of  his  little  day ! 
Now  is  the  May  if  life.    Careering  round ! 
Joy  wings  hie  feet,  joy  lifts  him  from  the  groimd 

iiif  crt's  Hvman  Xj^t. 
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Youra 


Down  the  smooth  stream  of  Hie  the  stripling  darts, 
GajT  as  the  mom ;  brig^ht  glows  the  vernal  skj, 
Hope  sweUs  the  sails,  and  passion  steers  bis 

coarse. 
Safe  glides  his  little  bark  along  the  shore 
Where  virtue  takes  her  stand ;  but  if  too  &r 
He  launches  forth  beyond  discretion's  mark. 
Sudden  the  tempest  scowls,  the  surges  roar. 
Blot  his  fair  day,  and  plunge  him  in  the  deep. 

P9rieu9'$  Defftk 

Oh !  the  joy 

Of  young  ideas  painted  on  the  mind, 

In  tho  warm  glowing  colours  fancy  spreads 

On  objects  not  yet  known,  when  all  is  new. 

And  all  is  lovely. 

Hannah  Mare*$  David  and  OoUah, 

I  can  remember,  with  unsteady  feet, 

Tottering  from  room  to  room,  and  finding  pleasure 

In   flowers,   and   toys,  and  sweetmeats,  things 

which  long 
Have  lost  tlicir  power  to  please ;  which  when  I 

see  them. 
Raise  only  now  a  melancholy  wish  — 
I  were  the  little  triflcr  once  again 
Who  could  be  pleasM  so  lightly. 

Sauthey"*  Tkalaha, 

Thtj  closed  beside  the  chimney's  blaze. 
And  talkM  and  hoped  for  happier  days, 
And  lent  their  spirit's  rising  glow 
Awhile  to  gild  impending  woe ; 
High  privilege  of  youthful  time. 
Worth  all  the  pleasures  of  our  prime ! 

SeoW$  RAAtf, 

The  tear,  down  childhood's  cheek  that  flows, 
Is  like  tho  dew-drop  on  the  rose ; 
When  next  the  summer  breeze  comes  by. 
And  waves  the  bush,  the  flower  is  dry. 

SeolV»  Rokeby. 

Here  —  while  I  roved,  a  heedless  boy, 
tHere,  while  through  paths  of  peace  I  ran, 
My  feet  were  vex*d  with  puny  snares. 
My  bosom  stung  with  insect-carcs : 
But  ah !  what  light  and  little  things 
Are  childhood's  woes !~-  they  break  no  rest, 
Like  dew-drops  on  the  skylark's  wings. 
While  slumbering  in  his  grassy  nest, 
Gone  in  a  moment,  when  he  springs 
To  meet  the  morn  with  open  breast^ 
As  o'er  the  eastern  hills  her  banners  glow. 
And  veil'd  in  mist  the  valley  sleeps  below. 

Montgtfmen/*e  World  before  the  Flood, 

1  took  the  rabble's  shouts  for  love  —  the  breath 
Of  friends  for  truth  —  the  lips  of  woman  for 
My  only  guerdon. 

ByrmCo  SardanapabiM. 


Her  smiles  and  tears  had  pass'd,  as  light  winds 


r  -■  ■ 

O'er  lakes,  to  ruffle,  not  destroy,  their  gla«. 

Bfron'o  Idamd 

A  lovely  being,  scarcely  form'd  or  moulded, 
A  rose  with  all  its  sweetest  leaves  yet  folded. 

Byram 

The  love  of  higher  things  and  better  days; 
The  unbounded  hope,  and  heavenly  ignorance 
Of  what  is  call'd  the  world,  and  the  world's  ways. 
The  moments  when  we  gather  from  a  glance 
More  joy  than  from  all  future  pride  or  praise. 
Which  kindle  manhood,  but  can  ne*er  entrance 
Hie  heart  in  an  existence  of  its  own. 
Of  which  another's  bosom  is  the  zone 

In  earlier  days,  and  calmer  hours. 
When  heart  with  heart  delights  to  blend. 
Where  bloom  my  native  valley's  bovrera, 
I  had — ah !  have  I  now?— a  friend ! 

Byrsn's  Giesw. 

Blest  hour  of  childhood !  then,  and  then  alone, 
Dance  we  the  revels  close  round  pleasure's  throne, 
Quafi*the  bright  nectar  firom  her  fountain-springs 
And  laugh  beneath  the  rainbow  of  her  wings. 
Oh !  time  of  promise,  hope,  and  innocence, 
Of  tnist,  and  love,  and  happy  ignorance  \ 
Whose  every  dream  is  heaven,  in  whose  fair 

joy. 

Experience  yet  has  thrown  no  black  alloy ; 
Whose  pain,  when  fiercest,  lacks  the  venooi'd 

Which  to  maturer  ill  doth  ofl  belong. 

When,  nute  and  cold,  we  weep  departed  blias, 

And  hope  expires  on  broken  happiness. 

Thmighio  tf  a  Reebuo, 

Ob  Strangfbrd !  when  we  parted  last, 

I  little  thought,  the  times  were  past. 

For  ever  past,  when  brilliant  joy, 

Wat  all  my  vacant  heart's  empkiy : 

When,  fresh  fi^m  mirth  to  mirth  again. 

We  thought  the  rapid  hours  too  few. 

Our  only  use  for  knowledge  then 

To  turn  to  rapture  all  we  knew ! 

Delicious  days  of  whim  and  soul. 

When  mingling  love  and  laugh  together. 

We  leam'd  the  book  on  pleasure's  bowl. 

And  tum'd  the  leaf  with  folly's  feather ! 

Mi 


I  thought  of  iht  days  when  to  pleasure  alooe 
My  heart  ever  granted  a  wish  or  a  sigh 
When  the  saddest  emotion  my  bosom  had  known, 
Was  pity  for  those  who  were  vnser  than  I ! 


YOUTH. 
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Li^ht,  winged  hopes,  that  come  when  bid. 
And  rainbow  joja  that  end  in  woeping*. 
And  passions,  among  pare  thoughts  ol^ 
Like  serpents  under  flowerets  sleeping. 

Moore'9  Loee»  rf  the  AngeU. 

What  is  youth  ? —  a  dancing  billow. 
Winds  behind  and  rocks  before ! 

Wordsworth. 

Life  went  a  maying 
With  Nature,  Hope,  and  Poesy, 

When  I  was  young ! 

Coleridge. 

When  I  was  young !  ah  woful  when ! 
Ah,  ibr  the  change  *twizt  now  and  then ! 

Coleridge, 

Youth  with  swift  feet  walks  onward  in  the  way, 
The  land  of  joy  lies  all  before  his  eyes. 

Mre.  Butler, 

1  ne'er  respecl  (he  ready  tongue 
That  augurs  sorrow  to  the  young. 

JIf  tM  EUza  Cook, 

Let  tnem  exult !  their  laugh  and  song 
Are  rarely  known  to  last  too  long ; 
Why  should  we  strive,  with  cynic  frown. 
To  knock  their  fairy  castles  down  7 

Miea  BSixa  Cook. 

Youth  might  be  wise.    We  suffer  less  from  pains 

Than  pleasures. 

BaUey^e  Feetue. 

Youth  hath  a  strong  and  strange  desire  to  try 
All  feelings  on  the  heart :  it  is  very  wrong. 
And  dangerous,  and  deadly :  strive  againvt  .t ! 

BaiUy*e  Feetue, 

Promise  of  youth  !  fair  as  the  form 
Of  Heaven's  benign  and  golden  bow, 

Thy  smiling  arch  begirds  the  storm. 
And  sheds  a  light  on  every  woe. 

Jamee  O.  Brmdti. 

I  ieel  the  rush  of  waves  that  round  me  risv« 
The  tossing  of  my  boat  upon  the  sea ; 

Few  sunbeams  linger  in  the  stormy  skies, 
And  youth's  bright  shore  is  lessening  on  the 
lee !  J.  Bayard  Tayior. 

In  the  passion  hour  of  yoalii« 
The  lip  may  speak  its  holiest  vow. 
Yet  shadows  dim  the  spirit's  truth 

And  pride  and  coldness  change  the  brow. 

J.  Bayard  Taylor^e  Poems, 

Light  to  thy  path,  bright  creature !  I  would  charm 

Thy  being,  if  I  could,  that  it  should  be 

Ever  as  now  thou  dreamest,  and  flow  on, 

Tlius  innocent  and  beautiful,  to  heaven. 

WiOif. 


Youth  treads  on  flowers  where'er  he  goes, 
And  finds  on  every  thorn  a  rose. 

AnanymouM 

The  rainbow's  lovely  on  the  eastern  cioud. 
The  rose  is  beauteous  on  the  bended  thorn. 

Sweet  is  the  evening  ray  from  purple  shroud. 
And  sweet  the  orient  blushes  of  the  morn ; 

Sweeter  than  all  the  beauties  which  adorn 
The  female  form  in  youth  and  maiden  bloom. 

But  can  there  grow  cowslips  and  lilies. 
Like  those  that  I  gather'd  in  youth  7 

With  my  heart  in  the  depths  of  their  blossoms. 
All  steep'd  in  the  dew-drops  of  truth  7 

Mi»8  Jewtbury. 

—  Youth  has  spent  his  wealth  and  bought 

The  knowledge  he  would  fain 

Change  for  fbrgetfiilness,  and  live 

His  dreaming  life  again. 

Mies  Landott, 

Youth,  that  pursuest,  with  such  eager  pace. 

Thy  even  way. 

Thou  pantest  on  to  win  a  mournful  race : 

Then  stay!  oh  stay! 

R.  M.  MUnes. 

Alas !  that  youth's  fond  hopes  should  fade, 

And  love  be  but  a  name. 

While  its  rainbows,  follow'd  e'er  so  flist. 

Are  distant  still  the  same. 

Dawes. 

The  restless  spirit  charm'd  thy  sweet  existence. 

Making  all  beauteous  in  youth's  pleasant  maze, 
*Vhile  gladsome  hope  illumed  the  onward  dis- 
tance, 
A  ad  lit  with  sunbeams  thy  expectant  days. 

WiUis  O.  Chnh 

'*>m  vciuth  whose  bark  is  guided  o'er 
•k  aammor  stream  by  zephyr's  breath. 

With  idle  gaze  delights  to  pore 
Oa  imaged  skies  that  glow  beneath. 

WiUiam  LeggetL 

How  beautifiil  who  scatters,  wide  and  free. 
The  gold — ifright  seeds  of  lov'd  and  loving 
truth! 
By  whose  perpetual  hand  each  day  supplied  — 
Leaps  to  new  life  the  empire's  heart  of  youth. 

Cornelius  Mathews, 

how  shall  I  ever  go  through  this  rough  world ! 
How  find  me  older  every  setting  sun ! 
How  merge  my  boyish  heart  in  manliness ! 

Arthwr  Cleavdand  Coxs 

Remember  not  the  follies  of  my  youth. 
But  in  thy  mercy  think  upon  me.  Lord ! 

ArtkuT  Cleavdand  Coa« 


fiW 


ZKAL 


I  go  fironi  «Uength  to  alrengtii,  fimn  joy  to 

joy; 

Frrnm  Ucing  unto  bein^.    I  will  snatch 
l*hit  |rerm  of  comlbrt  from  departiiif  yooth  i 
And  when  the  pictured  primer  *s  thrown  uidct 
I  Ml  lioard  its  early  leaiona  in  my  heart 

Arthw  Cimvdand  Cox; 


Zeal  and  duty  are  not  dow; 
Bat  on  oeeasioo's  fiirelock  watchM  wait. 


ZEAL. 


Spread  out  carth^R  holicat  record*  here, 
Of  days  and  deeds  to  reverence  dear ; 
A  zeal  like  this  what  pious  ie|^ends  tell  7 

Sprague'B  Ceniennial  Ode, 

His  leal 
None  seconded,  as  out  of  season  judgM, 
Or  smgular  and  rash. 

MUUmU  Parttdi$e  Regained, 


Press  bravely  onward !  —  not  in  viuii 

Your  generous  trnst  in  human  kind ; 

The  good  which  kloodidied  ooirid  not  gain 

Your  peaceful  seal  shall  find. 

Whitiet'B  Pmut 

How  beautiibl  it  is  for  man  to  die 
Upon  the  walls  of  Zion !  to  be  cafi*d 
Like  a  watoh-wom  and  weary  sentinel. 
To  put  his  armour  ofI|  and  rest  —  in  Heaven ! 
His  heart  was  with  Jerusalem ;  and  strong 
As  was  a  mother's  love,  and  the  sweet  ties 
Religion  makes  so  beautiful  at  home,  ' 
He  flung  them  from  him  in  his  eager  race. 
And  sought  the  broken  people  of  hir  f»oc!, 
To  preach  to  them  of  Jncs ! 
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lona  of  tlM  coontiy.  with  tho  prindpioa  oo  which  thoj  an  ibonded, 

and  tho  ■oana  of  aawrting  and  mahitainfaif  them. 


BY  THE  HON.  THOMAS  J.  SMITH, 

One  of  the  Judges  of  the  Supreme  Coart  of  the  State  of  Indiana. 

Ib  one  handaone  denl-oetaTo  Tolame.   Price,  One  Dollar. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  FOX, 

WITH  DISSERTATIONS  ON  HIS  VIEWS  CONCERNING  THE  OOCTRINESi  TESTIMO- 
NIES, AND  DISCIPLINE  OF  THE  CHRISTIAN  CHURCH. 

BY   SAMUEL    M.   JANNEY. 

One  volume,  8vo.    Price,  $1  75. 


KOLLIKER'S  ANATOMY  OF  THE  HUMAN  BODY. 


A  Dannal  of  lUcroBCopical  Anatomy  of  the  Human  Body. 

BY  ALBERT  KOLLIKER, 
Professor  of  Anatomy  and  Physiology  in  Wirtemberg. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GERMAN, 

BY  J.   DA  COSTA,   M.  D., 
Member  of  the  Aeademy  of  Natural  Scienees,  Philadelphia. 

WITH  316  W00D-0UT8 
One  volume,  Svo. 


THE 

Mmm  ilbariginal  ^artfok 

By  Mrs.  Mary  H.  Eastman. 
WITH  TWENTY-SEVEN  SUPiRB  LINE  ENGRAVINGS  ON  STEEL. 

BT  THE  RRST  ARTISTS  OF  THE  COUNTRT. 
Oaa  TolunM  folio,  richly  bound  in  ultnnuiine  doth,  aztim  gilt    Price,  $6  00. 


LiSRARY  FOR  TRAVELLERS  AND  THE  FIRESIDE. 
Tb»  British  Cabinet  In  18S& 

Being  Bhwtnhetnf  the  Llv«e  of  tke  Eerl  of  Aberdeen,  Lord  John  Rnaell,  Lord  Palmer- 
ston,  Sir  James  Qraham,  Mr.  Gladstone,  Earl  of  Clarendon,  Dake4>f  Argyle,  Ic 

**Thw  rema^able  ooelitiiNi  Ministry  is  now  in  power,  and  its  eziatenoe  is  regarded  by  many  as 
marliins  a  great  apoob  in  tbe  political  bistory  of  Great  Bntain,  in  whinb  tbe  old  barriers  of  cinii!i 
and  party  rivalry  are  seen  to  have  at  length  given  w^,  superseded  oiitirely  bf  the  new  and  purer 
principles  of  an  a|s  of  progress." 

PRICE,   SIZTT^HREB  CENTS. 


ELLET  ON  THE  OmO  AND  NISSISSIPFI  RIVERS. 

With  Twelve  niastrationa.    One  volume,  octavo.    Price,  $3  00. 
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LIPPINCOTT,  ORAMBO  &  CO.'S  PUBUOATIONS. 

CASSIN'S  BIRDS  OF  NORTH  AMERICA. 


Illustrations  of  the  Birds  of  California,  Texas,  Oregon, 

BRITISH  AND  RUSSIAN  AMERICA. 

Intended  to  contain  Descriptions  and  Fignree  of  all  North  American  Birds,  not  giren  lij 

tanamr  Amerloan  Autbora,  anA 

il  <0mral  Ipoiuis  of  Joit^  ^amiriifls  (S)mtt||ologi(. 

By  John  Cassin^ 

Membn  of  the  Academy  of  Natural  Sdencee  of  Ffalladelpbia;  of  the  American  Philo- 

Bophlcal  Society;  of  the  Hortioaltoral  Society  of  Pennsylranla;  of 

the  New  York  Lyceum  of  Natural  History,  Ac.  Ae^ 

The  pablication  will  be  oompleted  in  thir^  pert*,  to  be  fbinitohed  at  as  early  periods  as  tlieir 
pitiper  execQtioQ  can .  be  effected,  and  which  will  probably  be  at  iMarrab  of  from  one  to  two 
inoiitha.  Every  pait  will  oontain  fire  oolorad  plates,  and  the  worlc,  when  completed,  will  Ifann  two 
▼oluines,  octavo.    Price,  One  Dollar  each  part. 

PERSONAL  NARRATIVE  OF  SCENES  AND  ADVENTURES 
Seml'AIplne  RegloA  of  the  Osark  DoaAtalnfl 

OF  MJSSOUBI  AND  ARKANSAS, 

WHICH  WSRB  FIB8T  TBAYZBSBD  BY  BK  80T0  IN  1541. 
BY  HENRY  ROWE  SCHOOLCRAFT. 

One  Yoluine,  demi-octavo.    Price,  tl  50. 

tift  ABit  !iitiR9tsni  of  it  (tntntq  3Klm|oiil 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  ^'WILD  WESTSRIf  SCENIS/'  ETC. 

ILLUSTRATBD. 
One  Tolume,  12mo.    Cloth,  gilt    Ptloa^  One  Dollar. 

THE  WINTER  LODGE,  OR  VOW  FUUFILLED. 

AN  HISTORICAIj  NOVEL 
THE  SEQUEL  TO  SIMON  KENTON. 

BY  JAMES  WEIR, 
One  Yolame,  12mo.    Price,  paper,  50  cents;  doth,  75  cents. 

^SOP'S  FABLES. 

A  NBW  STKRBOTYPKD  EDITION,   BXAUTirULLT  ILLUSTSATBD. 
18mo.,  doth,  gflt    PMee,  Viilgr  Omti: 
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LIPPINCOTT,  QBAMBO  &  CO.'S  PtTBLICATIONS. 


CENTRAL  ROUTE  TO  THE  PACIFIC, 
From  the  Valley  of  the  lllississippi  to  Oalifornia. 


JOURNAL  OF  THE  EXPEDITION  OF  E.  F.  BEALE, 

8UP1BIHTXNDEXT  Of  UIDIAH  AJTAIXB  H^CALIVOBNIA, 


6WINN  UABKI8  HEAP, 
Jtvim  Miflfonri  to  CaliforniAy  in  1863. 

BY  QWINN  HARRIS  HEAP. 
Oii«  ToliUD«^  oeteTO^  with  fbartaen  Hapt  and  DlnstntioiM.    Fkloa^  |1  M» 

LARDNER'S 

KEIGHTLErS  UNIVERSAL  HISTORY, 

ooMPuiura 

A  Oonclie  Hlstonr  of  tbe  World  ftom  tbe  Earttest  Period. 

tn  THOMAS  XEXaHTLST, 
Antlior  of  Mythologj,  HiitoriM  of  0xmco  and  Roao^  Xni^lMid,  ftc^ 

REYISBB  ANb  BBOUOfiT  DOWN  TO  THB  PRBSENT  PERIOD, 

WCtk  #r«estfoiai  «ii)r  filiutiatfttuL 

Ono  TOloino^  12mo.   Cloth,  omiMMsed.    Fifot^  Ono  Dollar. 

OB, 

EXAMPLES  OF  THE  OPPOSITE  EFFECTS  OF  VIRTUE  AND  VICE. 

^       FOR  THE  USB  OF  SCHOOLS  AND  FAMILIES. 

Duo  ToliiiiM,  Iteou,  wHh  Platai.    Prloe,  82^  eenta. 

"Then  are  hare  ooUaolod,  withia  a  aanow  enmiiMi,  the  WMt  ikiikiBf  cnnp)ea  of  iodrridinl 
virtoa  and  rice  which  are  ipread  ibith  oa  Ihe  pages  of  hiitory,  or  aia  recorded  in  panoaal  hi<H 
gnpfaj.  The  noblMk  preoopta  are  raeoanMndod  Ibr  the  pudanco  of  jrooth,  and  ia  the  OMMt 
impreaiTe  naaaner  i«  he  taofht  to  oonqnar  the  derradinf  impuleea  which  lower  the  itaadaid  of  tiM 
hamaa  character." 

WHIGHESTER'S  GAHPAION  IN  1812-13. 

BY  ELIA8  DARNELL. 

^aIf  loui.    Price,  Twenty-fiTe  cents. 
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Wums's  tih  nf  Blutinii. 


THE  LIFE  OF  GEN.  FRANCIS  MARION, 

A  oelabntad  Purtiflaii  Offloer  In  the  ReTolntJonaxy  War  agiiiut  the  BrltUi  anA  Tcniw 

tik  South  Carolina  and  Georgia. 

By  Brig.  Oen.  P.  Horry,  of  Karion's  Brigade,  and  K.  L.  Weems. 

12III0.;  olofh,  gnt;  with  Are  Engrarfaigs.    Price,  7ft  eenta. 

WEEMS'S  LIFE  OF  WASHINGTON. 


THE  LIFE  OF  GEORGE  WASHINGTON, 

Tf ITH  CUBI0U8  ANBCDOTES,  EQUALLY  HONORABLE  AND  EXEMPI*ARY  TO 

BIS  TOVNG  OOUNTBTSIBR. 

BY  M.  L..  WEEMS, 

rOEKERLT  BKCTOR  OF  MOUICT  TSRNON  PARISH^ 
Oat  ToluMk  ISmo.;  dothj  gilt;  vHh  six  EagraTiags.    Price,  76  «mU>. 

RAMSEY'S  HISTORY  OF  TENNESSEE.       • 


THE  ANNALS  OF  TENNESSEE, 

FTLOHL  ITS  8ETTLE1SENT, 


TO  THR 


END  OF  THE  EIGHTEENTH  CENTURY. 

Bf  J.  0.  M.  BaaiMy,  A.1L,  K.J>. 
One  Tolmne,  8to.    Price,  cloth,  |8  00 ;  Libisiy  style,  13  50. 


TRAVELS  IN  EGYPT  AND  PALESTINE. 

BY  J.  THOMAS,  M.  D. 
One  Volume,  12mo.    Price,  68  cents. 
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LIPPINCOTT.  GRAMBO  &  CO. 

Bftw  mad«  am]if«Bi«nto  with  tlie  extendve  Pabllshen,  W.  A  B.  CHAMBERS,  of  Xdinr 

Intrgh,  to  pnbtlflh  twl  nippl  j  the  Trade  In  this  eoiutty  with  their  Paliiie»> 

tkmi,  and  beraefter  will  inae  their  Booke  liiaiilteneoiulj  with 

pahttoittoa  In  Greet  Britain.     The  Mlowlag 

worki  will  be  the  flret  iMoed: 

CHAMBERS'S  INFORMATION  FOR  THE  PEOPLL 

AN  ENTIBELY  NEW  AND  IMPROVED  EDITION. 

Two  Tolnaee  rojel  octnvo^  doth. 


CHAMBERS'S  CYCIOPEOIA  OF  ENGLISH  UTERXTURL 

TWO  TOLVMIS  BOTAL  OCTAYO,  CLOTH. 


A  OritlMil  Mi  BlocnphlQKl  BielocT  of  Bn^idi  Wiften  in  eU 

ilhMtr«t«4  by  epeelBieni  of  their  writingi; 


OhambanHi  UlicellaAy  of  Useflil  ani  btartaintag  Tracti. 


TWBNTT  T0LUMB8,  CAP  OCTAYO. 


ennegthegmt 
UBRARIESL 


written  wUh  the  view  of  Mppljiif  e 
■B«  ef  the  eoanuitr,  eoA  will  be 


end  enteitejninc 
fer SCHOOL 


of 
DISTRICT 


Chambers*^  Bepodtory  of 


and  Anmilng  Araeti. 


PIYB  T0LUME8  ISSVKD. 


T%t  work  leeenMeoin 
thoogb  not  loM  popaUr  tone, 
ngwd  10  Uterery  degeace, 


retpeoto  the  pteoedinf  MfntlleBy  of  Tieeti,  einriBf  al  a  h«ber, 

and  will  ntwiy,  it  it  hoped,  the  new  reqt^^raaeata  of  the  dej  in 

Eeeh  Tolame  ie  tilaatnled  with  wood  eacraTinga,  and  hae  a  neatly 


CHAMBERS'S  PAPERS  FOR  THE  PEOPLE. 

Twelve  Tolames,  orown  12mo.,  fancy  boards. 

Thia  aariea  embraeee  History,  Arohaotogy,  Biography,  Saeiioe.  the  ladostrial  ead  ftee  Aita,  the 
leedfaig  tepfea  ia  Sooial  Eoonomy,  together  with  CritidsBi,  FSetion,  Pemmal  NanetlTe,  Md 
bnachea  of  Elegaat  Lileratnr*  >-  each  aanber  ooBteiaing  a  < 


OHADBERS'S  POOKBT  HISOBLLANT, 

In  monthly  Tolames,  18mo. 

TWBNTT-OHB   YOLUMBS    ISSUBB. 


This  woifc  oomgets  pertly  ofamQaiag  papera  rapintad  fVom  the  eerly  qoerto  Toloaiea  of  **  Cham- 
beis'k  Edinbeifh  Jearnal**— now  iiwaeurerahly  oat  of  prhit,  and  aakaowa  to  the  yoang  geeermtion 
of  leadera— and  partly  of  articla|  of  a  aiRuIar  kind,  for  which  apaoe  hae  not  been  ftond  in  the 
eanrent  naahen  of  that  ptriodical,  and  is  an  ezceUeat  literaiy  eompaaioB  Ibr  the  railway  ead  the 
firande. 
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LIPPINCOTT,  QRAMBO  &  CO.'S  PUBUCATIONS. 

II  '  -  — 

CHAlWiERS'S  LIBRARY  FOR  YOUNG  PEOPLE. 

Ib  tw«nij  TdloBiM,  12ina;  naftflj  don«  up  ia  doth. 

TWi  9mnm  «nbraoM  Moral  and  IUUiunb  TUaa.  RMoiy,  Foetiy,  and  Sol^Mtt  of 

IntonatiMi. 

ALFBBD  IN  INDIA  |  OB,  SCENES  IN  HIND008TAN. 
OLBTBB  BOTS,  and  other  8tori6« 
DUTT  AND  AFFECTION;  A  TALE. 
BNOZtAND,  BISTOBT  OF.    By  Frederioa  Bowaa. 
FIBESIDE  AMUSEMENTS. 
FBANOE,  HI8T0BT  OF.    By  Leitoh  Bitefaia. 
OBANDMAMMA'S  POCKETS.    QjHn.S.aHan. 
LITTXiB  BOBINSON,  and  othar  Taloi. 
MOBAL  COUBAOB,  and  other  Talaa.     . 
OLD  ENOXJLND,  A  TALE  OF.    Bj  Thomaa  Miliar. 
"'    OBLANDINO,  A  TALE.    By  Mia  Xdgaworth. 
POEMS  FOB  TOUNa  PEOPLE. 
SCOTLAND,  HISTOBT  OF.    By  Fraderlea  Bowab. 
SELF-DENIAL,  JACOPO,  and  other  Talea. 
STEADFAST  OABBIEL,  A  TALE.    By  Maiy  Hbwitt 
SWANN'S  EOa,  THE.    By  Mrs.  S.  C.  HalL 
TBTJE  HEBOI8M,  and  other  Btoriaai 
TBUTB  AND  TBU8T. 

UNCLE  SAM'S  MONET-BOZ.    Bf  Mn.  S.  G.  HaB. 

ByMra.&C.Ha]L 


Chafflbers's  Instractive  and  Entertaining  Library. 

Hiirtory  of  tiie  French  BeTolntioiui  from  1789  to  IMS. 

BY  T.  W.  RBDHKAD. 

TBREB  YOLUMBS. 


Landartlne's  Travels  In  the  East, 

INCLUDING  A  JOURNEY  IN  THE  HOLY  LAND. 

WITH  A  MEMOIR  OF  THE  AUTHOR. 

nr  rvTo  tolvmis. 


L 


STORIES  OF  THE  IRISH  PEASANTRY. 


BY  MRS.  S.  0.  HALL. 


Biography,  Exemplary  and  Instmcttira 

Tbia  work  oontaiaa  tha  LiTat  of  the  Priadpal  PBmai  who  have  adranoad 
Dioat  ramarkaUa  DiteoTerara  aod  InTantora,  or  thoao  who  hare  oiharwiae 


antf  Art,tha 
thcmaairaa. 
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THE  PICTORIAL  TREASURT, 

A  LARGE  QUARTO, 

WITH 

SEVEN  HUNDRED  FINE  ENGRAVINGS. 

f^ttji  oa  3llnDtiiahi  Cootr,  ^rintiit  is  »ii  M  Colon. 

PRICK,    ONE  DOLLAR. 

THE  CHILDREFS  PLEASURE  BT)OX, 

A  QUARTO, 

Wm  MIARLT 

FIVE  HUNDRED  FINE  ENGRAVINGS, 


Splendid  Dlnmioated  Cover,  printed  in  Six  Oil  Colors. 

PKioB,  rirtr  csnts. 

« 

THE  CHILD'S  PICTORIAL  ALBUM, 

A  QUARTO, 


FIVE  HUNDRED  FINE  ENGRAVINGS. 
With  an  ninmlnated  OoTor,  prlsted  In  Six  OU  Oo}on.. 

FRICIy    FIFTT   C1NT8. 

DAY    DREAMS. 
With  Additions  by  Xartha  Allen. 

Om  Tolum«^  12ino.,  doth.    Baoond  Bdittoa. 
PRICB,  BIXTT-THBRl  CXNT8. 


■"Tb  to  omtc,  and  m  ciwtiaf  Uv« 
A  beinff  laora  intaaae.  that  w  aadow 
With  IbnB  ar  teo7,  gaiaiaf  a*  w«  fif* 
Tba  lila  wa  imaga*  aven  as  I  do  now.** 

Skatchaaaf  awMMntioehaiafliar.iiiliiayiBta  warn  imagiMlinn  a^  a«  aiMiH  <yia.-Phflada. 


_ir. 

Thairpai«iBl,wadooMaol,wiUdifltanaiaiMnIaatiateikiB;Cir  ttqrita  baaotiM,  tte^h 

biiaf.— M  •Maktak'k  Cooiiar. 
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